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j “ et prcBterca nihil! " murmured Somebody in the background. ! 

I “ Who made that stale and inappropriate quotation ? exclaimed Mr. Oracle Punch, looking severely around the 

j illustrious group gathered in his sanctum about the brazen tripod which bore his brand-new Phonograph. 

J Nobody answered. 

I “ Glad to see you are ashamed of yourself, whoever you are,” snapped the Seer. j 

, “ Bather think the — a — Spook spoke,” muttered a self-importantdooking personage, obliquely eyeing a shadowy visitor ; 

from Borderland. 

I Humph ! Julia may use your hand, but you will not trump mine,'' retorted the Oracle. “ If revenants knew what ' 

I nonsense is put into their spectral mouths by noodles and charlatans, they would never return to be made spectral pi Igarlics of.' 

I “A ghost is a good thing — in a Christmas story ! ” laughed the jolly old gentleman in a holly-crown. “ Elsewhere it i 

! is generally a Iraud and a nuisance.” ■; 

“ Right, Father Christmas ! ” cried Mr. Punch. ** But the Voces from my Oracular Funograph are not ghostly | 
nothings, neither are they ambiguous, like the oracles of the Sibyl of Cumm, — to which, my eloquent Premier, some have 
had the audacity to compare certain of your vocal deliverances.” 

The Old Oracular Hand smiled sweetly. “ Xescit vox missa revertiV he murmured, “ Would that Edison could , 
invent a Party Leader's Phonograph whose utterances should satisfy at the time without danger of being quoted against one | 
fifty years later by Cleon the Tanner, or Agoraoritus the Sausage-Seller, to whom even the Sibylline Books would scarce i 
have been sacred. But you and your Funograph — as you neatly call it — have never been Paphlagoniao, have never had to 
give up to Party what was meant for Mankind,” 

** Womankind, surely, Mt Giadstone ? subjoined the Strong-minded Woman, glaring reproachfully through 
her spectacles at the Anti-Woman’ s-Bights Premier. I wish I could say as much of rjou, Sir ! ” 

‘‘Labour and the Ladies seem to have small share in his thoughts,” began the Striker, hotly, when Lord Rosebery 
touched him gently on his fustian-clad shoulder, and he subsided. 

“ Am I not a lady ? ” queried Hibernia, with an affectionate glance at her aged champion. 

I “ Golly, and me too ? ” added a damsel of dusky Libyan charms, clinging close to the stalwart arm of Napoleonic = 

i Cecil Rhodes. I 

I “Yes — with a difference ! ” said the Oracle, drily. “ ‘ Place aux dames ’ is a motto of partial and rather capricious | 

j application, is it not, my evergreen Premier ? ” j 
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“ A principle of politeness rather than of politics or Parliament — at present,” murmxired the G-. O. M. 

‘‘ Pooh ! ” sniffed the Strong-minded Woman. “ It will spread. Read Mr. H. Fowler’s Bill, and Dr. Alfred 
Russel Wallace’s Woman and Natural Selection ; put this and that together, and perpend ! ” 

“ The Penny Phonograph,” pursued Mr. Oracle Punch, “is now prodigiously patronised. For the popular penny you 
can hear an American band, a Chevalier coster ballad, the ‘ Charge of the Light Brigade,’ a comic song by ‘ Little Tich,’ or a 
speech by the Old Man eloquent. No ; for the latter I believe they charge twopence. That is fame, my Pantagruelian 
Premier But in my Funograph — charge the unchangeable Threepence — ^you can hear the very voice of Wisdom and Wit, of 
Humanity and Humour, of Eloquence and Essential Truth, of Music and of Mirth ! ” 

“ Hear ! hear ! hear ! ” chorussed everybody. 

I “ You shall hear ! ” said the Oracle. “ Stand round, all of you, and adjust your ear-tubes ! Dionysius’s Ear was not 

an aural * circumstance ’ (as your countryman would say, Cleveland) compared with this. Vox, et prater ea nihil, indeed ! ” 

“ Nihil — or Nihilism,” growled the Trafalgar Square Anarchist, “ is the burden of the vox populi of to-day ” 

“ Vox diaholi, you mean.” interrupted the great Funographer, sternly. “ And there is no opening for that vox here. 

! Shut up ! You are here, misguided mischief-maker, not to spout murderously dogmatic negation, but to listen and — I hope 
— learn ! ” 

“I trust you have guidance for me,” murmured gentle but anxious-faced Charity. “ It would, like my ministrations, 
be most seasonable — as Father Christmas could tell you — for between my innumerable claims, and my contradictory ‘ mul- 
titude of counsellors,’ my friends and enemies, my gushingly indiscriminate enthusiasts, and my arid, hide-bound * organisers,’ 
I was never, my dear Mr. Punch, so completely puzzled in my life.” 

“ Sweet lady,” responded the Oracle, with gentle gravity, “ there is guidance here for all who wiR listen ; heavenly 
Charity and diabolic Anarchy, eloquent Statesmanship and adventurous Enterprise, scared Capital and clamorous Labour, 
fogged Finance and self-assertive Femininity; for the motley and many- voiced Utopia-hunters who fancy they see imminent 
salvation in Imperial Pomp or Parochial Pump, in Constitutional Clubs or County Councils, in Home Pbule, Primrose 
Leagues, or the Living Wage, in Democracy or in Dynamite, in High Art or Mahatmas, in Science or in Spooks. Take 
your places, Ladies and Gentlemen ! Charity first, if you please, with Father Christmas to her right, leaving room for the 
little New Year on her left. Listen all, and learn by the various voices of that many-cylindered, marveUous Funographic 
Machine, my 
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THE HEALTH SEEKER’S 
YADE MECUM. 

{Eemsed up to Date,) 

Qxiestion, Is it good for 
Lealth to keep awake ? 

Answer. Certainly ' Hot ; 
sleep is most necessary to 
body’s repose. 

Q. Then should one go to sleep ? 

A. Ho ; for it must in the end 
be injurious to the mind. 

Q, Is walking a good thing? 

A. Certainly not; as it may 
lead to cramp. 

Q. Is resting to be recom- 
mended ? 

A. Oh no ; for exercise is ab- 
solutely a necessity. 

Q. Is riding permissible ? 

A. Hot when the wood pave- 
ment produces the new sore throat. 

Q. Should we eat ? 

-4. Ho; for everything is adul- 
terated. i 

Q. Should we drink ? ! 

.4. Ho ; liquor is injurious. 

Q. Should we starve ? 

A, Ho; meals are really needful. | 

Q. Is it safe to stay at home ? i 

A. Ho ; because change of air | 
is most beneficial to everyone. ^ | 

Q. Is it advisable to go abroad ? 

A. Hot at all; many epidemics 
are reported to be rife everywhere 
on the other side of the channel. 

Q. Is it good to live ? 

A. Scarcely; because illness is 
worse than death. 

Q. Is it good to die ? 

A. Probably; everything else 
is a failur'e, so no doubt this, too, 
is a grand mistake* 



IJHDER THE ROOSE. 

Eondel bt a Restored One. 

(Some way after a Swinhurnxan 
Model.) 

Ukdee the Roose I Decay seemed 
slow but sure, 

The |:old€n chord Mors, Hngeiing, 
aimed to loose ; 

But kindness, care, and skill 
work wondrous cure. 

Under the Roose ! 

The patient probably had played 
the goose, 

Liverish, listless, yielding to the 
lure 

Of overstrain, caught in neglect’s 
dy noose. 

But symptoms pass if patience but 
endure, 

And Robson’s regimen brooks no 
excuse, 

Herves get re-strung, the brisk 
blood pulses pure, 

Under the Roose ! 


Old Peoveeb Yeeified.— 
“ Miss Yeene, whose renown as a 
pianist is rapidly increasing, has 
hitherto been known to concert- 
goers as Miss Mathtldk Wurm.” 
Soatlast "‘theWuRM has turned,” 
and become Miss Y erne I 


WuAT ouE Evening Papers 
ARE COMING TO (suggested hy 
the newest thing in Pink and 
Green).-' plain, and half- 
penny coloured I 


m. CY, 


p 




[** Here comes a light to light us to bed, 

And a chopper to cut off the last-last-last 
Amendment's head ! *’ 

OU Nursery Mhyme “ amended.^*} 

^ Government good — 

(All Governments are, so they tell us !)- 
Who found themselves deep “in the vrooi,’’ 
And a little bit bio to in the “bellows,^’ 


Tl^ir foes, "who "were many and mean. 
Persistently hunted and harried ’em. 
Their time they to spend meant 
On bogus “ Amendment ; 

They moved such by hundreds— and all to 
befriend meant— carried ’em ! 
Jawed round ’em, and — ^now and then — 
Smgmg tol-de-rol-lol-de-rol-lol ! i 


That Government npped and it said — 
“We seem to be getting no forrader. 

It ’s time to go ‘ full steam ahead ! ’ 

Nella horrida couldn’t be hor rider, 

So let ’s declare ‘ war to the knife ! ’ 

Dr. Gtjillotin’s knife, sharp and summary, 
We must put a stopper 
On Unionist * whopper,’ 





Or else the best Govemment must 
come a cropper 

Along of their falsehood and flum- 
mery ! 

Singing f oi-de-rol-lol-de-rol-lol ! 

“Doctor GuiLLOTn^ claimed that 
his blade 

Was ‘ a punishment sure, quick, 
and uniform,’ 

So when sham ‘ Amendment ’ has 
laid 

On the table its paltry and puny 
form, 

We’ll just give it time to turn 
^ round, 

And if it ’s prolix or cantanker- 
ous, 

To the block be it led 
And then— off with its head I ” — 
Well, for summary shrift there is 
much to be said, 

When the criminal’s rowdy and 
rancorous. 

Singing fol-de-rol-lol-de-rol-lol ! 

SUB JUDICE. 

{A 71 entirely Imaginary Eepcyrt of an 
utterly Impossible Case . ) 

The MtrsTAKD Mysteet, 120th Day. 

To-bat the prisoner in this matter 
was once again brought before the 
magistrates on the charge already 
stated. The same counsel were 
present for the prosecution and the 
defence that had put in an appearance 
yesterday. The. .court was densely 
crowded. 

Benjamih Bsovny deposed that 
he had often slammed a door. He 
knew the sound of the slamming of 
a dcor, and thought he could dis- 
tinguish it from the noise of an earth- 
quake. On cross examination he 
Emitted that he had not slammed 
a door, and had never been present 
at an earthquake. On re-examina- 
tion he said that although he had not 
been present at an earthquake he was 
conversant with its characteristics. 

John Jones deposed that he had 
once seen a man who might have 
been the prisoner. It was sixteen 
years ago. The man to whom he 
referred was talking to a female. 
On cross-examination he admitted 
that, BO far as he knew to the 
contrary, the man may have been 
addressing his grandmother. On re- 
examination he did not know that 
the female was a grandmother— she 
might have been a grand aunt. 

Eichaed Bobeetson deposed that 
he had seen a pair of slippers. They 
might have been the slippers of the 



prisoner. He saw one of those slip- 
pers thrown with considerable force 
at a water-butt. He had examined 
the water-butt, and there was a mark 
on it. On cross-examination he ad- 
mitted that he did not know how the 
mark on the water-butt had been 
made. It might have been by a boot, 
and not a slipper. He did not know 
to whom the slippers belonged. 
They might have been the property 
of the prisoner. He was not sure 
that he had seen the slippers in the 
presence of the prisoner. In fact, 
he was not sure he had ever seen the 
prisoner before. He was also doubt- 
ful about the identity of the slippers. 
However, on re-examination, he was 
sure he had seen some slippers, and 
also a water-butt. 

After some further evidence, the 
inquiry was adjourned until to- 
morrow. 

THE THREE GEORGES. 

The following two letters have 
reached Mr, Punchy curiously 
enough, by the same post. Here 
they are, just as they were re- 
ceived : — 

Deae Me. Pttnch,— Will you allow 
me, through your columns, to thank 
the public for the brilliant way in 
which they are recognising my claims 
to distinction ? As I w^ through 
the streets I see evidence on all 
hands that on Thursday night Loudon 
will be ablaze with “G. M, ” 1 
Permit me. Sir, thus pubUcly to thank 
a discriminating public. — Yours 
Egoist-ically, G-oege M-e-d-th. 

Deae Me. Punch, — ^The Alderman 
in Art is beaten, and even the City is 
one continuous tribute to “ G. M.” 
Critics, envious of my Speaker repu- 
tation, may carp, and say the tribute ’s 
all gas — a half-truth, concealing 
truth ; but the public evidently 
know where to look for the true 
critical insight. 1 am obliged to 
them, and I thank you for this oppor- 
tunity of saying so. 

Yours (naturally) as fresh as paint, 
G-oege M-ee. 


Something that had BEENBETGneE 
LEFT Unsaid . {By an ex- Old Bache- 
lor^ discontented with his condition in 
general and his Mother-in-law in 
particular), — “ 1 will I ” 


FASHION A Wedding Eavotje. — ^A reserved 

" first-class compartment on the London, 

, Mummy, hate you been Taccinated on botb Arms ? ’’ Chatham and Dover. 


AD BEATREM. | 

By a Remonstkative Sistee. 

[See Examinatoremj'' Punch, Julyl, 1893 .) 

Deae Tom, you astouished me quite | 
With your vigorous verses last wetk, 1 
It will be an unceasing delight 
In future, sweet brother, to speak : 

Of the family poet— yourself I 
Yet I feel I must bid you beware, 

It may not be nice, but the word of advice 
Is your favourite, “ Don’t lose your hair 1 ” 

Yes, I own it was rather a blow 
When they brought out the merciless list, 
Ec^ou primed uj) the Pater, I know, 

With such rubbish, and just would insist 


The Exam, was as hard as could be. 

Ah 1 you painted it all at the worst, 

It was hard lines on you, Thomas, not to 
get through, 

While the “ crock ” of a Maud got a first. 

j Still, why did you rush into print 
' With yonr torrent of hitter complaint ? 
To do so without the least hint. 

Well, brotherly, dear, it quite aint, \ 
j ’Twere wiser and better by far 
; To have laid all the blame on a tooth, 1 
Por whatever ’s the use of a lovely excuse | 
If not in concealing the truth ? 1 


So bottle your anger, dear boy, 
Forget how to shuffle and shirk, 
Find intelligent purpose and joy 
In a season of honest hard work. 


You ’ll pass when you go in again, 

And eclipse in the passing poor me ; 

For a girl, though she can beat the whole tribe 
Isn’t fit, Tom, to have a degree I [of Man, 

THE SOHG OF THE SESSION. 
Aie— What shall he have that kilVd the Beer? ” 

Whit must he have who ^d kill the Bill ? 

A leathern skin, and a stubborn will. , 
Brummagem ’s his home. 

Take then no shame to name his name I 
BiR-slaughtering is his little game. 

He ’d be its death— he swore it, 

As limb from limb he tore it — 

The Bill the Bill, the lusty BRII 
Is it a thing Brum Job can kill ? 





PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


[Jolt 8, 1893. 


/ Mr, FUh {who resentt the imputation upon his taste). I can’t say 

A TESTIMONIAL MANQUE. what the width of Mr. Poepentene’s passage may he, never having 

r A SKTfTC's VP AM TWV SmnTPTic! ^ been privileged with an invitation to pass the threshold, but unless 

(A Sketch from the Suburbs.) ^ ^ , it ’s wider than ours is, he couldn’t get a hatstand m if he tried, and 

The Argument— Mr. Hotspur Poepentine, a distinguished rest- if my friend Coceceopt will excuse the remark, I see no sense — to 
dent in the rising suburb of J&rrymere^ has recently been awarded gay nothing of good taste, about which perhaps I mayn’t be qualified 
fourteen days' imprisonment^ without the option of a flne^ for to pass an opinion— in giving b im an article he ’s got no room for, 
assaulting a ticket-collector^ who had offered him the indignity Mr » Cock(yi\ {with warmth). There ’s room enough in Porpehtine’s 

of requirmg him to show his season-ticket at^ the barrier. The passage for a whole host of hatstands, if that ’s all, and I know 
scene is a Second-Class Compartment, in which four of -v^hat I’m speaking about. I’ve been in and out there often 
Mr. Poepentine’ s neighbours are discussing the affair during enough. I ’m— ah— a regular tame oat in that house. But if you ’re 
their return from the City, against the ’atstand, I say no more — ^we ’ll waive it. How would it 

Mr, Cockcroft {warmly), I say, Sir — and I’m sure all here will do if we gave him a nice comfortable easy-chair — something he 
bear me out— that such a sentence was a scandalous abuse of justice, could sit in of an evening, y’ know ? 

As a near neighbour, and an intimate friend of Pospentine’s, Mr, Sibb. A touchy chap like Poepentine would be sure to fancy 


travelling on the line constantly for years, and leaving it at home that wasn’t proposing to go and chuck the chair at him— he ’s a sensitive 
morning — why — I don’t blame him n he did use his umbrella I feller in many respects, and he ’d feel that, I grant you. He can’t 

Mr, Balch, {sympathetically), ISTor I. _ Pobpentine’s a man I ’ve object to a little present of that sort just from four friends like our- 
always had a very ’igh respect “ selves. 


always had a very ’igh respect 
for ever since I came into this 
neighbourhood. I ’ve always 
found him a good feller, and a 
good neighbour. 

Mr, Filkins {deferentially), I 
can’t claim to be as intimate 
with him as some here ; hut, if 
it isn’t putting myself too far 
forward to say so, I very cordi- 
ally beg to say ditto to those 
sentiments. 

Mr, Sihhering {who has never 
^Uaken to ” Poepentine). Well, 
he ’s had a sharp lesson, — there’s 
no denying that. 

Mr, Cocker, Precisely, and it 
occurs to me that when he — ah 
— ^returns to public life, it would 
be a kind thing, and a graceful 
thing, and a thing he would— 
ah -appreciate in the spirit it 
was intended, if we were to 
present him with some little 
token of our sympathy and 
unabated esteem — what do you 
fellers think ? 

Mr, Filk. A most excellent 
suggestion, if my friend here 
will allow me to say so. I, for 
one, shall be proud to contribute 
to so worthy an object. 

Mr, Balch, I don’t see why 
we shouldn’t present him with 
an address— ’ave it illuminated, 
and framed and glazed ; sort of 
thing he could ’ang up and ’and 
down to his children after him 
as an heirloom, y’ know. 

Mr, Sibb, I don’t like to 



Mr, Balch, {with a falling 
countenance). Oh I I thought it 
was to be a general affair, 
limited to a small sum, so that 
all who liked could j oin in, I’d 
no notion you meant to keep it 
such a private matter as all that. 

Mr, Filk, Hor I. And, know- 
ing Mr. Poepentine so slightly 
as I do, he might consider it 
presumption in me, making my- 
self so prominent in the matter 

— or else I’m sure 

Mr, Cocker, There *s no 
occasion for anyone to be pro- 
minent, except myself. You 
leave it entirely in my ’ands. 
I’ll have the chair taken up 
some eveniug to Poepentine’ s 
house on a ’andcart, and drop 
in, and just lead up to it care- 
lessly, if you understand me, 
then go out and wheel the chair 
in, make him try it— and there 
you are, 

Mr, Balch, There you are, 
right enough ; hut I don’t see 
where we come in, exactly. 

Mr, Filk, If it ’s to be con- 
fined to just US four, I oertingly 
think we ought all to he present 
at the presentation. 

Mr, Cocker, That would he 
j ust the very thing to put a man 
like Poepentine out— a crowd 
dropping in on him like that! 
I know his ways, and, seeing 

I ’m providing the chair 

Mr, Balch {relieved). You 


do^tlike to “-WeU. he had a sharp lesson, -there’s no defying tUt.” ^ (r^TYb^ 

throw cold water on any proj^osition, but if you want my opinion, I are ? That ’s different, of course ; but I thought you said that we 

must say I see no necessity for making a public_thmg of it in that four 

way. Mr, Cocker, I’m coming to that. As the prime mover, and a 

Mr, Cocker, I’m with Sibbering there. The less fuss there is particular friend of Poepentine’ s, it’s only right and fair I should 
about it, the better Poepentine ’ll be pleased. My idea is to give bear the chief burden. There ’s an easy-chair I have at home that 
him something of daily use — a useful thing, y’ know. only wants re-covering to he as good as new, and all you fellers need 

Mr, Balch, Useful or ornamental. Why not his own portrait? do is to pay for ’aving it nicely done up in velvet, or what not, and 

There ’s many an artist who would do him in oils, and guarantee a we ’ll call it quits. 

likeness, frame included, for a five-pound note.^ ^ ^ Mr, Balch, I daresay ; but I like to know what I ’m letting myself 

Mr . Si>bb, If it ’s to be like Poepentine, ^it certainly won’t he in for ; and there ’s upholsterers who ’ll charge as much for doing up 
ornamental^ whatever else it is. ^ _ a chair as would furnish a room. 

Mr, Fdk, It can’t be denied that he is remarkably plain intbe Mr, Filk, I — I shouldn’t feel justified, with my family, and, as, 
face. We ’d better, as our friend Mr. CocKCSorr here proposes, make comparatively speaking, a recent resident, in going beyond a certain 
it something of daily use — a good serviceable silk umberella now — limit, and unless the estimate could be kep’ down to a moderate sum, 

that ’s always appropriate. I really 

Mr , ^hb,To make up for the one he broke over the collector’s Mr, Sibb, {unmasking). After all, you know, I don’t see why we 
head, eh r that s appropriate enough I should go to any expense over a stuck-up, cross-grained chap like 

Mr , Cocker • f'Ot. uo ; you mean well, Filkins, but you must see Poepentine. It’s well-known he hasn’t a good word to say for us 
yourself, on reflection, that there would be a certain want of — ah — Jerrymere folks, and considers himself above the lot of us I 
good taste in giving him a thin^ like that under the circumstances. Mr, Balch and Mr, Filk, I’m bound to say there ’s a good deal in 
I should suggest something like a hatstand — a handsome one, of what Sibbeeing says. Poepentine’s never shown himself what I 
course. I happen to know that he has nothing in the passage at should call sociable. 

pre^nt but a row of pegs, Cocker. I ’ve never found him anything but pleasant myself , 

Air. Of 00. 1 snoula nave thought he d been taken down enough whatever he may he to others. I’m not denying he’s an exclusive 
pegs already. man, and a fasiidio^ts man, hut he ’s been ’arshly treated, and I 
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should have thought this was an occasion— if ever there was one — 
for putting any private feelings aside, and rallying round him to 
show our respect and sympathy. But of course if you’re going to 
let petty jealousies of this sort get the better of you, and leave me to 
do the ’ole thing myself, I \e no objection. I daresay he ’ll value it 
all the more coming from me, 

Mr, Sihh, Well, he ought to ^ after the shameful way he’s spoken 
of you to a friend of mine in the City,^ who shall be nameless. You 
mayn’t know, and if not, it ’s only right I should mention it, that 
he complained bitterly of having to change his regular train on your 
account, and said (I’m only repeating his words, mind you) that Jerry- 
mere was entirely populated by bores, hut you were the worst of the 
lot, and your jabber twice a day was more than he could stand. He 
mayn’t have meant anything by it, but it was decidedly uncalled for. 

Mr, Cochcr, (reddening), I ’ope I ’m above being affected by the 
opinion any man may express of my conversation— especially a can- 


tankerous feller, who can’t keep his temper under decent control. 
A feller who goes and breaks Ms umbrella over an unoffending 
official’s ’ead hke that, and gets, very properly, locked up for it! j 
Jerrymere society isn’t good enough for him, it seems. He won’t be j 
troubled with much of it in future— 7 can assure him I Upon my 1 
word, now I come to think of it, I ’m not sure he shouldn’t be called i 
upon for an explanation of how he came to be travelling without a 
ticket ; it looks very much to me as if he ’d been systematically 
defrauding the Company I 

Mr. Filk. Well, I didn’t like to say so before ; but that ’s been my 
view all along ! 

Mr, Balch, And mine. 

Mr, Sihh, How perhaps you understand why we ’d rather leave it 
to you to give him the arm-chair. 

Mr, Cocker, I give a man an arm-chair for bringing disgrace on 
the ’ole of J errymere ! I’d sooner break it up for firewood ! Whoever 
it was that first started all tMa tomfoolery about a testimonial, I ’m 
not going to ’ave my name associated with it, and if you ’ll take my 
advice, you’ll drop it once and for all, for it’s only making your- 
selves ridiculous ! [Hw companions, observing that he is in a some- 
xchat excited condition, consider it advisable to change the subject. 


OPERATIC NOTES. 





Tuesday, June 21.’— Faust, in French. Jean de Eeszke was to have 
been Faust, but the “ vaulting ambition ” of the eminent Polish tenor 
led him to attempt a Mgh jump with another Pole— the leaping-pole 
—and whether he had not his compatriot well in hand, or whether, 

“with love’s light 

0 g wings,” Romeo did 

— — — I .e' not manage to ‘ ‘ o’er- 

1 I I top ’the highest note 

I above the line, de- 

I I ponent sayeth not, 

I I but this much is 

} I j known, that he fell 

I 4 I 1 at the Mgh jump, 

I % I and, feehng the pain 

1 ^ I first in the under 

1 S; 1 part of his foot, and 

^ 1 exclaimed, with 

I j ' Hamlet, “ 0 my 

I \ ■ f -- " prophetic sole, my 

’ i' I ankle I” the result 

I being that he ap- 

peareth not to-night 
^ as Faust, If Frere 

Jean de Reszke is 

going on by “ leaps 
and bounds ” in this 
manner, he will be 

1 1 known as “ Brother 

“ 0 my prophetic sole, my ankle! ’ Risky.” 

Madame Hoebica happy as Marguerite— Sit least she looked it, for 
even in the most tragic scenes there is always a sweet smile on her 
dimpled cheeks. Mile. Batjeemetstee makes a Marta of herself as 
the merry old dame; Mile. Gueecia, as Siebel, is a Siebeline 
mystery; Lassalle, as Valentine, pleases la salle ; but Brother 
Edwabb “ prends le gateau ” as Mephistopheles, 

Wednesday. — Tristan und Isolde, which may be rendered TriUe^un 
U7id I solde-not-so-many-tickets-as-usuaK or Triste ^un und I'm 
Sold. “The fourth of the Wagner Cycle.” If there are eight of 
them then this is the Bi-Cycle, hnt there ’s more woe than weal in 
it, and though extracts may be relished by the learned amateur, yet, as 
a whole, Wagner’s Tristan does not attract our opera-going public, 

Mem,— H o Hursery of Music can pcssiHly be complete without 
“ Leading-Strings.” 



ON TICK. 


Seedy Swell. I say, old Chap, tell us the Time. I ’m sure 
your Watch goes ’well.” 

Second S. S. “It goes beautiftilly. It went Six Months ago 
TO MY Uncle’s ! ” 


TO THE FRENCH OARSMEH. 

(From Mr, Punch, at Henley . ) 

Here ’s a hand, my fine fellows ; in friendship you come. 
And Punch, who likes courage, would scorn to be dumb. ^ 

He greets you 'with cheers ; may your shades ne’er dimmish, 
Though you row forty-four from the start to the finish. 

You ’^1 bear yourselves bravely, and merit your fame, 

For brave man and Frenchman mean mostly the same. 

We shall do what we can — it’s our duty— to beat you, 

But we know it will take a tough crew to defeat you. 

And whatever the upshot, howe’er the race ends, ^ 

You and we, having struggled, shall always be friends. 

So accept, while we cheer you again and again, ^ 

This welcome from Thames to his sister, the Seine. 


Skinners anb Skinned. — One portion of the ancient award of 
Sir Robert Billesbon, Lord Mayor of London, in settling a dispute 
between the Skinners and Merchant Taylors, was, that these two 
Companies should dine together once a year. Mr. Justice Bruce, 
alluciing to this at the banquet on Skinners Day, when, as was i 
natural, many lawyers were present, suggested that it would be a 

f ood thing if power were given to judges to “ condemn litigants to 
ine togeSier, and to order that the costs of the dinner skouid come 
out of the Consolidated Fund”— a very good notion. The idea 
might be extended to entertaining Wards in Chancery, of whom two 
unnappy infants the other day were had up at the Police Court for 
picking and stealing, in order to feed themselves and keep them- 
selves alive until they should reach the age when they would come 
into their Chancery- bound property of something like £20,000. The 
[magistrate ordered an inquiry, but of “subsequent proceedings” 


magistrate oraerea an mquiry, out 
we have not as yet seen any record. 
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THE RiSIISIG GENERATION. 

Eost. “What a Smart Set or People we Ve got to-night, Deary!" 

Hostess, “Yes. How I wish one of ottr dear Girls would come and sit by us, and tell us who Everybody is 


^ HYMEN HTMENiEB ! ! ! 

July 6, 1893. 

[“ Bid her awake ; for Hymen is awake ! ** 

8penser*s JSpithalamion, 

** A contract of true love to celebrate ; 

And some donation freely to estate 
On fhe bless'd lovers .” — The Tempest.l 

Hymen, the rose- crowned, is in sooth, awake, 
And all the world with him I 
Shall drowsy opiate dim 
The eyes of Love to-day ? Ho, let all slake 
A loysd thirst in bumpers,^ for Love’s sake, 
Full beaded to the brim 1 

Like the Yenusian’s “mountain stream that 
From bank to bank along:, [roars 

When autumn rains are strong,” * 

A deep-mouthed People lifts its voice, and 
pours 

Its welcome forth, that like a Psean soars 
In strains more sweet than song. 

More sweet than song, in that it straightway 
comes. 

Unfeigned, from frank hearts ; 

From loyal lips it starts, 

Unprompted, nndragooned. The highway 
hums [drums 

With the fuU sound of it. Fifes, trumpets, 
Bravely may play their parts. 

* Horace, ‘*Ad lulum Antonium,” Ode 2, 
Book IV. 


In the Imperial pageant, but the swell 
Of the free English shout 
Strikes sweeter— who dares doubt ? — 

On Hoyal ears. Music of marriage bell 
Clang on, and let the gold-mouth’d organ 
Of love and praise devout I [tell 

But the crowd’s vigorous clamour has a 
Finer and fuller still ; [voice 

A passion of goodwill 

Rings, to our ears, through all the exuberant 
noise, 

Which the _ recipient’s heart should more 
rejoice 

Than all Cecilia’s skill. 

So rivals for Apollo’s laurel wreath 
May loudly strike the lyre, 

“To love, and young desire ; ” * 

But “bold and lawless numbers grow 
beneath ” , 

The people’s praise, and give the crowd's 
free breath 

A “ mastering touch of fire.” * 

“ Hymen, 0 Hymen ! ” beauteous ladies 
cry, 

“ Hymen, 0 Hymen ! ” loud 
Shout fcrth the echoing crowd 
The city through; patricians perched on 
high, 

And the plebeian patient plodding by. 

Raise incense like a cloud, 

* Ko's.^Q^—ut supra. 


And Hymen’s here, kind eye on aU to keep, 
Hymen, with roses crowned. 

Leads on the Lion, bound ^ 

In floral bonds and blossom-bridled, deep 
In scattered flowers. Your lyres ye laureates 
And marriage measures sound ! [sweep, 

Hot Una’s guardian more gladly bare 
Burden more pleasant— pure I 
With footing gently sure 
Leo on-paces. Hymen’s torch in air 
Flames fragrantly. Was ever Happy Pair 
So served, or so secure ? 

Take the rose- reins, ^ young bridegroom ; 
Leo ’s not hard to ride. [bridled so 

Sweet May, the new-made bride, 

Will find her lion pallrey-paced. And lo I 
The genial god’s unfailing torch aglow 
Burns bravely at her side I 

Epithalamia seem out of date ; 

Hymen cares not to-day 
To trill a fulsome lay, 

Or hymn High Bridals with Spenserian state. 
GoodwOl to goodness simply dedicate,— 

Such homage Hunch would pay. 

“Hymen, 0 Hymen!” Like this torch’s 
'Bright be your wedded days I [flame, 
May a proud people’s praise, 

WeR earned, be your award of honest fame ; 

And on each gracious head, [claim, 
Light may it He, the crown you yet may 
As rest these roses red ! 
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A TALE OF THE ALHAMBRA. 


Mons. Jacobi is a wonder- 
ful man. The undefeated 
hero of a hundred ballets — 
there or thereabouts— still 
beats time and the record 
with his baton at the 
Alhambra; and his music, 
specklly composed for Fide- 
lia^ is to be reckoned among: 
his ordinary triumphs. 
Fidelia is “a new Grand 
Eomantio Ballet,” in four 
tableaiix, and its perform- 
ance justifies its promise. 
It is “ new,” it is decidedly 
“grand,” it is absorbingly 
“ romantic,” and there ’s no 
denying that it is a Ballet 
(Taction, But, as in the 
oft-quoted reply when little 
Feterkin asked “what it 
was all about,” so will the 
ballet -case -hardened spec- 
tator say, ‘“Why that I 
cannot tell,’ quoth he, * But 
’twas a spendid victory 1 ’ ” 
Somebody, possibly one 
Tartini, playedby Signorina 
CoEMANi, is in love with 
Fidelia^ Signorina Pollint, 
as naturally anyone would 



Scene from Xew Ballet. 

Conductor Jacobi Demonio charming the public to the Alhambra. 


be; when a comic servant, 
Mr. George Litpino, is 
frightened by a Demon 
Piddler with Ms fiddle (both 
being played by Paganini 
Redivivus) who either 
assists the lovers or does 
Ms best to prevent their 
coming together, I am not 
quite clear which. Up to 
the last it seemed doubtful 
whether the Demon Doctor 
was a ifood or bad spirit, 
or a little mixed. His 
appearance is decidedly 
against Mm, as he looks the 
very deuce. But I am in- 
clined to think that he was 
a “5on diable” and was 
doing everything, as every- 
body else on the stage and 
in the orchestra does, for 
the best. After all, and 
before all, the show is the 
thing, and this will rank, as 
it does now, among the best 
of the greatest attractions 
hitherto provided by the 
Alhambra Company lor an 
appreciative public and for 
lOUE Representative. 


OUR BOOKING-OmCE. 

Madam Darmesteter’s Betr aspect and other Poems is turned 
out by Fisher Unwin in that dainty dress with wMch he has made 
attractive Ms Cameo Series. We used to know Madam Darmesteter 
as Miss Mart F. Robinson, a writer of charming verse. That in 
her new estate she has not lost the old touch is witnessed by several 
pieces in tMs volume, notably the first, which supplies the title. 
The penultimate verse of this little lyric is most musical. There are 
several others nearly as good. But occasionally Madam writes 
sad stuff. Of such is The Death of the Count of Armaniac^ of 
wMeh tMs verse is a fair sample : 

“ Armaniac, 0 Armaniac, 
Why rode ye forth at noon ? 
Was there no hour at even, 

Ko morning cool and boon?’* 

My Baronite, though not 
yet entered for the Poet 
Laureateship, thinks that 
kind of thing might be 
reeled off by the mile. 
Why not 

My Maniac, 0 my Maniac, 
vYhy rode ye forth at ere ? 
Was there no hour at morning 
tide, 

Ko water in the siere? 

Three years ago an 
American firm issued a 
princely edition of The 
Metnoir of JEorace WaU 
pole, written by Austin 
Dobson. It was too ex- 
pensive for mere Britishers, 
and only a small number 
of copies found their way 
A 1 • -D T ^ country. But the 

A Clerk m Our Bookmg-Ofiioe. Utenxj work was so ex- 

cellent, that it was pronounced a pity it should be entombed in 
this costly sarcophagus. Messrs. Osgood, McIlvainb, & Co. have 
now brought out au edition, in a single handsome volume, at a 
reasonable price. Horace Walpole has often been written about 
since he laid down the pen, but never by a more sympathetic hand 
than Mr. Dobson’s, nor by one bringing to the task fuller knowledge 
of Walpole’s time and contemporaries.^ The charm of style extends 
even to the notes, usually in hooks of this class a tantalising attiunct. 
Mr. Dobson’s are so full of information, and so crisply told, that 
they might with advantage have been incorporated in the text. 
The volume coutains facsimiles of Ho^ce Walpole’s hand- 
writing, an etching of Lawrence’s nortiait, and a reproduction of 
the sketch of Strawberry Hill wMcn illustrated the catalogue of 



1774.^ Altogether a delightful hook that will, my Baronite says, 
take its place on a favourite shelf of the library that has grown up 
round the memory of one of the most interesting figures of the 
Eighteenth Century. The Baron be Boor- Worms. 


WEAR AND TEAR IN AFRICA. 

[In the report on the proposed Mombasa Railway, it is suggested that the 
station-buildingB should be enclosed with a strong Uye-thorn palisade, im- 
penetrable to arrows.] 

Scene— Station on the Mombasa Railway, 

New Station-Master {to Telegraph Clerk). Did you send my 
message tMs morning, asking for a consignment of revolvers and 
arrow-proof shields ? 

Telegraph Clerk, Yes, Sir. I can’t make out why we haven’t 
had an answer. Something may have gone wrong with the wires, 
I sent one of the porters to examine them. Ah, here he comes, 

A Porter arrives. 

Porter, Just as I thought, Sir. Them blessed niggers have run 
short of cash, and they ’ve bin and took a mile of our best wire. 

Station-Master, Taken a ndle of wire ? What the deuce do you 
mean ? 

Porter, Ah, Sir, yon ’re new to this ’ere job. Fact is, they can 
all buy theirselves a wife a-piece for two yards of our wire ; and as 
there was a raid last week, and all their wives was made off with, 
they ’ve just bin and took our telegraph wire to buy theirselves a 
new lot. 

Station-Master, Dear me, how very provoking. I must make a 
report of tMs occurrence immediately I But what does tMs crowd in 
the distance mean ? 

Porter, Why bless my heart, it’s a Wednesday, and I ’d quite 
forgotten all about it. They always attacks us of a Wednesday, but 
they ’re a good half hour earlier tnan last week. 

Station-Master, This is very strange, very strange indeed. I doubt 
if the directors will approve of this. {An arrow pierces him in the 
I calf of the leg,) Oh, I say, you know, this will never do. Close the 
‘ pomts— I mean shut the doors and barricade the windows. Let us 
I at least die as railway men should. 

Porter, Lor’ bless you, Sir, we shan’t die. We’ve only got to 
pick ofi two or three dozen of ’em, and the rest will skip in no time. 

{They retire within the palisade, and during the next half hour 
light for their lives. 

Telegraph Clerk {plucking three arrows out of his left leg). Things 
are getting a bit hot. ^ Hurrah! here ’s the 5.30 down express with 
revolvers and ammunition. Now we shall settle ’em. 

[Arrival of the express. Retreat of the natives, 

Station-Master, 1 don’t think I quite Kke this life. I ’m going to 
off it. [Offs it accordingly. 
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AN OLD MAN’S MUSINGS. 

[After an Afternoon Pipe^ at Nazareth Honse^ 

f “ Here again, clustered close round tlie fire 
Are a number of grizzle-lock’d men, every one is a true^ * hoary sire. 

Bowed, time-beaten, grey, yet alert and responsive to kindness of speem; 

And see how old eyes can light up if you promise a pipe-charge to each. 

For the comforting weed Kingsley eulogised is not taboo in this place, 

Where the whiff aromatic brings not cold reproval to Charity’s fac®* ’ 

Autumn Aftei’noon at Nazareth PLouseP Punchy ivbv. 5, 1892. J 

I ‘ don’t just know who Kingsley was, but he was a ^rood sort, I reckon ! 

When nerves are slack and spirits low, the glowing pipe-bowl seems to beckon 
Like a good ghost or spirit kind to the fireside where age reposes. 

Yes I baoca makes an old man’s chair as easeful as a bed of roses. 

Bad habit ! So the strict ones say ; expensive, wasteful, and un-Christian I 
I cannot argue of it out ; I ’m only a poor old Philistian. 

But oh the comfort of a pipe, the company it lends the lonely ! ‘ 

It seems the poor soul’s faithful friend, and oftentimes the last and only. 



Thanks be, they ’re not the hard sort here^ in Nazareth House, The gentle sisters 
Take on a many helpful task ; some of ’em, I misdoubt, are twisters. 

I don ’t suppose our “ shag ’’-fumes seem as sweet to them as to us others ; 
But~well, they do not treat us here as badged machines, but human brothers. 

Stranded, alone, at seventy-five, after a life of luckless labour, 

One feels what ’tis to be esteemed not as a nuisance, but a neighbour ; 

A neighbour in the Good Book’s sense ; a poor one, and a helpless, truly, 
But—noi a plague, who’ll live too long, if he is cossetted unduly. 


We never tire round Winter's fire, or settle-ranged in 
Summer weather, 

Of telling of the wandering ways by which we gathered 
here together. 

If some who prate of paupers’ ways, their tantrums, or 
their love of snuffing, 

Their fretting at cold, hard-fast rules, their fancy for 
sly bacca-puffing. 

Could only scan the paupers’ past a little closer than 
their mode is. 

They ’d learn that still some sparks of soul burn in those 
broken-down old bodies. 

And soul does kick at iron rules, and icy ways. Old 
blood runs chilly, 

And craves the heat, of love, fire, pipe, to warm it up 
like. Very siUy, 

No doubt, from Bumble’s point of view I Kero we ’re 
held human, though so humble ; 

And, Heaven be blessed I — at Nazareth House we’ve 
never known the rule of Bumble. 

The very old and very young are much alike in many a 
matter ; 

Comfort and cheeriness we want, play or a pipe, romps 
or a chatter. 

The Nazareth Sisterhood know this, and what is more, 
they work according. 

’Tis love and comfort make a Home, without ’em ’tis 
bare roof and boarding ! 

Bitter-sweet memories come sometimes ; but a gay burst 
of baby-laughter, — 

For we aU laugh at Nazareth House! — will banish 
gathering blues. And after ? 

Well, there’s the free-permitted whiff, the “old-boy” 
gossip, low but cheery ; 

Rest and a Sister’s sunny smile soon drive off whim and 
whig-maleery. 

And so laid up, like some old hulk that can no more hope 
for commission, 

I sit. and muse, and puff ; and wait that last great 
change in man’s condition 

That shifts us to that Great High House to which the 
Sisters point us daily ; 

Awaiting which in homely ease. Old Age dwells calmly 
if not gaily. 


INTELLiaENCE 1 L’AMERICAINE. 

Telegram No. 1.— Nothing could have been more ter- 
rible than the scene following upon the earthquake. The 
houses sank through the ground, and immediately a 
number of lions, tigers, and poisonous serpents, attracted 
by the unusual occurrence, sprang upon the poor inha- 
bitants, and by their fierce attacks increased their mis- 
fortune. But this was not all. Men and women, using 
swords, battle-axes, and revolvers, fought amongst 
themselves, until the commotion created by the landslip 
assumed the appearance of a pandemonium. At this 
moment, to make confusion worse confounded, a heavy 
storm broke over the fast-disappearing village, and 
thunderbolts fell like peas expelled through a pea- 
shooter. As if this were not enough, several prairie 
fires crept up. and the fiames augmented the general 
discomfort. Take it aU and aU, the sight was enough to 
make the cheek grow pale with terror and apprehension. 

Telegram No, 2. —Please omit lions, tigers, poisonous 
serpents, swords, battle-axes, revolvers, thunderbolts, 
prairie fires and cheek. They were forwarded in Tele- 
gram No. 1 owing to a clerical error. 


Lawks me, the difference ! Don’t you know the chilly scorn, the silent snubbing 
Which makes a man* as is a man, feel he ’d far rather take a drubbing ? 

Old age and workhouse-duds may hide a deal of nature— from outsiders ; 

But do you think old “crocks” can’t /ee/, when they’re shrunk from, like snails 
or spiders ? 

After my dinner, with my “ clay,” stringed round the stem, that gums, now 
tootMess, 

May grip it firmer, here I sit and muse ; and memory ’s sometimes ruthless 
In bnngmg up a blundering past. We own up frank, me and my fellows, 
Where we ’ve gone wrong, and, in regrets employ our wheezy, worn old bellows. 

What might have been, if — if — ah, if I , That little word, of just two letters, 
Stops me worse than a five-barred gate, I wonder if it does my betters ? 


Mrs. R. Startled. — “Most extraordinary things are 
reported in the papers ! ” observed Mrs. R. “ Only the 
other day I either heard or read that there was a dan- 
gerous glazier somewhere about in the Caucasus, that 

he was using horrible language, and threatening to d 

you ’ll excuse my using such a word — the Terek (who- 
ever he may be), and that then he was going to amuse— 
no, the word was ‘ divert ’ — somebody. Clearly a lunatic. 
But who can be diverted by such anfics ? And why don’t 
they lock up the glazier ? ” {On referring to the report, 
her nephew read that^'‘A glacier was causing great alarm,^^ 
that it was expected temporarily to "'‘dam the 
Tereh^ and divert a vast hody of water &c,'] 
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PISCATORIAL POLITENESS. 

(From a Yorkshire streara,) 

Privileged Old Keeper (to Member of Fishing Club, of profuse and ruddy locks, who is just about to try ftrr the Fig Trout, a very wary 
fish\ “Keep ter Head doon, Sir, keep ybr Head dook T* (Becoming exasperated,) “’Ord bou it, Man, keep ter Head boon ! 
Yer m’t as weel come wf A Toroh-leet Procession to tak* a Fish !” 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

EXTEACTED FKOM T3ECE DIAET OF TOBY, M.P, 

House of Commo7is, Monday, June 26. — Hardly knew House 
to-night. Benches mostly empty ; few present seemed to have no 
fight in them. Little round at outset on Betterment principle. 
Members roughly and not inaccurately illustrated it by staving out- 
side. “In principle/* said Philippe Eoalite, “the Terrace is 
Better meant for this weather than the House.” Mr. G. in Ms place, 
listening eagerly to speeches by Kjmber, Fergusson, and other 
oratorical charmers. Generally believed that he had gone ofi to 
Hatchlands for holiday ; nothing for him to do here ; Home-Rule 
debate postponed till Wednesday ; Supply, in meantime, might well 
be left to Minister in charge. 

“The fact is, Toby,** said Mr. G., when I remarked upon the 
pleasurable smrprise of finding Mm in his place, “ I really did think 
of making a little holiday, staying away till Wednesday. But when 
I got up this morning, looked round at green fields and lofty trees, 
they irresistibly reminded me of benches in House of Commons, and 
the pillars that support the gallery. Then the sunlit sky is very nice 
in its way ; but do you know anytMng softer, more translucent or 
attractive than the light that fioods the House of Commons from 
the glass roof ? The more I thought of these things the more restless 
I grew amid tame attractions of rural life. This morning it might 
have been said of me, in the words of the poet. 

Although my body ’s down at Hatchlands 
My soul has gone aloft 

to Westminster. The country is there all through the year and 
every day : Parliamentary Session lasts only seven, or at best eight 
months. This year, if we’ve luck, we may run it into ten. But 
then House doesn’t meet every day. One is expected to go ofi to 
seaside, or somewhere else, from Saturday to Monday. TMnking of 
these things, couldn’t resist temptation. So suddenly packed up, 


drove ofi, and here I am. Heedu’t stop all night, you know, if you 
fellows grudge me a little enjoyment; but shall at least begin 
evening pleasantly. Shall vote in division on Betterment question, 
and make statement on arrangements for Indian Currency.” 

Business done , — Some votes in Navy Estimates. 

Tuesday , — Campbell-Bannerman and W. Woodall, Y.C., the 
Casabiancas of the evening. They sit on Treasury Bench, whence all 
but they have fied ; listen with polite attention to talk round Army 
Estimates ; and when there ’s anything like a lull get up and say few 
words. Whole proceeding a farce of drearily colossal pro^riions. 
Maior-General Sanbury prances to front, reviews Britisn forces 
under present Administration, finds many buttons loose, and 
numerous gaiters askew. Opportunity useful for showing that this 
Eminent Legislator has not given up entirely to Home Rule what 
was meant for mankind. Omniscience H anbury's forte; Army 
Reform Ms foible. Honourable distinction for him that he has 
never drawn the sword on any tented field. Debates on Army 
Estimates invariably call to the front an amazing reserve force of 
unsuspected men of war. There are Colonels, Majors, and Captains 
enougn to officer the army at Monaco. 

There’s Webster of East St, Pancras for example. The few 
Members present gasped for breath when, just now, he ofiered few 
observations on War Office management. What did he do in this 
galley? WeB known that in interval of revising his popular 
Dictionary he trifies with the law. Might, in course of time, come 
to be Lord Chancellor; but never Field Marshal. That only 
shows how limited is current information, how true the observation 
that the world knows nothing of its greatest men.^ Why, for sixteen 
years Webster served with distinction in the Third Battalion South 
LancasMre Regiment ! Under Ms civilian waistcoat to this day he 
coyly Mdes the bronze medal for Blameless Conduct. 

That he should take part in debate on Array Estimates not 
only natural, but, in national interests, imperatively desirable. 
Hanbury’s case quite otherwise. He never set a squadron a field, 
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GOOD NEWS! 

*Arry, “’Taikt no good miking a fuss about it, teb know, 
Guv’nob. 1 Me and mt Pals must *avb our * D’t out * I ” 

Foreign Fellow-Traveller, “Aha! Die out! You go to Die 
OUT ? Mon Dieu ! I am vairt glad to 'ear it. It is time ! ** 

nor the division of a battle knows more than Alpheus Cleophas. 
Yet Alpheus Cleophas is not more 8:lib, authoritative, or, on the 
whole, more entertaining when Army Estimates are to the fore. 

Business done, — Army Estimates in Committee. 

Friday^ 4 A.M.—- Came upon Nusset an hour ago putting himself 
to bed on a chair in the Library. This his trst experience 
of Parliamentary life ; introduced at four o’clock yesterday 
afternoon, and took his seat for Pontefract. “ Lawka mussey I 
and is this Nussey ? ” cried Wilfred Lawson, whose aptitude for 
dropping into poetry beats SUas Wegg hollow. It certainly was 
Nussey yesterday afternoon, and this is what is left of him in the 
sunshine of a summer morning. 

“ Didn’t think,’’ he said, with a feeble smile, “ that on occasion of 
my proud entrance upon Parliamentary life I should forthwith be 
made into an alLnight Nussey. All very well to grow gradually 
into that state of life. Begin, say, with suspending twelve-o’clock 
rule, and getting oft at one or two in the morning. But to plunge 
straight in like this is, if I may say so, a little hard on newcomer 
fresh from country. I suppose, from look of it, that it is only 
beginning of things. An all-night I^ussey to-day ; a weekly Bussey 
before parched July has wet its lips; and so on, till I become a 
monthljr Nussey. Very kind of you to come and see me, but if you 
don’t mind, I ’ll just drop off to sleep. Put the Amendments to the 
Home Rule Bill on the chimbley, and I ’ll take a look at them when 
I feel dispqged.” 

A nice night we ’ve aU had ; moreover than which, at a quarter to 
three, lemon squashes gave out, and as one of waiters in hoarse voice 
assured me, tnere wasn’t a bounce of bice ” left on premises. 
Yesterday afternoon Mr. G-. moved his time-table Closure scheme 
in speech cogency of which testifies to miraculous advantage of limi- 
tation of delivery within space of half-hour. Prince Arthur fol- 
lowed in best cfehating speech he has delivered since he became 
Ijeader. Most adroit in argument, excellent in manner, felicitous in 
phrasing. He, too, brief, and therefore necessarily to the point. 
After this tlood-tide of talk opened, and Bowed, shallow but per- 
sistent, for next four hours, Napoleon Boltonparty, getting on 
board the Raft of Tilsit-eum-Korth-St.-Pancras, drifed up and 
down on washy flood. Erect, arms folded, and imperial hat cocked 
defiantly at Mr. G. Liberals howled at him ; shouts of “ Moscow ! 
Moscow 1 ” mingled with cries of “ Waterloo ! ” and “ St. Helena! ” 


N. B. shook his golden lilies in their teeth, and punted his Raft into 
the Tory harbour. 

Joey C. turned up after early dinner, and the waters were 
speedily lashed into foam. Following the illustrious example of 
Napoleon Boltonparty, Joseph threw off all mask of deference to 
former leader. Hitherto, even in moments of hottest conflict, 
Joey C. has been sly, dev’lish sly, in his bearing towards bis 
“ right bon. friend.” To-night he went for him, just as in days not 
so very far off good Conservatives like Graitoolph, amid thunderous 
Tor^ cheers, used to gird at the hero of the Aston Park Riots, “ I 

admire the artful ” Here he paused, and looked down with bitter 

smile on the apparently sleeping figure of Mr. G. on the Treasury 
Bench. Five hundred Ups in the listening throng involuntarily 
formed the syllables in familiar conjunction with the adjective. 
No, not yet. At present pace of progression “dodger” may come. 
To-night Joseph content, having gained the desired ejSect, to 

conclude the sentence with the words minister who drew up this 

resolution,” 

At two o’clock this morning note was taken of fact that Mr. G., 
having been in his place almost incessantly since four yesterday after- 
noon, had carried his more than four score years off to bed. Squire 
OF Malwood thought all sections of House would be anxious to spare 
the Prime Minister further vigil. Joseph up like catapult. 
“ Perfectly absurd,” he snapped, “ to attempt to make a fetish of 
name and age of Prime Minister.” 

“There’s one good thing we may hope to see come out of this 
night,” said Member for Sark. “It should make an end of the 
treacly farce which handies between hopelessly parted colleagues the 
title ‘ right hon. friend.’ ” 

Business done . — Sat for thirteen hours, ^and negatived first 
Amendment to Closure Resolution, 

Friday , — Having got away late last night, made up for it by 
coming back early this afternoon. _ Morning sitting, hut no more 
fi^ht left. Quite content with heroic struggle through long summer 
night; every ttog over by seven o’clock. 

Hear touching storyj which shows how deeply rooted in human 
mind is habit of censoriousness. Not two more respectable-looking 
men in House than Bartley and Tomlinson. To be in their 
companjr is to receive a liberal education in deportment. Walking 
borne this morning, after all-night sitting, in sad converse on possi- 
bilities of fresh development of iniquity on part of Mr. G., they 
passed couple of British workmen going forth to day’s labour. Said 
first British Workman, nudging his companion, and pointing with 
thumb over his shoulder at wearied legislators : ‘ ‘ Tell you what, 
Bill, them coves ain’t been up to much good,” 

Business^ done , — Closure Resolutions agreed to. Home-Rule Bill 
packed up in compartments, to be opened as directed. 


Coming- Events at the Lyceum. — With the exception of Bechet^ 
the part of Shylock is Henry Irving’s most powerfully striking 
impersonation, and eertainljr Ellen Terry is at her best as Portia, 
It is played once again this month before our Henry’s departure 
for America, and should not be missed by any genuine lover of 
Shakspeark and of true dramatic art. A propos of this, a certain 
excellent lady, whose name, beginning with R, is not absolutely 
unknown to Mr, Punch, asked this question Isn’t there some 
character in one of Shazspeare’s plays called ‘ Skylark ’ f ” Then, 
as she proceeded to give a hazy idea of the plot, it gradually dawned 
upon the listeners that the Merchant of Venice was the person of 
whom she was thinking, 

Memoria Tecknica.” July 1. 

“ 0 MIGHTY Mars I If in thy homage bred, 

Each point of discipline I ’ve still observed ; _ 

Of service, to the rank of Major- General 

Have risen ; assist thy votary now I ” 

The Critic, Act ii . , Sc, 2. 

A Few Bars Rest. — According to the Globe the Cavalier Robert 
Stagno, a well-known tenor, was arrested on a charge of forgery. 
What was it ? Did he sign himself guaranteed as a tenner, worth 
two fivers, and ’twas afterwards found he wasn’t ? The report 
requires confirmation, as it is most unlikely that a tenor should go so 
low and do anything so base. 

Mrs. R. on Music.— Her nephew, who is an excellent amateur 
musiciau, read out au advertisement of a concert at St. James’s Hall 
— “ Barasate will play Suite No, 2.” His excellent relative, who is 
not well up in such matters, interrupted him with— “ Ah I I should 
like to hear Miss Sarah Sarty play ‘ ^weet No. 2 ’ I I daresay it 
has something to do with * Sweet seventeen.’ ” No explanhuon 
was necessary. 
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AN AFTERNOON PARTY. .initials in clirysoprases and peridots. “I say, you know, Ilung- 

• n £ 1 T. -.L- , WORTH— come— that ’s mine. I said it to Dorian only tke other 

• Vi *1 ^ celebrities. Do yon see that tall woman evening. You ’re always saying my things.” 

in black, taUiing to the little old lady That is Mrs. Arbuthnot — “Well, what then? It is only the obvious and the tedious who 

a woman 01 some^ importance— and the other is Charley’s Aunt, object to quotations. When a mau says life has exhausted him ” 

The sporting-looking yoimg man is Captain Coddington, who is “ We know that he has exhausted life.” 
in town tor the season. W niYifin are spp.rp.ffl. not 


§: man is Cap am Coddington, who is “We know that he has exhausted life.” 

^ “Women are secrets, not sphinxes.” 

And who are the two men, exactly alike, tall and dark, who are “ Mine again,” exclaimed Lord Henry. 
smoking gold-tipped cigarettes, and talking epigrams ? ” I asked. “It would be useful to carry a little book to note down your good 
1 like to kflow who people are, and the person in the silver domino ■ things.” 

j ‘ T - 1 X -I “Very useful. And I cm forgive a man for making a useful 

Ihose are Lord Illingworth, and Lord Henry Wotton. thing as long as he does not admire it.” 

They always say ei^etly the same things. They are awfully “ That ’s l^ew Humour, isn’t it ? Ad 
clever, and epical. Those two ladies talking together are known said Walrer, satirically. “Why, 


as Nora and Dora. There ’s rather a 
curious story about each of them.” 

“There seems to he one about 
everyone here,” I said, 

“ Well, it seems that Nora and her 
husband did not get on very well. He 
thought skirt-dancing morbid. Also, 
he forgave her for forging his name- 
in type-writing — to a letter refusing 
to subscribe to a wedding-present for 
Princess May. She said a man who 
would forgive a thing like that would 
forgive anything. So she left the 
Dolls’ House.” 

“Quite right. Is that not the 
Comtesse Zicra ? I seem to recognise 
the scent.” 

“It is — and the beautiful Italian 
lady is Madame Santuzza. One meets 
all sorts of people here, you know; 
by the way, there ’s Mrs. Tanqttebay.” 

“ Princess Salome ! ” announced 
the servant. A little murmur of sur- 
prise seemed to go round the room as 
the lovely Princess entered. 

“What has she got on?” asked 
Portia. 

“ Oh, it ’s nothing,” replied Mr. 
Walker, London, 

“ I thought she was not received in 
English society,” said Lady Winder- 
mere, puritanically. 

“I can assure you, my dears, that 
she would not be tolerated in Brazil, 
where the nuts come from,” exclaimed 
Charley’s Aunt. 

“ There ’s no harm in her. She ’s 
only a little XJeculiar. She is particu- 
larly fond of hoar’s head. It’s no- 
thing,” said Mr. Walker. 

“The nninvitable in pursuit of the 
indigestible,” murmured Lord Illing- 
worth, as he lighted a cigarette. 

“Is that mayonnaise?” asked the 


“ That ’s New Humour, isn’t it ? And you ’re a New Humourist ? ” 
said Walker, satirically. “Why, it’s a contradiction in itself! 




** The uninvituble in purbuic of the indigestible,” murmured 
Lord Illingworth. 


The very essence of a joke is, that it 
should be old. Where would you find 
anything^ funnier than the riddle, 

‘ When is a door not a door ? ’ and, 
‘Why does a miller wear a white 
hat ? ’ Ah I it won’t last — we ’re 
bound to go hack to the ‘ Old Humour ’ 
— ^there’s nothing like it — what is that 
noise ? ” 

“ A dispute has arisen in the ladies’ 
cloak-room about a shawl. It ’s fright- 
fully thrilliug I ” said Hilda Wangel. 

“They seem to be going on any- 
how. It’s nothin g, ’ ’ said W alker. 

It appears that Charley’s Aunt 
had accused Princess Salome ot taking 
her shawl. The Princess had indig- 
nantly thrown it at her, and was 
making rather rude personal remarks 
about it. 

“I don’t want your shawl. Your 
shawl is hideous. It is covered with 
dust. It is a tartan shawl. It is 
like the shawl worn in melodrama by 
tbe injured heroine who is about to 
throw herself over the bridge by moon- 
light. It is the shawl of a betrayed 
heroine in melodrama. There never 
was anything so hideous as your 
shawl ! ” 

“Impertinence! To dare to speak 
to me like this I I ’m the success of 
the season, and you were forbidden 
the country,” said Charley’s Aunt, 
furiously. 

The second Mrs. Tanqiteray here 
chimed in, giving her opinion, which 
did not add to the harmony of the 
gathering, and a secondary quarrel 
was going on, because Captain Cod- 
DINGTON had said that the scent Com- 
tesse ZrcKA used “ was not quite up to 
date,” and the latter was offended. 
In fact, there was a regular row all 


“ Is that mayonnaise ? ” asked the Illingworth. there was a regular row sdl 

Princess Salome of Captain Coddington, who had taken her to the round. Nora banged her tambourine, and Walker playfully pre- 
buffet. “ I think it is mayonnaise. I am sure it is mayonnaise, tended to bide his head behind Lady Windermere’s fan. 

It is mayonnaise of salmon, pink as a branch of coral which fisher- A last, however, we managed to calm the indignant ladies, and 
men find in the twilight of the sea, and which they keep for the the party began to break up. 

King. It is pinker than the pink roses that bloom in the Queen’s “The fact is,” I said, “ Society is getting a great deal too mixed, 
garden. The pink roses that bloom in the garden of the Queen of Now, I like to go away from an afternoon party feeling a purer and 
Arabia are not so pink,” better man, my eyes filled with tears of honest Ecglish senti- 


“ Who ’s the jaded-looking Anglo-Indian, drinking brandy-and- ment ” 


soda ? ” I asked. “ Great S 

“ That is a Plain young man. From the Hills. Which is ouiious. said the Sii 
I am much attached to him. By the way, I know who I am. And “ Valour 
why I wear a silver domino. You don’t.” Illingwori 

“ That ’s another story,” I said. “ Let ’s go to the smoking-room, afternoon.” 
We shall find the Eminent Person, the Ordinary Man, the Poet, the 
Journalist, and the Mere Boy, and they will all say delightful 
things on painful subjects.” 

“BOTy Paynful,” suggested tbe Mere Boy. with his usual im- [“The Ecli 
possibility. They were trying to “draw ” Lord Illingworth. J^y Ip 
“ What is a good woman ? ” asked the Journalist. 

“ A woman who admires had men,” answered Lord Illingworth. 

“ What is a bad man ? ” Th 

“ A man who smokes gold- tipped cigarettes.” ^ 

“Which would you rather, or go fishing?” inquired the Mere Bei 

Boy, irreverently. ^ 

“ Because it ’s a jar, of course. There are two kinds of women, Bu 

the plain and the coloured. But all art is quite useless.” 1 

“Isay!” exclaimed Lord Henry, taking from his friend’s Wi 

pocket a gold match-box, curiously carved, and wrought with his 


” Great Scott ! don't go on like that. Come and have a drink,” 
Which is ouiious. said the Silver Domino. 

7 who I am. And “Valour is the better part of indiscretion,” murmured Lord 
Illingworth, “ Good-bye, Henry. It has been a most interesting 


LORD’S AND SANDOWN. 

[“The Eclipse Stakes of 10,000 sots., to be run at Sandown Park on FriJay, 
July 14, is looked upon as practically a match between Baron Db Hirsch’s 
filly, Ma Fieche, and the Duke of 'Westminster's colt, OrmeF-^IUmtrated 
Sporting and Dramatic 

The match between Eton and Harrow; at Lord’s 
This week, wbicb commences on Friday, 

Because of the sport that it always affords, 

Will draw a large crowd on that high-day. 

But the interest taken in drive, cut, or eaten. 

Or as to which school will he beaten, 

Will be nothing to that in the other great match. 

The same day, ’tween The Arrow and Eaton. 


TOT. OV. 


O 



ROSEBERY TO THE RESCUE! 

Unjust Steward. “ roiusD ! But no mattah ! A time will come I ! 
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THE ART OF WAR. 

Inspecting -General {gallo/ing up to Mounted Yeonian^ placed on Vedette duty). 
Yeoman. “Well, I do a little bit i’ Pigs, Sir!*' 


' Now, Sir, what are tou ? 


ROSEBERY TO THE RESCUE ! 

Or, the Young Squire, the Unjust Steward, and the Gradeful Ratepayer, 
An Urban Drama, as lately performed at the County Sail, Spring 
Gardens. 

{Enter Steward, hearing plans of a splendid, and expensive, Palace.) 

Steward {looking lovingly upon plan). Aka I Now skall I 
triumph, despite meau Moderates, and cheese-paring Economists, 
and reluctant Ratepayers. Q-r-r-r! how I hate the whole 
penurious brood I Housed appropriately I must and will be, though 
Rate Incidence be as yet ill-adjusted, and that blessed word Bet- 
terment be but an ear-soothing sound. But hold !— she comes I 

Enter Injured, but Beauteous, Ratepayer, wringing her hands, 

I. hut B. R. {aside). Hah! Whom have we here? Merciless 
Master D-ck-ns-n, as I ^m a living woman I Was 't not enough that 
Yestries should vex me, Boards overburden me, Pedagogues oppress, 
and Precepts perplex, but he too must turn against me ? {Aloud.) 
Give you good den. Master D, ! Hast news of comfort for me ? 

Steward {harshly). Woman, I know not what wilt deem news 
of comlort. But if a superb site and a splendid structure {pointing 
to Flan) have charms for thy something straitened and sordid soul, 
then, verily 

I. hut B, R, {shrieking as she catches sight of the Plan, and the 
fair round Figures attached thereto), Alas, Mr. Steward ! ’tis, as 
thou sayst,^ superb— splendid— and. what is more, prodigiously 
expensive withal 1 It is magnifique, out it is not — Economy I 

Steward {scornfully). Expensive ? Pooh ! What matters a 
Million or twain so London’s Guardians be well housed P 

I. hut B. R. But, in the words of the old game, where ’s the 
money to come from? Moreover, is it not understood that all 
Metropolitan Improvements be postponed tiU such time as those ghouls 
of ground-renters, those ogres of property-owners, are compelled 
proportionally to disgorge ? 

Steward, Ahem! Truly so! But verily iAw matter is exceptional 
and urgent. “Who drives fat oxen should himself be fat;” and 
they who superintend the People’s housing should surely them- 
selves be adequately, not to say magnificently, housed. As to the 
money— why, fear not for thy pockets Dame, which are not yet 
utterly depleted by that Briarean blood-sucker. Bumble. Why, we 
shall right soou save the money in cab-fares, and— ahem I— other 


comforts and conveniences for our committees, not to mention the 
purchasing of supplementary tenements “ at the rate of two houses 
a year.” Oh, be content, Dame; pay up, and look pleasant! 
{Imperatively,) 

I, hut B, R, {frantically), Alas ! Is there, then, no hope ? Will no 
one bring a rescue or two ? “ Oh, where is County ^Council) Guy ? ” 

Enter the Young Squire, hastily. 

Young Squire {hurriedly arrived from heavy business and urgent 
elsewhere, hut impelled hy a sense of public duty to intervene on this 
occasion). Here 1 1 {Chord.) Be consoled. Dame — J will protect 
thee I And for thee, Sir Steward, what the mischief art up to, with 
thy Aladdin Palaces, and thine Odd Millions? 

Steward {confused, and displaying Plan), W hy, my lord— deem- 
ing it befitting — that so illustrious and important and ubiquitously 
infiaeutial a Body — as— Ourselves— should have a Local Habitation 
—as well as a Name — I have prepared— this little Plan — which, with 
the aid— of “ a little cheque” — say for a trifie of Two Millions j 

Young Squire {snatching Plan from his grasp and gazing angrily 
thereon). Aha ! A veritable Castle in the Air ! An Arabian Nights’ 
Phantom Palace ! I The House that Jack (in Office) would have 
built!! I {Tears it, and treads it under foot,) Nay, Sir Steward, 
thou hast much misunderstood thy trust. The housing of the poor, 
rather than of the rich, is thy prime function. Attend first to tHs 
little list of Metropolitan Improvements, which cannot he unf anailiar 
to thine ears and eyes. Or if they mnst perforce be postponed untfi the 
attainment of “a fairer adjustment of the incidence of taxation” 
prythee, d fortiori, postpone also until that uncertain date this 
precious scheme for au expensive Municipal Palace, andthis premature 
and impudent assault upon an already sufficiently depleted Pocket I 

J. hut B, R, {clasping her hands in gratitude). Ah, thanks, noble 

yonth! Heaven reward thee for thy magnanimous championship 
of the poor gyurl’s nurse ! ,,, 

Steward {aside). Foiled I ! I But no mattah ! a time will come ! 1 1 
{Curtain,) 

“M. G.” AN’D “G, M.”— The first whispered proposal is, we 
believe, generally formulated thus, “ May 1 then Hope ? May I ? ” 
But H.R.H. the Duke of York’s proposal must have been even more 
simple than this, for hope being changed into certainty, there was 
only the whispered question, “May George?” and the gentle 
answer, “ George May.” ‘ Then— aR ended happily. 
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THE POLICE PHRASE-BOOK. 

As Used in France. 

I HATE Eo time to answer 
questions. 

The slightest protest will 
mean arrest. 

Ton will cause me to draw 
my sword. 

i have a loaded revolver. 

W e must take that barricade. 

We must obtain the help of 
the army. 

We can assist bayonets with 
bullets. 

We have no cause to succour 
the wounded. 

We must preserve order. 

And, to do this, we cry, 
“ Long live France ! Fire 
upon any one I Charge I 

As Used in England. 

The first turning to the left. 
Sir, and then keep straight on 
until you meet another con- 
stable— then ask again. 

You have taken too much ; 
you had better go home 
quietly. Shall I call a cab ? 

Now don’t forget you are a 
gentleman. Sir, but help me 
to do my duty. 

Now, coachman, wait a 
moment. Must let these pass 
before you can come. 

We don’t want any help, 
Sir. Why the crowd’s as 
meek as sheep and as good 
natured as sandboys. 

Here, Sir, you have had an 
awkward tumble. Let me 
hold you up while my mate 
gees for an ambulance. 

We must preserve order. 

And to do this we have only 
to observe “ move on.” 


Pabliamentahy. •— Change 
of name. Mr. Contbeabe 
henceforth to be known as 
“CoNYBOBE,” with the 
accent on the “Sore.” 



TOO AWFUL TO CONTEMPLATE! 

A Oo'/ifidence, After the Garden Party 
“OHv SrOH A DEEADEIJL ThING HAPPENED TO Mb ! I WENT TP TO 

Lady Exe,— I had something very particular to* say to her, — and I 
didn’t see she was talking TO ONE OP THE ROYAL pRINCES. WeLL, 
JEST NANCY ! I TOOK NO SORT OP NOTICE OF HIM, BUT I JUST SAID WHAT 
I HAD TO SAY TO BER. WhEN I DISCOVERED WHAT I HAD DONE, I CALLED 
ON Lady Exe, and I said, ‘I’m afraid His Royal Highness will be 

AWFULLY ANNOYED WITH ME.* AnD DEAR LaDY ExB QUITE COMFORTED 
ME, YOU KNOW. ShE SAID, ‘ If I WERE YOU, I WOULDN’T TROUBLE MYSELF 
ABOUT IT. He won’t take any notice of it ; AS REALLY, MY DeAR, 
PEOPLE SAVE SUCH BAE MANNERS NOWADAYS ” 


PROPHETIC DIARY OF THE 
L.G.G. 

{For the Keo^t Ten Years.") 

1894. Scheme accepted for 
building Hotel de Yille at a 
cost of £3,000,000. 

1895. Purchase of Kensing- 
ton G-ardens as a Recreation- 
ground for the Improvement 
Committee. 

1896. The Council buys St. 
Paul’s Cathedral as a Private 
Chapel for the marriage of its 
members and their families. 

1897. Completion of The 
Bumble Steam-yacht of the 
L. C. C., costing £100,000. 

1898. Uniforms for the 
Members ordered at an ex- 
pense of £500,000. 

1899. Purchase of a Crown 
and other Jewels for the 
Chairman on State occasions. 

1900. The Palaces erected 
for occupation by the Members 
in Eaton, Belgrave, Grosvenor, 
and Berkeley Squares ac- 
quired and taken into use. 

1901. A sum not exceeding 
£5,000,000 voted by the L. C. C. 
for statues commemorating 
themselves, their wives, and 
their families. 

1902. Resolution carried by 
acclamation confiscating Ihe 
entire sum received from the 
ratepayers for the L. C. C. 
Secret Service Fund. 

1903. Petition for Metro- 
politan Improvement unani- 
mously rejected. 

1904. Act abolishing the 
L. C. C, passed in Parliament 
at a single sitting. 


“ Commons Preservation 
Society.” — A most useful 
body, no doubt. “But,” asks 
Lord T, Noddie, “as our 
Upper House is so often 
threatened, why isn’t there a 
“ Lords Preservation Society ? ” 


DAN-OE TILL DAWN. 

Charming maidens, smiling brightly, 
Moving gracefully and lightly 
As the fawn, 

Linger still, let me invite you, 

Surely on this short June night you 
Dance till dawn. 
Till the early bird will get the 
Worm, and seaside shrimpers net the 
, Shrimp or prawn. 
Whilst they print the morning paper. 
Let ns glide and whirl and caper 
Till the dawn. 

Till, with waking chirp of sparrows. 
Early costermongers’ barrows 

Forth are drawn. 
Till the candles flare and gutter. 

And the daylight, through the shutter, 
Peeps at dawn ; 

Till the cock is crowing ; listen ! 

And the dainty dewdrops glisten 
On the lawn ; 

Till my pretty partner’s posies, 

Made of June s delightful roses, 

Droop at dawn ; 

Till my collar’s limp and flabby— 

Then I hail the sleepy cabby, 

As I yawn ; 


Home, to dream of sweet cheeks blushing 
Like the sky, now rosy flushing 
At the dawn. 


Tees Beau-xanical. — An Aladdin-like 
Magic-Lamp and Magic-Lantern Night at 
the Botanical Gardens on Wednesday. A 
thousand additional traditional lamps. The 
Flower of the Aristocracy, being at the State 
Ball, is represented by the Aristocracy of 
Flowers (in the absence of Lord and Lady 
Battersea, without whom no Floral Fete can 
be absolutely perfect) in every part of these 
beautiful gardens. Bands playing ; but not 
sufficient distance between them, so that 
when they performed, simultaneously, entirely 
chflPerent tunes, the effect was far from sooth- 
ing to the listeners’ nerves. Why not adopt 
the plan admirably carried out at the Marl- 
borough House Garden Party, where one band 
having finished, another, at a distance, com- 
menced ? Why among the harmony of colours 
at the Botanical should there ba produced 
by the ooDfliet of two tunes, taken in different 
times, but played at the same moment, an 
inharmonious whole ? 


Ladies’ Fashions. — ^Extremes: Mmimum 
— Bonnet ; a ribbon and rosette. Maximum — 
Hat ; a Flower Qnrden on a Yard of Straw. 


THE MODERN NYMPH’S REPLY TO THE 
PASSIONATE SHEPHERD. 

If times were as when time was young, 
And reason ruled each shepherd’s tongue, 
Thy pretty speeches might me move, 

To live with thee, and he thy love. 

But times are changed in field and fold, 

At shocking prices sheep are sold, 

And farmers look exceeding glum, 
Foreboding darker days to come. 

The weeds do choke the thriftless fields, 

No profit now the harvest yields ; 

Honey is sought, hut only gall 
Is found, for still the prices fall. 

Thy pinks, thy stocks, thy Provence roses, 
Are pretty, and I ’m fond of posies ; 

But wages may not long be gotten 
When folly ’s rife, and ousiness rotten. 

A man of straw thy master seems, 

No grain of sense is in. thy dreams, 

And my Papa would not approve 
Even if I would be thy love. 

But, when times mend, sheep-farms succeed, 
And all on English mutton feed, 

Ask me again, and thou may’st move, 

To live with thee, and he thy love. 
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OPERATIC NOTES. 

Tue^day^ July 4. State Visit to the Opera, — Yes, ‘*Todgees’s 
could do it ’when it liked, as Charles Dickens remarked in Martin 
Chuzzlewit, and Sir Cotentgardensis Pruriolanus can do it -when 
he likes, rather ! The front of the house is quite a “ mask of nowers,” 
■which the Master of the Gray’s Inn Kevels, himself present in a 
gorgeous and awe-inspiring uniform, regards with a benign and 

appreciative smile. Inter- 

f ^ esting to note a number of 

ordinarily quiet and unob- 
trusive individuals, person- 
)L^ ally known to me as the 
~ }^) mildest-mannered men, who 

' ' ^ now appear as the fiercest, 

/ / and, on such a night, the 
^ / / hottest of warriors ; seeing 

^ \ SU Ml that if it is 9S in the shade, 

^ temperature must be ten 
X.. degrees higher to those who 

buttoned up to the chin 
m/kil a military uniform, -with 

straps, belts, buckles, boots, 
f weighted too with a dang- 

T C 'I clattering sword, and 

* ( *v \ ha'ving to carry about a 

thickly- furred hat, with a 
^ \ plume in it like a shaving- 

1 brush, that obstinately 

refuses to be hung up, or 
ssLt upon, or put out of 
sight, in any sort of way 
V/ J / whatever, and which, 

M) 11^® ^ ^ arms, must 

^ I’® carried,— or dropped. 

Yenetians on the stage 
in all their medimval 
^ Vravery are not arrayed 

fJ like one of these simple 

^ English yeomen, for, as I 

am given to "anderstand, to 

that glorious body of our 
. T% • 1 country’s agricultural de- 

“PasdeDrunolanus; or, All among the these dashing 

Hussars, in their Hessian- 

fly boots, belong ! Ah I with such warriors England is safe ! 

Then there are what Mr, Weller would have termed My 
Prooshan Blues,” and likewise the diplomatic Muscovite, in hard- 


“ Pas de Pruriolanus ; or, All among the 
Roses.” 


A DITTY OF THE DOG-DAYS. 
Kinety-one in the shade, by ITegeetti and Zambra 1 
’Tis 0 that I dwelt in an ice-crevasse. 

Or rented a share in the Mer de Glace^ 

Or hired (ere I melt and resolve to gas) 

That patio cool in the chill Alhambra 

(Not Lei-ces-ter Squarr,” but Oranada far), 

Where fountains sprinkle and plash and tinkle — 

Ay me ! that my dream can ne’er come to pass I 
“ Fourteen hours of the sun ! ” says the “ I ordan Recordtr ” 
Each day it grows hotter in London town ! 

The plane-trees are withered and burnt and brown ; 

Ere Lammas has come the leaves are down ! 

The months have been mixed — they ’re out of order; 

We ’d the weather of June six weeks too soon ; 

And now we swelter and gasp for shelter — 

We ’re grilled alive from toe to crown 
There ’s drought in the fields, and drought in my gullet ! 

I would that I sat in a boundless tank 
Of claret and soda, and drank and drank I 
My thirst with Pantageuel’s own would rank— 
Gargantuan draughts alone may lull it ! 

A shandy gaflc “ chute ” <2 /a Boytqn would suit, 

Or of Piisener lager a Nile or Niagara — 

Would that it through my ccso^agus sank I 
I ’d long to be Nansen, that hold Norwegian, 

Who ’s ofi to the north like a sailor- troll ; 

Dry land I prefer in my inmost soul, 

And his tub-like Fram will pitch and roll, 

But she’s bound at least for a glacial region I 
Or stay, to he sure ! here ’a Professor D-; — R 
To cold can consign ns untold degrees minui — 

There ’s no need "to visit the Northern Pole 1 
With this decuman “ heat-wave ” I grow delirious, 

And babble a prayer to the Maid who sways 
The Weather-department (on working-days) 

Of the Daily in crazy phrase — 

The bale-fire to quench of far-distant Sirius ! 

To the Man in the Moon at noon I croon 
For a lunatic boon, if that lone buffoon 
Can stay this canicular, perpendicular, 

Bang- on-my- forehead, hornd, torrid. 

Beaming, gleaming, and ever- streaming 
Blaze of rays that maze and daze ! ! 

ROBERT AT THE MANSHDN HOUSE. 


looking cap, blue, naval-looking coat, and (apparently) flannel ^ Row as the present Lord Mare was one of 

boating trousers, falling, ^.rather short, on to o^Sinary hoots, with I ha^ liielst Is weR as one of the werry liberaliists, of Lord 
plain nnornamental spurs ; a costume which, on the 'whole, ^ggests „ ^ ^ ^ years, but I most suttenly did not 

of /inmtrtoTiiq Anfftfirat ot all the Russias, W© uas naa “lajxjr j 


a nornpipe, run us a xuubuian, lajxo ^ ^ , , and take Duscssion 01 uuanai ana me mauenuu 

head a cavalry charge, or (still in spurs) steer a tioat ^ its g- courage to assemble round his ospiterbel Table all 

dangerous errand. Opera going strong, 'With the De FfiibET Bro., » of the great writers of our wnnderfnl and 

&Co. The Last Act (by Royal Command) is omitteA and so for the - and let them judge for theirselves whether sick a 

fllrst time in dramatic history the story of Foriieo and ends as P? f as he represented was worth preserwin or not ! Ah, 

happily as possible. The lovers are only interrupted by the fall of the sumthic^ like a Bankwet that was I Why amost ewery- 

cnrtain, and there are no sleeping draughts, poisonings, or burials. It v jj * there as was any bod dy. And the ony trubble as that 

is a re^sation of the Hue in The Cntic.-l^ the Queen’s name the^was^^^^^^^^ 

I charge you all to drop your swords and daggers. unusual suckemstances, that nothink on airth coud keep em 

order is given m the Princess s n^e, and the swo^s, dagg^, and y?hen the Amerrycan Embassader torked to em 

deadly draughts are aU dropped accordingly. Greatest possible I 

success. Olona Drubiolako I r r> * -KY-of i.«fA One of the most distinguist of the skollars as I was waiting on 

Friday First performance of I Eatitzau, and first-rate , . bntifnl Painters, in my hearing, as how he 

performance, U. The Plot is simply a Plot of Land. Scene laid of aR Wre Lord Mares if 

—laid for seven dramatis personce^m a Yague ft® they himmitated the Lord Mare's exampel ; and I wentur, 

SfSi.fe'S’aSS'; .1, utility. Eo».x. 

Saturday. --Les Huguenots, Grand Cast. Thermometer down again, really don’t caR this attending to business. 




FATHEE WILLIAM. 

[Latest Anglo- Teutonio Version^ as repeated to the Caterpillar of State 
by ^lice, in Blunderlandj from vague and mixed reminiscences of 
South^, Lewis Carroll^ amd the Reports of the Debates in the British 
Parliament and the German Reichstag^ concerning the BCome-Rule 
BUI and the Army Bill respectively,) 

, afraid I am clianged, Sir,” said Alice ; “I can’t rememT)er 
tilings as I used — and I don’t keep to the same author for ten 
minutes together I ” 

remember things ?” said the Caterpillar of State, 

^ 7® tried" to sing Britannia^ but it all came 

different, ^d got mixed up Trith ^The Watch on the Rhine 
replied, in a very melancholy voice. 

Repeat ‘ You are old^ Father William^^ ” said the Caterpillar 
01 State. 

Alice folded her hands, and began 

** ^®®^“^ 3 iorro;w ! ’’ the youth to the Woodcutter cried ; 

^ Father W 1 LLIA.M, you ’re ‘ sniggling,’ I see 1 ” 

1 1 ir®* bland ’cuteness the Old Man replied, 

Master William, good morrow 1 lie I ” 

Pather William,” the young Kaiseb said, 

And your hair, what there is of it, ’s white ; 

AM yet you still stand at the G-overnment’s head— 

Do you think, at your age, it is right ? ” 

** Sppe'twenty^ years since,” Father William replied, 

I da passionate wish to retire ; 

^ m younger each year, I haye’tried 

To subdue that untimely desire.” 

“ Ton are oW ” said the youth, “ yet your seat appears firm, 
lou are still pretty good over timber ; 

double back somersaults make your foes souirm. 

What keeps you so nimble and limoer ? ” 


“ In my youth,” said the Senior, “ I kept all my limbs— 

And some say my principles— snpple ; 

And that ’s why old age neither stiffens nor dims, 

And years with alertness I couple,” 

“ You are old,” said the youth, “ and your ‘ jaw’ should be weak, 
I ’ve of teu heard Bizzt pooh-pooh it. 

Yet you polish off Joe, and tap Goschee’s big beak; 

Pray, how do you manage to do it ? ” 

“ In my youth,” said the Sage, “ Fair Debate was the law, 

And genuine Eloquence rife ; 

And so in an age of mere Brummagem ‘ jaw ’ 

I can still hold my own in the strife.” 

“You are old,” said the youth ; “ one would hardly suppose 
That your eye was as steady as ever ; 

Yet you balance that eel on the end of your uose — 

What makes you so awfully clever ? ” 

“ You are young,” smiled old Will ; “ you don’t yet understand, 
The point — of the eel— you’d be missing ; 

But when you ’re an Old Parliamentary Hand 
You will find it as easy as kissing 1 ” 

“I ’ve caught an eel, also,” observed the young “ sniggler,’ 

“ J’m not, like you, beaked d la Toucan ; 

Mine’s still smaller than yours, and a terriMe wriggler ; 

I wish 1 could work it as you can I ” 

“ The equilibrist’s art,” the Old Juggler replied, 

“ Is not to be learned in a jiffy. 

With the help of your Eyes [Ayes)^ and your Nose [yoes), and 
good ‘ side,’ 

You may win— if you do not turn * squiffy ’ ” 


That IS not said right,” said the Caterpillar of State. 

Not quite right, I’m afraid,” said Alice, timidly; “some of 
the wor^ have got altered.” 

“It is wrong from beginning to end,” said the Caterpillar, 
decidedly ; and there was sflenoe for some minutes. 
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PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


AM nOATnP **Pni!R RIRP »» I of a Statesman we all reyere, by the unspeakably offensive and 

\jnM I \JT\ rwun nmc. i individual with a black coat, a clean collar, and only one 

(A Study in Hyde Pahk.) | lung*, who has just concluded his contemptible remarks, and is now 

fronting Cuml^land Gate. A large and utterly irreverent foul.^outhed %imlence wiU extract from the more foohsh Imong 
crowd IS listening with cheerful intolerance to a Persevering his hearers! {Applause at this spirited opening ; the First Orator 
Gentleman, of g highly respectahle and almost scholarly ap- imperturbably continues to protrudhis hat ) I have no hesitation in 
peargnce._ who u addressing them from a three-legged stool on , language as he has favoured us with was uttered 

nothing in particular, though he has appareniig committed , against a public man in any other community, in any other country, 
hiimelf hy charging a certain Statesman with at least | jn any other hemisphere in the civilized globe, the audience would 
political muraers, ^ i j^ave risen in righteous indignation, and chased the cowardly 


political muraers, ^ ^ j j^ave risen in righteous indignation, and chased the cowardly 

The Orator {haltingly). We who are lighting the battle— (wp- j aggressor back to the vile den from whose obscurity be would have 
roarious laughter from Crowd, tohich he endures with dignified j done better never to emerge ! Gentlemen, he has appealed to your 
resignation) — I say — we who are fighting the battle I ; sympathy on the ground, forsooth, that he has only one lung ! I 

The Crowd. ^Oo’s talking about fightin’ a battle? , . You | venture to assert that it is nothing short of a public calamity that he 
wouldn’t be ’ere if there was any battles about I ^ ’E’s a fair ole 1 is the possessor of one lung ; for had he none at all, he would have 
fraud, ’e is— that ’s about ’is sort! Shet np, you idiotic ole ass, do I . been incapable of outraging the general intelligence by the utter- 
(&c., &c.) ^ I ance of such sentiments as he has disgusted you by this evening. 

The Orator {patiently). I say once more — ^we who are fighting i When I first became acc[uainted with this man, before he had sunk 

the {Howls of derision, at which he into the besotted state in which he now wal- 

smiles, hut perceives, regretfully, that the lows, he used, I remember, to condemn the 


The Orator (patiently). I say once^ more — ^we who are fighting 

the; (Howls of derision, at which he 

smiles, hut perceives, regretfully, that the 
hatile must he abandoned.] One ox my friends 
here has seen fit to describe me as an idiotic 
old ass. C^So you are / ’*) Well, I am glad, 
at least, that he pronounced it ass with the 
vowel short, and not ass, for it shows that 
he has at least a certain regard for the 
Oueen’s English {The Crowd hasten to give 
the vowel sound all the breadth in their 
power), I think I was-“(Aere he consults a 
sheaf jf notes ) — offering some remarks upon 
Mr. William Wobleh. How we are told, 

“ Speak evil of no man 1 ” 

That ’s a good nn I ’Oo spoke 
I evil of Mr. Bagwind jest now ? 

^ The Orator {mildly hurt), I never said a 
single unkind word about Mr. Bagwtnd ! 

The Crowd, Yer lie! Why, didn’t you 
say as he murdered Jettison and Scape- 
GOAT? Wot yer call that, eh? 

The Orator, I may have made some such 
observation— but far he it from me to speak 
evil of any man. If I spoke evil, it was on 
public grounds. I should scorn to attack 
any individual in his private character. I / 
think I have satisfactorily answered that mm 

matter. And I tell you this — it is largely ^ 
owing to me that Mr. William Wobler 
owes his seat in Parliament to-day! {His 

hearers receive this with frank incredulity,) ‘ y''/y , ^aSKk j 
Ah, but it is, though, and I denounce him, j 

as I have denounced him before, and shall , 
denounce him while I have power to raise / , T 
my voice, as a man who has proved himself > ^ 
utterly unworthy of the efforts I have made ^ 
on his behalf. Some people are saying they 
want Thomas Tiddler in Horth Paddington. 

I say — Never J Hot as long as I ’ve breath in fSm 

my body shall Thomas Tiddler be returned fS m 

for any constituency I Ho, gentlemen : here / f M 

I stand before yon, with no money, and W 

•only one lung. I have rich and high rela- “Isay- 

tions, to whom I might apply for relief if I 
condescended to do so ; but I scorn to abase myself in any such 


“I say — Never ! ” 


practice of making a public collection. How 
I ’ve never been against tbat practice myself. 
di kolfi that a man who is capable of attract- 
iug an audience by such gifts of oratory 
as be may possess, is perfectly justified in 
making a collection afterwards, whether he 
mgjnjl^ requires the money or not. But this person 

has become so degraded, so destitute of any 
''iw^ sense of honour, so soaked and sodden with 

w gin, that he now turns round on the prin- 

W ciples he once professed, and is to be seen 

& going round with a hat^ laden with the 

& coppers of those who are infinitely worse off 

^ than — judging from his dress and prosperous 

m. appearance — he evidently is himself ! 

^ The First Orator (exhibiting his empty hat). 

7^ It don’t look much like it at present, Gabbitt ! 

Mr, Gabbitt, He has boasted to you of having 
1^1 rich relations, and said he scorned to apply to 

them. I want to know why, instead of coming 
here begging to you, he don't go to them ? 

The First Orator, I ’ve been, Gabbitt. 

3 Ir, G, (triumphantly). You hear? he’s 
^ been to them. That proves they ’ve found him 

Wi out ; they know him for the ^ovelling soaker 

^ he is, a wretch tottering on tne verge of deli- 

W rium tremens, and, rightly, they ’ll have 

H nothing to do with him. It ’s very possible, 

m gentlemen, that he may have ricn relations 

m in the place where most of us have rich 

f relations— I ref er to the workhouse ! {Cheers 

, and laughter,) ^ And it is this wretch, this 

[ t ^ indescribable mixture of meanness and malig- 

I ^ f uity, who has dared to come here and charge 

sTi/ J Mr. Bagwind with crime ! He asked you — 

^ aud let him not deny it now— “ What about 

M It# Mr. Scapegoat?” Well, there may be a 

good many things about Mr. Scapegoat, hut 
W what I tefl. you is— an observation like that 

\ \ is one that doesn’t convey any concrete idea 

f „ whatever ; in short, it is the observation of a 

drivelling and confirmed lunatic ! 

Voice in the Crowd, With on’y one lung ; don't forgit that, ole man ! 
Mr, G, {magnanimously). Ho, I ’ve done with his lung, now ; it 


don’t yer work 9 ’') Work ? Am I not working ? Am I not m my the wretched object of the strictures w:bch I have felt it my duty to 
proper place here to-night ? express, has concluded his efforts with the hat, and met with the 

The Crowd (with hearty unanimity). Ho! freezing contempt and indifference which are only to be expected 

The Orator {with exultation). Then support me in the name of all from intelligent and fair-minded men bke yourselves, I will nw 
you hold dear ! I have my work to accomplish, and I shall bring my exposure of the sophistries, the base insinuations, and. the 
accomplish it by the aid of the People’s pence, by the aid of the incoherent maunderings which he had the effrontery to impose upon 
People’s sixpences, — aye, and by the aid of the People’s shillings/ your understandings as argument, to apremat^e close, aim proceed 
Will you help me ? to make a collection on my own account, and thereby afford you the 

The Crowd {more heartily than ever). Ho ! j opportunity of showing on which side your real sympathies and your 

The Orator, Then I will now proceed to make a collection. j confidence are ^listed. r . , t . ^ r- t . j- ^77 

\_He descends from his stool, and circulates among the crowd [He goes round with the straw hat, which ms delighted audience jiU 


proffering a highly respectable hat. Rival Orator mounts 
the stool ; he has a straw hat, side^ whiskers, and a style of ; 
concentrated and withering invective, ^ ! 

The Rival Orator [fluently, and with much enjoyment of his otvn j 
eloquence), I shall preface what I have to say hy protesting in the j 
strongest terms at my disposal against the most disgraceful attack 1 
we have had the pain of listening to to-night, against the character i 


liberally icith the coppers that the previous speaker has ignomint- 
ously failed to extract from them, JBut the tender -^hearted Reader 
may be relieved to hear that, as soon as the crowd has dispersed, 
the victor shares the proceeds of his eloquence in the handsomest 
manner with his adversary, who shows a true elevation of mind m 
betraying no abiding resentment at hts oratorical defeat. So may 
all such contests terminate — as, for that matter, they generally do. 
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“THE PLAY IS NOT THE 
THINC.” 

{A Farce which is running in 
most of the London Theatres, 
hut which should not he 
tolerated for a single Night. ) 

Auditorium of the 

T. It* during the 

performance of a Modern 
Comedy* Enter a party 
of four Playgoers into 
private box* 

First Playgoer* Bather a 
pity it has hegim. ! I always 
like to see a play from first 
to last. Don’t yon ? 

Second P* <^nite. So 
mnch more interesting. Of 
course if you don’t catch 
what they say at first, how 
on earth can you catch the 
idea of the plot ? 

Third P* ISTot that the 
plot matters much nowa- 
days. All dialogue, don’t 
you know? Smart hits at 
somebody, and all that sort 
of thinsr. 

Fourth P* ' Quite. Beally 
better fun than the other sort 
of thing. Much better fun 
to have to listen to epigrams 
and all that sort of thing, 
than to have to follow some- 
thing or other with interest. 

Second P, Quite. In fact, 
nowadays, you can come in 
when you like, and listen to 
what you Hke, 

ThirdP* Yes, much better 
plan than having to take it 
all in. Think it a. first-rate 
idea to allow talking all 
through, instead of keeping 
that sort of thing until be- 
tween the Acts. 

Second P* Quite. Between 
the Acts a fellow wants to 
smoke. Much jollier to talk 
when the other fellows are 
talking too. Divide the la- 
bour with them— half the 



PESSIMISM Y. OPTIMISM. 


{From the City. ) 

“You’re getting quite a Corporation, Brown !” 
“Yes ; the result of a Contented Mind, Old Man !” 
“No. You MEAN THE RESULT OF A CONTINUAL FeAST!"' 


conversation on one side the 
Curtain, half on the other. 

Fourth P. Capital idea, 
and much less fatiguing 
than the old style. Fancy 
having to take it all in! 
Why, ten years ago, one had 
to get up a play as if one had 
to pass an examination in it 
next morning 1 Awful bosh I 

Second P* Quite. No, it’s 
much j oilier to chat. Is there 
anyone in the house you 
know? 

First P* Only that John- 
nie over there I The fellow 
in the dinner-jacket, who ’s 
gone to sleep. He ’s rather 
a sportsman. {^Applause*) 
Hallo I What’s that row 
about ? 

Third P, End of the First 
Act. I say, you fellows, 
I don’t think there ’s much 
in the piece, so far. 

Fourth P. I am blest if I 
know what it ’s all about. 

First P* More do I. 

Second P. And I. Why 
should we stay any longer ? 
Seems awful rot. 

Fourth P. Quite. Let’s 
go to a Music-Hall, where 
we can smoke and chat. 

Mrst P* Quite. 

\_Exeunt the party ^ to the 
great relief of the re- 
mainder of the Audience* 
Curtain* 


An Omission in Last 
Week’s Ceremonial Ac- 
counted FOR. — It was first 
proposed to make a detoux 
from Piccadilly by way of 
Park Lane, Stanhope Street, 
and so forth, round again to 
Piccadilly. But as H.R.H. 
the Duke of York pointed out, 
there was no necessity for spe- 
cially visiting May Fair, as 
from start to finish he took 
May Fair with him. 


PUNCH’S “GOD-SPEED” TO THE 
POLE-SEEEEES. 

fDa. Fridtjof Nansen’s Arctic Expedition 
sailed, from Christiania in the Fram on June 24.] 

So Dr, Fridtjof Nansen ’s off ! ^ 

Cynics will chuckle, and pessimists scoff. 
What a noodle, that Norroway chap, 

Who’d drift to the Pole to— complete our 
map! 

Y'ear after year in the broad-beam’d Fram, 
Far from Society’s “ Beal Jam,” 

Away from the fjords, and Five o’ Clock Tea, 
Amidst the ice of the Eara Sea ; 

Certain of darkness, discomfort, and frost. 
With an excellent prospect of getting lost. 
Crunched in the ice-pack, frozen, or starved. 
Whilst Mansion-House Banquets are being 
carved ; 

Over the snow Hke pale ghosts flitting, 
Missing the sweets of an All-Night Sitting I 
Alone m a canvas-bottom’d bnnk, 

When gossip is gabbled, and toasts are 
drunk. 

Where Good Society’s geese gregarious, 

Hiss maHguant, or cackle hiLanous I 
W ell, who knows ? Those Arctic snows 
May bore men less than our Social Shows ; 
And utter aridity starve the soul 
More in the House than the Northern Pole ! 


Here ’s to Nansen ! Here ’s to his crew I | 
We know they’ll venture what men may; do. 
Good luck and good cheer be Heaven’s gift 
To the Fram and her men on that long, long 
drift ! 

And if they win through the Polar pack. 

May Punch he foremost to welcome them 
hack. 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

Extracted from the Diart of Toby, M.P. 

House of Commons, Monday, July^ 3. — The 
fat in the fire again. Who put it there? 
“I,” said Joey C., “with my ready ladle; 
I swooped it in.” So he did, Hghting up 
with sudden flame embers that seemed quite 
dead. At end of speech on Wolmer’s 
Amendment, seeing John Dillon sitting 
opposite, asked him what about few remarks 
made at Castlerea, in which he had threat- 
ened, when Irishmen came to their own on 
College Green, they would have poHoe, 
sheriffs, and bailiffs, under their control, and 
would “ remember ” their enemies ? Dhlon, 
amid scene of tumultuous excitement, ad- 
mitted that phrase not in itself defensible, 
hut pleaded that words had been spoken amid 
great provocation. The massacre at Mitehels- 
town had taken place just before ; its memo- 


ries were hot within him, and, out of the 
indignation of his heart, his tongue had 
spoken. 

As Dillon urged this plea, T. W. Bus- 
sell made a hurried remark in Joseph’s ear. 

J. smiled grimly ; the Lord had delivered the 
enemy into his hand. Some men would have 
maimed their chance, if not spoiled the game, 
by jumping up with hot interruption, and 
hurriedly exposed the blunder upon which 
Dillon had stumbled. Joseph never loses 
his head. He lay low, say in’ nuffin’, but 
regarding the unconscious victim opposite 
with dangerously smiling face. When Dil- 
lon sat down, the crowded House plainly 
moved by his effective speech, Joseph liter- | 
ally leaped to his feet, and flung across the 
floor the most complete and dramatic blow 
ever dealt at a man in House of Commons. 
It was Mitohelstown, was it, that had 
rankled in Dillon’s breast when he uttered 
the phrase he now regretted? Would the 
House believe that the massacre at Mitchels- 
towu took place on September 9, 1887, and 
this speech at Castlerea was made on De- 
cember 5, 1886 ? 

‘ ‘ Bemember Mitchelstown I ” J ohn Dil- 
lon had remembered it nine months and 
four days before it had taken place. Several 
moments the Unionists cheered, Joseph 
standing with accusatory finger pointed at 
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JoH^ Dilion”, 'who sat silent with folded arms, the habitual pallor 
of his face changed to a ghastlier white. 

“My dear I said to him later, “ how on earth could you 

make such a terrible mistake? The only amelioration it has is 
that it -was so stupendous and obvious that it was plainly stumbled 
upon without intent or purport to deceive.” 

“Thank you, Toby,” said JoHir DiLLOlir. “I suppose that is 
clear enough to the generous mind. But I know a blunder is some- 
times worse than a crime. The fact is, about the time I spoke at 
Castlerea, things were so bad in Ireland, the police so little hesita- 
ting to shoot, that I got mixed up in my dates, and remembered 
Mitchelstown when I was thinking about something else.” 

Business done, — Home-Rule Bill in Committee, 

Tuesday, — Tbittoit descending amongstjthe minnows has brought 
up CoNYBEABE. !N'ot much heard of late of that eminent legislator. 
Seems he ’s been com- 
pensating enforced 
silence in House by 
“saying things” of 
SPEiKEE in letter to 
newspaper. More than 
hints Speaker, moved 
by political motives, 
has acted unfairly in 
Chair, Perhaps Tbit- 
to:n had done better to 
leave him alone. Com- 
paratively few were 
aware of the little 
excursion into print. 

Row blazoned forth to 
all the world. Since 
*twas done ’twas well 
’twas done admirably. 

Speaker moved to one 
of those outbursts of 
passionate though re- 
strained eloq.uence of 
which, upon occasion, 
he shows himself 
capable. As Baron 
Ferdt remarks: — 

“ Since G-. P. R, James 
was sent as Consul to 
Yenice, the only city 
in the world where the 
solitary horseman of 
his many novels could 
not be ‘ observed,’ 
nothing so quaint as 
condemning one of the 
few parliamentary 
orators of the day to the 
sHence of the Chair.” 

Mr. G-. delivered 
brief but magnificent 
speech, instinct with the true spirit of Parliamentarian. Pbirtce 
Arthur said a few words ; everybody looked round for Curse op 
Camborke but unwonted access of modesty had seized him. Here was 
opportunity with crowded House waiting on his words. And where 
was he ? Rot in his place ; so episode closed. 

Though CoNTBE are’s intention probably not kindly meant, 
Speaker certain^ under considerable obligation to him. Oppor- 
tunity afforded House of enthusiastically applauding the most 
capable, dignified, uprigrht Speaker that ever laced the fierce light 
that beats upon the Chair of the House of Commons. 

Came across Herbert Maxwell just now; haven’t seen him since 
Saturday ; met at dinner to Art and Literature given at Mansion 
House by Lord Mayor Knill. “ Bayard finished his speech yet ? ” 
I askf'd. 

“Rot sure,” said Maxwell; “fancy not. When I was carried 
out, in state approaching coma, I observed on table before him two 
or three other volumes of manuscript, containing further passages 
of the prodigious recitation,” 

Bayard is the new American Minister, doncha ; made his first 
public appearance at the Mansion House on Saturday ; felt he must 
rise to oeeasion ; and did. 

“Yours is a inere sp3ck of a CDuntry, Toby,” he said, before 
we went in to dinner. “ Your public speeches are, very properly, 
planned in proportion. Row America, as you may have heard, is a 
vast Continent, and I ’ve got up a little thing to scale.” 

“ Otherwise a ver^ pleasant dinner,” sdd Maxwell. “ I sat next 
to a Citizen and Loriner. Don’t know what a Loriner is, hut fancy, 
from look in my friend’s eyes, it’s something to do with fish. 
When turtle soup appeared ou table there was phosphorescent 
gleam in the worthy Loriner’s eyes. He prodded me genidly in ribs 


with a fat elbow, and said with nngent chuckle, * Ah, I s’pose you 
writing fellows don’t often sit down to a dinner like this f * ” 

Business done, — In Committee on Home-Rule Bill. Much cry and 
few Amendments. 

Thursday, — At ten o’clock to-night guillotine descended ; simul- 
taneously Opposition lost their head ; for hour and half there raged 
succession of angry scenes that beat a gorgeous record,^ Mr. G-, and 
Prtitce Arthur, coming and going from division lobbies, were made 
objects of rival ovations. Liberals and the Irish leaped to their feet, 
madly cheering when Premier dropped in. Few minutes earlier or 
later came Prince Arthur ; instantly Unionists on their feet wildly 
cheering. Outside all London making holiday. Here hon. gentle- 
men almost clutching at each other’s throats across the beneficently 
wide floor. Instead of wedding festivities and national holiday 
depleting House it was fuller than ever. Yilliebs came down to 

give his vote against 
Closure ; Unionists 
rapturous round their 
Grand Old Man. The 
other side had Mr. G. ; 
■with his fourscore 
years and four. Yil- 
LIERS of W'olverhamp- 
ton topped him by 
seven years. Rearly 
carried him into divi- 
sion lobby shoulder 
high ; beat hasty re- 
treat after doing this 
last service to his 
country. 

‘ ‘ Fact is, you know, 
Toby,” he said, “I’m 
not quite the young 
fellow I used to he ; 
can’t stand the racket 
as was easy enough 
some sixty or seventy 
years ago. If they ’ll 
kindly excuse me, I’ll 
go and take a walk 
with the crowd to see 
the illuminations in 
Piccadilly. That will 
be delightfully quiet 
after this turmoil.” 

On Clause 6 Sage of 
O uEEH Anne’s Gate, 
accompanied by half- 
a-dozen pipnrchase- 
able Radicals, voted 
in Opposition lobby; 
brought Government 
majority down to 15 ; 
crowd, streaming by 
Palace Yard, clearly 
heard terrific cheers that welcomed this falling off. Proposed to bring 
back the Sage and his merry men in triumph. Floral decoration 
being order of day, why not let them enter rose-garlanded, led by 
Prince Arthur on one side, and Joey C. on the other ? Guaranteed 
a noble reception from grateful and gratified Opposition. But some 
difference of opinion arose within little circle of Stalwarts, and pro- 
posal abandoned. Drifted in one by one, amid stream of Opposition. 

Business done, — Clauses 5, 6, 7, and 8 added to Home-Rule Bill. 

Friday Con YB bare went out a- shearing, and came home 

shorn. Asked leave to make personal explanation ; House naturally 
thought this would assume form of apology for attack on Speaker, 
of which note was taken on Tuesday. Permission accordingly given. 
Turned out nothing further from Conybe are’s thoughts. First began 
by scolding unnamed persons for not rising in his defence on Tuesday ; 
then proceeded to argue with Mr. G. and Speaker on point of order 
involved in his earlier attack. Incidentally, as the Speaker, in 
indignant tones, pointed out, he repeated the charges embodied in his 
letter. House long listened, with amazing patience. But there are 
limits to forbearance ; at end of quarter of an hour the Curse of 
Camborne had reached these ; his letter declared by unanimous vote 
to be a breach of privilege ; a lame apology wrung from his un- 
'willing lips, under penalty of a week’s suspension. “ Curses,” said 
the Member for Sark, ‘ ‘ come home to roost, no exception being made 
in the case of Camborne.” Business done, — Rone. 


Mbs. R.’s Latest Observation.— Out excellent friend was dis- 
appointed with the Royal Bridal Procession. Finding the Xing 
and Oueen of Denmark in the procession, she naturally looked out 
for Hamlety and does pot, to this hour, see why he should have been 
left out of the play*. 
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A LONDON PEST. 

To an impartial observer 
the public, philanthropic, and 
municipal attempts to honour 
the memory of the great and 
good, if sometimes mistaken, 
Earl of Shaftesbuby, appear 
to have been singularly un- 
fortunate. The West - End 
Avenue that bfars his name 
is more full of music-halls, 
theatres, pot-houses, and 
curious property, than any 
street of equal length and 
breadth in the whole Metro- 
polis. Lord Shaftesbuey may 
not have been a Puritan, but 
he was essentially a serious 
man, and his sympathies were 
more with Exeter Hall than 
with the Argyle Rooms ; and 
; yet, in the street which is 
honoured by his name, it has 
been found impossible to re- 
move the old title of this 
historic place from the stcne 
facade of the Trocadero. 

The fountain at Piccadilly 
Circus, which has been un- 
veiled as the second of the 
SsAFTESBUEY memorials, is 
surmounted by — what? Some 
writers have called it a girl, 
some have called it a boy ; 
many of the public, no doubt, 
regard it as a mythological 
bird, and it certainly looks 
like the Bolognese Mercury 
dying away with the wings of 
St. Michael. We are told, on 
authority, that it represents 
























AWFUL MOMENT! 

•! I ’VE FOEGOITEN MY DbESS CoAT ! ! ’ 


Eros, the Greek god of love, 
and his shaft is directed to a 
part of London that, more 
than any other part, at night, 
requires the bull’s-eye and 
the besom of authority. The 
“Top of the Gaymarket” is 
in just as bad a condition as it 
was when Punch directed at- 
tention to it more than ten 
years ago, and the virus since 
then has extended as far east- 
ward as St. Martin’s Lane. 
Moll Flanders’ Parade now 
begins at St. James’s Church 
and ends with Cranbourne 
Street. It is unfortunate, to 
say the least of it, that Eros 
has been selected to point at 
this London Pestiduct, and the 
sooner it is thoroughly cleansed 
and the neighbourhood made 
worthy of the Shaftesbury 
Fountain, the better. 

DelexdaestDeubilaxa! — 
The Drury Lane Committee, 
beaded by the dauntless James 
0 Dowd, have decided upon 
approacdiing the Duke of Bed- 
FOBD with a protest against his 
Grace’s present expressed in- 
tention of pulling down the 
Old Theatre within the next 
two years. Probably the re- 
sult of this, the latest incident 
in the interestingr annals of 
Old Drury, will simply Ihe to 
make another addition to the 
well-known collection of “Re- 
jected Addresses.” 


OUR OPERA. j 

To hear sweet strains by Glucb or Gounod, 
Mascagni, Wagnek, one must, you know, 
Pass slums ; at dark it 
Is nice in Endell Street and Bow Street ; j 
Still better in that fragrant nose treat— 

“ Mudsalad Market.” 

Inside, say, Orp sings in Hades 
To gallant men and noble ladies— 

Rank, wealth, and beauty ; 
Outside, Elysium is forgotten. 

To clear away these slums, half rotten, 

Is no one’s duty. 

Inside, Mascagni’s Intermezzo y 
Though heard in many places, yet so 
Delightful ever ; 

Outside, cab touts and paper sellers. 

And other people’s pert Sam Weller 
Delightful never ! 

Inside, some day, the newest, Fahtajfy 
Will occupy a far from small staff 
Of hand and chorus : 
Outside, as now, old slums iU-smelling, 
And costermongers, shouting, yelling, 

Will be before us. 

Once someone started building g;reatly, 
Walls rose, arranged to form quite stately 
House, foyers y lobbies. 

They stoi3ped, extremely gaunt and lonely, 
And, now the site is used, it ’s only 
A haunt of hobbies. 

So still Euterpe’s home is hidden 
In ill-paved slums, through which we ’ve 
ridden 

W ith j olts that j erk us. 

How unlike Paris ! Did we follow 
Her taste, we should enshrine Apollo 
At Regent Circus. 


JUST CAUSE. 

I LOVE you for your splendid hair, 

Tour violet eyes, your swaying waist. 
Whose curves exactly suit my tas*-e ; 
To'ir radiant smile, your dimples rare. 

I love you for your store of pelf, 

Of course ; but most of all, my sweet, 
Because of this— whene’er we meet, 
You let me talk about myself I 


ODE DE KNILL-AND CO. 

Making Something of Kothmg I ! — Lord 
Mayor Knill has been created a Baronet. 
Sheriffs Wilkin and Renals, as being next 
to Nil, have been knighted. 

“Nobodies” have been Baronets, hut. still 
’Tis wondrous to create one out of Nil ! 

The Middlesex Artillery Volunteers 
Will “make the Wilkin ring” with hearty 
cheers, 

i Andfor the last, he ’ll bear his hononrs meekly. 
He ’s Renals “ going strong,” not “ Renals 
WeaklyP 

(For the last, understand Reynolds' Weekly,) 

Good Egg-sample !— One egg was sold the 
other day for £60 1S5. Vide Times of Wednes- 
I day last. The egg was a perfect specimen of 
! thatrarfl avis in terrisythogi^a-ntio Aept/ornis | 

I Maximus of Madagascar. What did ]Mr. ‘ 
Stevens do with it ? Did he have it made 1 
into several omelettes for a breakfast-party of j 
a dozen ? Of course it was a perfectly fresh j 
1 egg, and the only thing at all high ahont j 
I it was the price. I 

I Fbom the Camp.— J ust now Ilitiemen are j 
i Bis’ ley engaged, i 


A FALLEN ART. 

[A “ lady palmist ” has been fined ten shillings 
and costs for fortune-telling. — Daily Nemi] 

She lived, this prophetess, too late. 

And plied an art that ’s out of date, 
Another age had seen her gain 
Her reputation not m vain. 

Had seen a crowd respectful wait 
Upon the arbiter of fate. 

While kings and rulers brought her gold 
To have futurity unrolled I 

In some Greek court where fountains play. 
Or dwelling by the Appian way, 

The prophetess would surely be 
Besought by each Leuconoe, 

And if for these she sometimes drew 
A future pleasanter than true. 

At least she gave them, you ’ll confess, 
Anticipated happiness ! 

Ah I times are changed, and nowadays 
Such divination hardly pays ; 

There comes no more the crowds that us^d, 
The fees are terribly reduced ! 

And if our policemen caught the Sphinx 
Propounding^ “ Missing Words,” one thinks 
Our British justice could not fail 
To send her speedily to gaol I 

Impy and Gabby.— Colonel SArNDERsoN, 
“ speaking as an Irishman ” (did anyone ever 
hear the gallant Colonel speak as an English- 
man ?), didn’t object to being classed among 
his countrymen, whom Mr. Brodbick had 
styled “impecunious and garrulous.” He 
might have quoted the name of one of their 
own national airs as emphasizing, by descrip- 
tively abreviating, these two epithets, namely, 
GarryowenP “Gharry” is clearly the 
short for garrulous and “oMfen” is the 
oldest form of “ not paym\^* 
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{ami^W). WelMme, dear Abbas I Take a seat, and a 

J®/?- ® “make yourself at 

nome,” as the accursed Griaours say, 

Kh^ive {aquaUitw), Thanks, my deai>-Suzerain I Tildiz Kiosk 

r Cairo does— when 

CaoMm s there. This Niohan-i-lmtiaz Order is really very becom- 

wSt of ilera^,£ia! ’ ‘ ^ ” ^'“““ybody 


Sultan (sotto voce). And why should we ? 

Khedive \8ulkily\ Well, the sons of burnt fathers have got the 
upper hand of the Faithful, somehow — confound them ! 

SuUan (reading), Intelligence received here of late, from trust- 
worthy quarters in Egypt, indicates that the Khedive’s journey is 
to be made the point of departure for a arande aatinn. di'nlnvnni.imiji 


J xiau-AV/auco UiJLiXU Like JCLJO-BlikiV JS S jOUrUey 18 

to be m^e the point of departure for a grande action diplomatique 
against British inflaence m the Talley of the Kile.” That’s from 
tne Time's^ my Abbas ! 
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Khedive [moodily), Humpli I Wish the Egyptian 
quarters were “ trustworthy.’^ Grande action dip- 
lomatique f Quite makes one’s mouth water ! 

Sultan, JDoesnH itF The same infernal — but 
influential — news-sheet says: “ The youn^ Khedive 
knows that not only; would he meet with a per- 
sonally kindly reception, but that the grievances he 
is known to be anxious to pour out would fall on 
ready ears.” There, at least, the Giaour “ rag ” is 
right. Pour away, my Abba.s I “ Keep your eye on 
your father— or Suzerain— and he will pull you 
through.” [ Winks and whiffs, 

Khedive [whiffing and winking). Will he, though ? 
And that Turlash Bodyguard? 

Sultan [warmly). At your service at any 
moment, my dear Abbas 

Khedive [smoking furiously with closed eyes). 
Ah I if they would only let me alone, let me rule 
my subjects in my own Oriental way— as you do 
yours in Armenia, for example— then, indeed, I 
could have a good time, and plenty of treasure. ^ 

Sultan [significantly). Out of which my little 
formal trifle of Tribute might come easily and 
regularly — eh. Abbas ? 

Khedive. Quite so,^ Padishah! Bah! These 
brutal, blundering Britishers don’t understand the 
Art of Government as adapted to Eastern Ideas. 

Sultan [soothingly). Well, never mind, Abbas, 
We ’ll lay our heads together, anon, now you are 
here, and— who knows? Meanwhile, let’s enjoy 
ourselves. Something like a ‘ ‘ Turkish Occupation ’ ’ 
this — eh? And how do you like this Turkish 
tobacco ? 

Khedive [hlowina vigorously). Smokes easily, 
and makes a big cloud. In which I fancy I can 
see myself driving the British Lion out of the Kile 
Yalley at the point of the bayonet. 

Sultan [dreamily). And I picture myself conflfort- 
ably replenishing my Treasury with that Tribute ! 
Like music, Abbas ? 

Khedive [uneasily). Te-e-e-s. Why ! 

Sultan [promptly). Then I ’ll tip you something 
soothing. \ Sings. 

I’ll sing thee songs of Arabi, 

And tales of far Cash ne-ar ! 

Strange yarns to move thee to a smile. 

Or melt thee to a te-ar ! 

And dreams of delight shall hover bright. 

And smoke-born vi-i-sions rise 
Of artful “ fake,” which well may wake 
Wild wonder in thine eyes. 

I ’ll move thee to a smile 
With dreams of far Cash ne-e-e-e-ar I 

{Left dreaming* 



LACONIC. 

Passenger. “Can you tell me what are the Times for these ’Busses to 
1 LEAVE THE SwiSS COTTAGE ? ” 

Driver. “Quarter after— ’Arp after— Quarter to— and At! 


A VISION OP ROYALTY. 

( Written after a surfeit of the Illustrated Papers.) 

Ye Royalties of England, how beautiful ye are ! 

The special artists claim you, they track you from afar. ^ 

In uniforms and diamonds, with sceptre and with crown, 

In many a picture-paper those artists set you down. 

And thus the British public may gaze upon its Queen— 

They make her small, but dignified, of most majestic nuen. 

She smiles — the artist marks her ; she frowns — the artist quails, 

And soothes himself by drawing H.R.H. the Prince of Wales. 

He draws him at foundation stones, a trowel in his hand 
(The point of silver trowels I ne’er could understand) ; 

He draws Mm opening railways, or turning sods of grass. 

And he draws Mm as a Colonel, in helmet and cuirasse. 

We see him dressed for London, a-riding in the Row— 

I wonder if he ever finds his London pleasures slow ; 

And we see him down at Sandringham, his country-home in Norfolk, 
Where the Royal pair are much beloved, especially by poor folk. 

And oft at public dinners, in Garter and in Star, 

We see bis Royal Highness enjoying his cigar. 

I wish they wouldn’t vary quite so much Ms I^yal figure,^ 

For they sometimes make nim leaner, and sometimes make him bigger. 

But, he that as it may, I feel that, while my life endures, 

I know by heart my Prince’s face, mv future King’s contours. 

A stiff examinatiou iu the Prince of Wales I *d pass, 

And in all Ms princely attitudes they ’d give me a first-class. 


The Duke of York, our Sailor Prince, I think I’ve got hm pat ; 

I ’ve never seen him face to face, hut what ’s the odds of that r 
In iRustrated papers I have watched Mm every day ^ 

Since he went and popped the question to the pretty Princess MAT. 

I ’ve seen them plain or coloured iu fifty different styles, 

Just like a pair of turtle-doves, all hills and coos and smiles. 

I never saw a turtle-dove that smiled upon its pet afore, 

But be who writes of bridal pairs is bound to use the metaphor. 

Oh, Princess May, oh, Princess Mat, in crayon or in oil you 
Are loveable and beautiful, they can’t avail to spoil you. 

They did their worst, and did it well, those speeial-artist wretches, 

To make you like a stolid block in all their special sketches. 

So tMs, my meek petition, to those artists is addressed. 

Give Royalties of every sorb a little welcome rest. 

I cannot hear my Rnyal ones— of loyalty I’m full — 

To look like wax and sawdust, with limbs of cotton- wool. 

And thus, when next you draw them (oh, may the time be long 
To make them human beings will surely not be wrong. 

And if you ’ll take a hint from me you ’ll earu a nation s thanks, 

By drawing these prize princely ones a little less like blanks. 

Lines in Pleasant Places. — SaMs Journal^ fuR of interesting 
and entertaining matter, has lately been giving very sensible advice* 
as to Palmistry, wMch is again in vogue. The Palmists appear to 
be doing so uncommonly well just now, that ye^ will be 
memorable, for them at least, as the Palmy days” of chiromancy. 
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ENGLISH AS SHE IS “SCHPOGEN.” 

(a “Ueocftcr of Englisch" who has made the most of 
rfunre? <A« Jloyal Marriage week). “ Zeetainlt, I hap 
Veddiho-Brozess, ze Qween, and zb gliddeeiko 

HAP BeENING NEFPBE 

"i .SZZ ""”*’"''**"' "■ 

SEEING THE ROYAL WEDDING PRESENTS. 

{A Sketch at tJie Imperial Institute,) 

BCES^ — Ths Nm-th GalUry on a Saturday afternoon, with the 
th^mometer at constderMy over 80° in the shade. The mesmU 
SamV, in front of which tL Spec- 
^onZtiftd^ p .9“««e.” the outer rank facing in the 

^rnfT^f to the inner line, and both moving at an average 

rate of one foot every five mimOes. »<'e™ye 

(iJJasJnoAcaKy). Pass along there, please. Eeep 

H, ^^rrier either cannot or will not pay 
^ injunctions, and remain 

placidly gazmg at whaUver happens to he in front of them ; 
the people in the outside line, who can see just eimghte 

l^intalwet^m, begin to exhibit signs of impatience, " 

A Sour-looktng Spinster, Well, I ’m sure I ThoYmiaht remember 
Some nf w<mld like to have a look besides themselves I 

hefe^^riF^A ^ ^vl® ““<1® *«> spend the whole 

ftKi.YtoJ'i.Si)'?* '■—wdi, I d„da ta 

^<^\.f^}avMedpie cigarette cases long ago, 
tn front of her have thorLgUy 

^ ^ SSfefcfoir wf 

must y ^?^th^chthings^^n’ we°Time’^nt°^^^ i 


you can ketch a glimpse in and between like, as it is. I can see 
the top of a Grandfather’s Clock. It won’t take ns ’alf an hour 
now, at the rate we ’re going, to git round the turn, and then we 
shall be next the barrier, and ’ave a little more room. There, 
they ’re beginning to move a bit. [The line advances about a yard,) 
Now we ’re getting along 

A Purple^faced Old Gentleman {in a perspiration). It’s scan- 
dalous ! These people inside aren’t attempting to move along. ( To 
the inner rank!) w iU yon kindly pass on, and ^ give others a 
chance P Do pass along there ! {The people in the inner row main^ 
tain flf bland unconsciousness, which is too much for his feelings,) 
D — n it I why can’t yon pass along when you’re asked to P 
The Usual Comic Cockney, It ’s no good torkin’ perlitely to ’em, 
guv’nor ; you touch some on ’em up with your umberella. Why, 
there ’s two old ladies aside o’ me that ’ave gone and ’ipnotised 
theirselves starin’ at silver kendlesticks I 
A Plaintive Female {to a smart young constable). Oh, Mr, Police- 
man, do make ’em ’urry up there ! 

[The constable prudently declines to attempt the impossible, and 
merely smiles with pitying superiority, 

Mrs, Lavender Salt {who has insisted on her husband escorting 
her), Lavendeh, what a frightful crush I I don’t believe we’ve 
moved for the last twenty minutes, and I ’m nearly dead with the 
heat! 

Mr, L, 8, {with irritating common sense). Well, Mimosa, you 
don’t suppose J’w enjoying myself ? After all, if you don’t like the 
crush, the remedy ’s simple. You ’ve only to step out of it into the 
grounds, you know — there is some air there I 
Mrs, L, 8, What ? and ^ive up our places after going through 
so muchP No,'LAVENDEn, it would be too absurd to have to go 
away without seeing the Royal Presents after all I 
Mr, L, 8, But is it worth all this pushing and squeezing P Why, 
you can see much the same sort of thing any day in perfect comfort 
by simply walking down Bond Street ! 

Mrs, L, 8. You wouldn’t say so if you bad the least scrap of imagi- 
nation! It isn’t the things themselves one comes to see— it’s the 
sentiment attached to them ! 

Mr, Z, 8, Oh, is that it ? Well, I can make out the tipper part 
of a weighing machine over your shoulder, but I can’t say 1 discover 
any particular sentiment attached to that, 

Mrs, L, 8. {impatiently). Oh, if you choose to sneer at every-^ 
thing, of course you can, but it ’s looking at things like these that 
makes us the loyal nation we are, La vendee I 
Mr, L, 8, My dear Mimosa, I give you my solemn word that if 
1 remain opposite those Chippendale bookcases ten minutes longer I 
shaB become a gibbering anarcbist ! Surely we can be loyal without 
such a painful resemblance to a box of dried figs. 

[Mrs. L.^ S. shudders at these revolutionary sentiments, 
A New Comer {arriving with a friend, and craning curiously over 
shoulders of the spectators in posse, totheir intense indignation). 
Ere they are, Joe. I can see a lot o’ silver inkstands. We’ 11 get 
a view if we shove in ’ere. 

\Ne attempts to edge through the double rank, 

^ The Purple- faced Old Gentleman, I protest against your push- 
ing in here, Sir. We’re hot enough afready without that. It’s 
monstrously unfair 1 

The New Comer, I s’pose I ’ve got as much right to see the 
bloomm’ Presents as what you ’ave ? 

TheP,-f, O, G, You’ve no right to push in out of your turn, 
Sir. You must take your proper place down at the end of the queue 
and wait, like everybody else. 

The New Comer, What, all the way down there, and ’ow long 
I might I have to wait, now ? 

The P ,-f, 0, G, {with tremendous dignity). That I can’t say, Sir. I 
can omy tell you this — that I have been standing here myself for 
®Yer three-quarters of an hour without advancing ten yards or seeing 
^Ything distinctly, and so have all these ladies and gentlemen. 

^ The New Comer, BEor, hor, hor! D’jear that. Joe? Ten yards 
m three-quarters of an hour I What price snails, eh ? Well, Sir, 

IX that s your ideer of amusin’ yourself on a warm afternoon, it ain’t 
mine, so you’ll excuse me and my friend ’ere joinin’ your little 
perce^ion. Don’t lose ’art, Sir, keep on at it. You’ll git there 
afore bedtime if you don’t overexert yourselves. Take it easy now ! 
[They pass on with ribald laughter, to the general relief. 
Eventually, after infinite delay ana maddening exhortations 
to ^^keep moving, the outer queue succeed to the harrier 
and to the unpopularity enjoyed by their predecesstyrs, 

Aioisra THE Baeeiek, 

Now we shan’t be nearly so squeeged, Minnie ! There’s nothing 
partackler to look at just yet, except kerridges. ... It’s not the 
smallest use telling us to burry, my good woman, because we can’t 
move till those in front choose to go on. . . . Look at the ’arness, 
MumiE — pretty ’arness, ain’t it ? with their crest on it and aU ! , , , 
Well, I call it shabby givin’ ’em a kerridge without even so much 
as a old moke to dror it. I ’d ha* done it ’ansome, or not at all. . • . 



July 22, 1893.] 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI 


29 


Lor, look at the dust on all the 
fnrnitiire— it xoill want cleaDin’ 
up I • . . That’s a beautiful gong", 

Minnie; see, that’s the thine 
they ’it it with. . . Ain’t that 
a comfortable looking chair in 
red moroecer ? That ’ll be for 
the ’all porter to set in, I expect 
—there ’s a ’at in it. Lor no 
my dear, it ’ud ha’ been a better 
lookin’ ’at than what that is, if 
it was one of the presents, depend 
on it I There ’s a weighin’ ma- 
chine. . . . Pancy goin’ and 
giYin’ them a thing hke that ! 

Oh, I expect it’s tor them to 
weigh theirselves with. Ah, 

’ere come the Jewels now. Now 
we shall see somethink ! ' . . , 1 
don’t see our present yet, do you 
’Abkiet? There’s old Unclp 
Bill’s. See, that dimond and 
pearl necklace. Well, if they 
ain’t gone and put it down as 
‘‘ Persented by six ’undred and 
fifty ladies of England 1 ” And 
the old man savin up his screw 
for weeks for it - he icill be ’urt 
when he ’ears of it! Some 
bloke’s gone and given ’em a 
pillar-post box. I thought of 
send in’ the one at our corner 
on’y it wouldn’t come out easy : 
and what with the copper bein’ 
on his beat— why, I decided I ’d 
give ’em somethink else. . . 

Walking - sticks ? Why, he 
wouldn’t want more if he was a 
—a centipede I ... I wonder ! 
where they ’ll all the things, 

I’m sure I ’UUo, a pearl and 
dimond tiarer, made o’ card- 
board, I ’ope they thanked ’im 
nicely for that! Why, that’s 
on’y a model, like. Well, and 
a very good model, too, what 
I call eckernomical, , . . Look 
at those lovely toast-racks! . . . 

La. VENDER, what a maffnifi.cent 
old mirror !-EHzabetSn, I ex- 
pect, I wonder who gave that f 
, . . Oh, me and ’Arbiet give 
’er that, mum. ... Oh. dear, I 
wish I was them, to have all 
these presents. . . . Why, my 
dear, it doesn’t matter to thexn 

— they have everything lovely as it is! . , . ’Arbiet, when | regretting the attractions of 
you and me git married, we ’ll ’ave a show of all our presents ! Surrey ? 

— not ’ere. there ■WAn’f a j 





SLAVE TO 

stoppin’ a bit now. 


COURTESY. 

I GET BATHER OlDDY, 


He, “Do YOU MIND 
don’tcherknow. ” 

She, “ But if tou get Giddy, why do you comb to Dances ? 
Ee. “Well, I’m a Bachelor and that sort op thing, and 
it’s the only way I CAN SEE OF REPAVIN’ Ho^PI TALIT Y.” 


THE SONG OF THE SHOP- 
KEEPER. 

Will the Season he long ? 

Will the Season he short ? 
Parliament ’s going strong ! 

Plenty of stir at Court I 
Cholera rumours abroad. 
Summer weather at home, 

Ds a chance may afford ; 

I only hope it may come I 
Roval Marriage over I 
Money remarkably “tight” I 
Landlords may live in clover. 
Shopkeepers’ puliseems slight. 
Will some of our Oracles clever 
Tell a poor chap what he axes ? 
For three things go on for ever, 
And those are Rents, Rates, 
and Taxes ! 


THE TOLDNTEEES’ YADE 
MECUM. 

[For the Centre Weeks of July,') 

Question. Do you prefer Bisley 
to Wimbledon ? 

Answer, Officially, yes ; as a 
civilian, no. 

Q. Why do you make the 
distinction ? 

A, Because I go to Bisley in 
a double capacity. 

Q. Why do yon prefer Bisley 
to Wimbledon officially ? 

A* Because there are no dis- 
tractions, and the ranges are 
less subject to atmospheric in- 
terruption. 

Q. Why do you prefer Wim- 
bledon to Bisley as a civilian ? 

A* Because Wimbledon was 
an extremely cheery place, 
where you could entertain your 
friends to your heart’s content, 
and have a generally good time 
of it. 

Q, Can you not obtain the 
same advantages at Bisley ? 

A, Certainly not. You are 
in the neighbourhood of Woking 
Cemetery, and that melancholy 
spot infiuences its surround- 
ings. 

Q. But were you not always 
Wimbledon when you were in 


■not there won’t be no room, We’ll take the Agricultural 
All, and have a catalogue and every think. “ Set of Elizabethian 
^eep s trotters, from the Hearl of Alamode,” eh ? “ Pound of 

Qi^en Anne saveloys, f rom ' the Markis o’ Mile-exd,” “Yard 
o’ nypaper, from the Dock o’ Shoreditch.” “Packet of 'airpins, 
persented by seven’ underd 1yd ies of Whitechapel.” “ Donkey- 
barrer an’ kerridge-mg, from the residents in the Ole Kent Road.” 
Etceterer, . . .1 do wish you wouldn’t go on so foolish! Why, 
if someone hain’t sent her a set o’ straw soles to keep her shoes 
^ wonder ! . . . And a very sensible thing too 
* J ^ sure nothing can’t be too good for her, 

and they^ ve certainly been set up with every blessing a young couple 
can require — and may they live long to enjoy them I 

[And so says Mr, Punch. 


Parliamentary Declension. 

Nominative— “named.” Genitive— 'K.P , in possession of 
the House, Giving it hot to M.P. Accusative — Charge 

against M.P. Vocative — “0! 01” and (pro- vocative cries). 
Ahlative’—'^.r, is removed in custody of Serjeant-at-Arms. 

Tot subject of conversation in the presence of Mrs. R. was the 
Darlington magistrates’ decision in the palmistry case. ‘‘‘Yet,” 
remarked our old friend, thoughtfully, “palmistry is very ancient, 
and wactised professionally by most excellent and goini people. 
Isn t David always spoken of as ‘ The Palmist’ ? ” 


A, Certainly, because they lured me from work, 

Q. Do you still regret them ? 

A. More than ever, because they were certainly pleasanter than 
the attractions of Bisley, 

Q. And now, in conclusion, what do you think of this year's 
shooting ? 

A, The same as former years. 

Q, What do you mean by that ? 

A, That those who win owe their good shots to iiukes, and those 
who fail have to thank their rifi.es, and the state of the weather. 


“So Like Them!” — Of aR the numerous “memorials” of the 
Royal Wedding. Count Walery’s “ Wedding Numberof Photographic 
Portraits ” takes the wedding cake. It is priced at three shillings and 
sixpence, and for this you get one English sovereign and “royalties.” 
If this isn’t good value for money we don’t know what is. 

I The Skirt-Dancer, ob Unlimited LoiE-ABiLi'nr*— When a 
j theatre is doing “good business,” and is crammed in every part, 

! placards are exhibited, announcing “ Pit Full, Stalls Full. Boxes 
' Full,” &o.. &c. But at the Gaiety just now, where MissLoie Fuller 
is appearing, the management might simplv put up outside 
the simple statement of fact— “ Fuller Every Evening ! ” 


The Eclipse Riddle.— Why didn’t La Fieche win the Eclipse 
Stakes? — Because she wanted to keep out of OrmFs ursj. 
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MES. NICKLEBY IS THE CHAIR. 

A Song oj Sympathetic Suggestion. 

[“Poor Mrs. Nickleby, who had at no time been 
remarkable for the possession of a very clear 
understanding;, had been reduced by the late 
changes in affairs to a most complicated state of 
p6Tpl6Xlt)^« • • • 

“‘I don’t know what to think, one way or 
other, my dear,* said Mrs. Nickleby ; ‘ Nicholas 
is 80 violent, and your uncle has so much com- 
posure, that 1 can only hear what he says, and not 
what Nicholas does. Never mind — don’t let us 
talk any more about it.’ . . . 

** Now Mrs. Nickleby was not the sort of 
person to be told anything in a hurry, or rather to 
comprehend anything of peculiar delicacy or im- 
portance on a short notice. . . . 

“ ‘ Anybody who had come in upon us suddenly 
would Mve supposed that I was confusing and 
distracting, instead of making things pl^er; 
upon my word they would.’ . . . 

“ ‘ I am very sorry indeed said Mrs. Nicexeby, 
am very sorry indeed for all this. I reaUy 
don’t know what would be the best to do, and 
that ’s the truth ; . . . but if it could be settled in 
any fnendly manner— and some fair arrangement 
was come to, so that we undertook to have fish 
twice a week, and a pudding once, or a dumpling, 
or something of that sort, I do think it might be 
veiT satisfactory and pleasant for all parties.’ 

“This compromise, which was proposed with 
abund^ce of tears and sighs, not exactly meeting 
the point at issue, nobody took any notice of it.” 

Diekm^s « mcholas NwkUhy:^] 

micledy NoV* 

Oh 1 where are we next to be carried, 

My own dear Nickleby Nod ? 

We Ye worried, and hurried, and harried ! 
In pickle has no one a rod ? 


Obstruction ’s becoming a bore ; 

We ^re victims of boor, clown, and cad. 

It seems of our “noble six hundred ” 

A solid majority ’s mad I 

Dickens was surely prophetic, 

My own dear Nicklebt Nod ! 

The plight of yourself is pathetic, 

The state of the House appears odd. 

Can't we live quiet and decent ? 

The shindy makes common sense sad : 

It seems from occurrences recent 
The mass of the House must be mad ! 

Whom should we ask to protect us, 

My own dear Nicklebt Nod ? 

A rowdy rot seems to infect us 
And Nemesis looks leaden-shod. 
Shouldn’t we look to the Chair 
To save us from garrulous fad, 

When row-de-dow fills all the air. 

And the bulk of the House is gone mad ? 

Cynics may find it amusing. 

My own dear Nicklebt Nod, 

This venomons mutual abusing. 

Thersites seems ranked as a god. 
Billingsgate sways our big swells, 

Talent plays Brummagem Cad. 

’Tis worse than Sarcasm of Sadler’s Wells. 
You ’re mild— and your House is mad I 

More is to come in the Autumn, 

My own poor Nicklebt Nod I 
W e trust by that time you’ll have taught ’em 
Some decency— e’en by the rod. 

“ Not say any more about it ? ” 

That will scarce answer, my lad I 
Patience may soothe, hut I doubt it 
Much— when the culprits are mad! 


“ Settled in some friendly manner ? ” 

My own poor Nicklebt Nod, 
Chamberlain, Sexton, and Tanner 
(Say) as “ fair friends ” would look odd. 
Gladstone, and Balfour, andSAUNDERSON, 
Might keep the peace, and be glad ; 

But while malignity maunders on 
Nicklebt policy. ’s — ^mad! 

“ Somefairarraneement?”— Russell f 
My own poor Nicklebt Nod, 

Hark how they howl, shriek, and hustle I 
Nay ; you must whip out the rod. 

Wish you had brought it forth sooner. 

Nicklebt role, my dear lad, 

Of mild, muddled, well-meaning mooner, 
Won’t work— with a House gone mad! 


News from Uganda.“““A conference,’' 
so the Times special lately wrote, “ took 
place between Bishop Tucker and _Mon- 
seignenr Hirth,” with a view to amicably 
arranging their respective^ missions. Mon- 
seigneur Hirth wished to sing the old nigger . 
melody of “ Out oh de way ole Dan TucT^r'' 
Imperial Commissioner objected. Bishop 
Tucker, lineal descendant of^ the cele- 
brated little Thomas who “cried for his 
suiiper,” wanted to have all the^ black anii * 
wmte bread to himself according to‘ the 
ancient nursery tradition of the TucSdfcR. 
family. Commissioner, quite a Galuo in 
his way, wouldn’t hear of it,^ Dltimately 
the two ecclesiastical antagonists came to 
terms, the Commissioner (Oar Own) wisely 
observing that “ as the object of both mis- 
sions was a spiritual one, there ought to be 
no Hirthly ground for disagreement.” 
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LAYS OF MODERN HOME. 

THE FIRST COOK! 

Cook, in that ambrosial, imwitheTing 
Halcyon, rapturous, and honeymooning’ prime I — 

She, who, aware of Helenas babyish and blithering 
Innocence, did a lot of mischief in her time. 

Oh I for her soup, a weird, insuperable fearfulness, 
of arrowroot, and gelatine, and lard; 
reject it, when a bride besought, with tearfulness, 
Hard, to accept, and to assimilate it, hard I 

Oh! for her leather-like, 
her^ nauseating ome- 

Oh! for her cutlets and 

' potatoes black as ink I 

Oft, of necessity, would I 
B the Buttons, Tomht, let 

fatten on luxuries that 
ijlCT bothered him, I think. 

And she would mingle, 

- wmld that woman who 

-f-] incontestable with 

M' Ff.. { ■ everything I ate, 

j. J \ Whereby the veriest he- 

;|lljt t ■ V ginner of anatomy 

' ' i* ‘ ' ■ *' ' \ “ \ ffl( that she must he in 

T- ' tI. ' ' II ilil '' complexion a brunette. 










Wild were her sances, like 
herself, devoid of rea- 
soning ; 


WHAT’S IX A NAME? 

[“At the World’s Fair, in Chicago, the other day, the Rev John Jameson, 
r Vi'-giiiia, smashed u stand containing an, exliibit of Irish W hiskey.’’] 

What ’s this ? Am I dreaming ? I fancy I am : 

But no — it is printed without any dam. 

“ The Reverend gentleman stood by the stand, 

With a hickory cudgel upraised in his hand. 

Then, with fury and fire in his clerical eye. 

This temperate priest on the bottles let fiy.” 

Ob, the waste ot good liquor ; to thiuk there should be 
A man who with whiskey would dare to make free ; 

And to think — which but adds to the sin and the shame— 

That the spoiler of whiskey should own such a name. 

One might sooner expect that some learned Q. C. 

Should abiure what he lives by, and welcomes — a fee ; 

That a judge should break laws, or a gaoler break chains, 

Or a “ guinea-pig ” turn in disgust from his gains ; 

That a bookie should preach, or a bishop should bet, 

That a slave of the Season should break etiquette ; 

A landlord proclaim his dislike of his rent, 

Sleek Moses protest against eighty per cent; 

That a priest should east doubts on a stole or a cope, 

Or Pe*rs hint a fault in the worth of his soap. 

Such sights would he strange, but they cannot compare 
With the sight that was seen t’other day at the Fair, 

When JoHNT Jameson smashed (or the newspai)ers fib it) 

With his hickory cudgel a whiskey-exhibit. 


THE LATEST PARISIAN ROMANCE/^ 

{Translated from the original French Canard,) 

They were hunting him down. They had traced him from spot 


Trr, « indubitably clear, 

fv hy the invariable factor in her seasoning 
Always reminded me so forcibly of Beer, 


Why, when my darling sighed, 
ready, Ted,” 


And I rejoined that we were thin while they were fat, 
Whv, their increasing superfluities were crecuted 
Ail to a manifestly unoffending cat. 


a joint of whatsoever solid vastiness 
Quitted the dining-room, it never came again ; 
Why my allusions to her culinary nastiness 
Only encouraged her, it beats me to explain. 


soning ; to s^t. Now he was in the barracks bribing the Army, now in the 

Still I have never been Ministerial Bureau offering gold to the Members of the Government, 

indubitably clear, now in the office of the leading newspaper arranging for ^ back 

zoning pages in advertisements at double the scale price. His pernicious 

Beer, influence was felt everywhere. The whole body was permeated with 

n 1 T. 1 ^ poisonous atmosphere of corruption. 

The weekly books are ‘‘We shall have him now,” said the first detective, as he looked 
, . to the lock of his revolver, 

aile they yjerQ fat, “I^q doubt about it,” returned the other, as he loosed his sword 

-re credited la its scabbard. “ He cannot escape us.” 

Then the force of cavalry, infantry and artillery in attendance 
I Yastiness raised a stealthy cheer. It had been difficult to bring the charges 

ime aeain • home to the accused, but they had succeeded. It seemed impossible 

® ’ to prove his identity, but now they had surrounded him. It was 


True, for our wages, which where somewhere near 
“ Twenty-ones,” 

Great expectations would have been a trifle rash. 

Still, p her perquisites, I know, were cent. -per-cent, -y onesj 
Ah I how I wish a CAe/had fed us for the cash I 


only a question of a few minutes, and he would be their prisoner. 
The detectives entered the cafe. They looked around them. They 
near the could see no one answering to his description. All who were there 
had black beards, black shaggy hair. They could see no red tresses, 


yellow Dundreary whiskers and prominent front teeth. Where 

Still, p her perquisites, I know, were cent. -per-cent, -y ones, comdhebe? ^ . , , „ t , 

Ah ! how I wish a CAe/had fed us for the cash I les, there is one diner who has ordered a singular meal,” replied 

a garcon^ in reply to a question, “ He has asked for turtle- soup. 
On I my first Cook ! A gem with so much rare and rich in her, raw herrings, raw beef, raw mutton chops, plum-pudding and a 
Irreconciieable, impenetrable soul, barrel of porter-beer.” 

How I exulted when she fell against the kitchener, “ It must be he,” cried the detectives, in a breath; “only an 

Urged by a Nemesis (and legs) beyond control. Englishman would want such a meal.” 

tt X. And he asked for the and PwwcA,” added the waiter. 

when my fluttered pet, believing her immaculate, « Proof conclusive of nationality ; ” and in a moment the man was 

Hied to her aid, and heard, You ain't a Lady, Mum ! ” surrounded and seized. 

How I was forced to rather brutaUy ejaculate, “ You dare not touch me,” he shouted, battling with his captors. 

Hum . V ery rum I ^you see the cause of it is runi,^ “ I am sacred, and if you offer violence you pledge your country to 

^ Somehow^ Impressed by the stranger’s vehemence, the detectives released him. 

Need^mu^’ Once free, he fiirew off hfs black wig, took ofi: his false nose, and put 

slncfwfsn^^vt T spectacles. Then he gazed around Mm proudly, 

bince we survive the Cook, you wept to send away ! PAmhassadeur,” said the voice. 

— , =: “It is granted,” returned their now-released prisoner, and he 

nothing about fish coachman drove the Ambassador to a grand mansion in the 

can be found in the advertisements. The fish are, it may be Fauhonro- fit Hnnorii 

supposed, “taken for granted,” They are conspicuous by their K • • 

absence ; but instead yon read how “ a human being dives,” bow Sequel [from the original English). 

somebody conjures, how there are “inirac^ous feats, ’ and “ four- And when the Ambassador read the above, he came back to his 
legged dancers,” and baby elephants waltzing and drum-playing ; native land, and observed, “ I think I have had enough of this.” 
how somebody of some importance “ walks upside down in mid-air ; ” And everyone at home agreed with him. 

how there “ serpentine ” dancers, “ pantomimists,” “ duettists.” 

and, ^ally, the ^ “ boxing kangaroo,” so that altogether the 

Aquarium may stiE congratulate itself on a show of about the By Ouk Out-and-Out-eveey-Evenino Man. — Mem* The only 
‘ queerest, oddest fish” in the world. endurable “ Squash ” in this hot weather is “ Lemon Squash.’* 


O’n ! my first Cook ! A gem with so much rare and rich in her, 
Irreconciieable, impenetrable soul. 

How I exulted when she fell against the kitchener, 

Urged by a Nemesis (and legs) beyond control. 

H^, when my fluttered pet, believing her immaculate, 

Hied to her aid, and heard, “ You ain't a Lady, Mum ! ” 
How I was forced to rather brutally ejaculate, 

“ Rum ! Very rum I— you see the cause of it is ‘ rum.^ ” 

Oh ! that first year of married paradise ! My attitude 
Somehow, my sweet, on this our second Wedding-day, 

Needs must be one of unadulterated gratitude. 

Since we survive the Cook, you wept to send away ! 
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QUEER ENGLISH. 

We are delighted — everyone is 
delighted, and that is much ihe 
same thing— to know that Mrs. 
Bi-NCEOFT is by this time on the 
high road to recovery from the 
effects of what might have been a 
serious accident. The “inimit- 
able” was in a Hansom, when 
the horse suddenly fell. Had 
Mrs. Bats? CROFT been only 
what is professionally known 
as “A Walking Lady,” this 
could not have happened. The 
Daily '■Telegraph? 8 account of it 
informed us that “Mr. Blake- 
ley, now of the Criterion Theatre, 
and once a member of Mr. and 
Mrs. Batstceoft’s own company, 
who was happily passing imme- 
diately after the occurrence, was 
the means of having the lady 
taken to her private residence.” 
Mr. Blakeley is always “ happy” 
in any part he undertakes, nihil 
tetigit quod non ornavit, and no 
doubt he was “ happily passing.” 
perhaps gaily whistling, lightly 
stepping, merrily twirling a stick, 
and walking along ‘ ‘ thinking of 
nothing at all,” when he became 
aware of the danger to the popular 
ex - manageress, which at once 
changed his note from a tenner to 
an alto: in fact alto-gether altered 
it. [The above comment would 
have been impossible had the 
reporter stated that, “ Happily 
for Mrs, Bancroft, Mr. Blake- 
ley, &c., &c., was passing at the 
moment, and, &o., &c.”] 

“ Ben Teoyato I Yes, found 
at last; this Ben is Mr. Ben 
Davies, who sang five songs before 
the Queen, that is — ^to avoid all 
appearance of rudeness— in Her 
Gracious Majesty’s presence, one 
day last week. He is now “Big 
Ben Trovato-re” in chief, and 
long may he remam so. 

A Peopee Name.— That pecu- 
liar but not uncommon ornitho- 
logical species known as “ Gaol- 
birds” ought to be kept in a 
Knave~iary, 


from professor MUDDLE. 

Punch,— Y our poet 
week’s issue) reminds me 

I of my ownunfortunate experience. 

, ^ . 1 j Ever since I read that inspired 

' ' ' (U work, Alice in Blunderland,^ I 

— ~ I do not seem to be able to give 

' ' ^ correct version of any of the 

' i nlll 11^ poems I have long been accus- 

r fWxmX tomed to repeat or sing. After 

) I H j/klJ] dinner the other night I was 

^ 1, asked to sing, and gave awell- 

1- ■ I Mill known song as follows : — 

w yJiS® wiOMa^Wfl/iA Think of me only with thy nose, 

II WHwMBm mmmk words need then be said ; I 

lif JwilP sweetly with thine { 

ImNMUj [ears, 

thirst that in my body burns 

/ ^ ^ ^ Demands both food and wine, 

I ^ So when I next shall call on thee 

^ , // M \V / OT You ’ll know I ’ve come to dine. 

uV’ /M \\\Mm Thou sent’st me late a rose-bud 

Mi'/f Mi \iy m 

\\ ' ( ill// Mil Ik jk much honouring me 

\\ \ 1 V fy/ (M\n ' \ m \ ^ jEL A.s hoping near my heart I ’d wear 

^ iKiM/MwImME/ It all for love of thee. 

^ returned it through the 

K ^ ' ll m vu I Forgive me, if you can— 

Bh W I ^ Ifw ’ Since when I trow thou hast found 

ITOw Mm W out 

^ W T I Hfi i W h ^ ^ marrying man. 

l 1 \\V Teop.— The last item of I 

\ \ WvJ? Mill IKymMGw the wenw, as given in the Worlds \ 

1 1 (iMI /Mu’ of the Royal Wedding Breakfast, 

^ llui iHn /m HMMmB the sweets, was named in 

IlMlIi ^ /witfll plain English, — aU the previous 

hi Ml I V IIBIftflflii dishes bemg given in French, — 

\ /K iWfiSpCW^ ** roast fowls.” But how on 

‘//wMwMwM \ \ i jwBW lSlm oarth after ^ four^ courses^ and 

¥ jliuKjluvifll \ 1 ^^[puSIwS^K^SmaKL \ ?mk \ ^'^oets, finishing with “ Fdtisserie 

1 \ 1 WkSPi mWlm ' could anyone have the 

'InmfiSiEm ^ conscience — ^we put it in this way 

I ikMmSnJnm tim /MuSm lmc)/W!lEEw/ — to ask for and to eat any portion 

of “ cold roast fowls ” ? 

^ Y a / “This is^ a Goak.’’— The 

i| jrW k’A vp\^ ^Vv Weekly Register^ recording the 

^ I I n K event of a Baronetcy being con- 

TOO OONSOIENTIOUS BY HALF. 

“ Is that ENOUGH, SiR ? ” the honouT will be no barren one.” 

“Yes ; that’ll do very weli. And now Shave mb, please.” Yevj good, W, R. The italics 


TOO CONSCIENTIOUS BY HALF. 

“Is THAT ENOUGH, SiR ? ” 


“I OUGHT TO MENTION THAT SHAVING IS THREEPENCE EXTRA, 

Sir. Do you really think it ’s worth while ? ” 


are ours, just to emphasize the 
pun. 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

extracted from the diary op toby, M.P. 

House of Commons^ Monday^ July 10.— Glad the sitting’s over; 
often get a little mixed here ; never so magnificently as to-night. 
Reached 9th Clause Home-Rule BUI, which settles question of Irish 
Representation in Imperial Parliament. When Mr. G. brought in 
his BUI in 1886, he proposed to exclude Irish Members. Remember 
very well the cheer that filled the Chamber when that announcement 
made on introduction of Bill. Those were, as Pat O’Brien used to 
say, “the days of all-night sittings.” Irish Members stood in bitter 
implacable attitude of obstruction. At prospect of clearing tbem out, 
giving Great Britain some peace in its own Parliament, tbe hearts 
of Members leaped for joy. Seemed at moment as if t^ bribe would 
be enough to carry the Bill. ^ 

Then came time for refiection ; chance of reviewing opportunities. 
J oseph’s rapid insight perceived in this arrangement a stab at tbe 
Union. In phrase which Squire of Malwood to-night obligingly 
recalled he had written, “ The key of the position is the maintenance 
of the full representation of Ireland in the Imperial Parliament.” 

M^ G., profiting b]r experience, proposes in present Bill to main- 
tain Iri^ representation in slightly modified number. That would 
seem to cut ground from under Joseph’s clinging feet. ■\^at he 
passionately, persistently demanded in 1886, is conceded in 1893. If 
he cannot abear other provisions of the Bill, he must surely defend 
the one that retains Irish Members at Westminster. Must he, 


indeed ? Those who think so, know not Joseph. For some men the 
fence might seem a hopelessly stiff one. Joseph takes it as an 
ordinary item in the day’s work. No apology ; no retraction ; no 
explanation. Black was black in 1886. He, at risk of severing 
long friendships, said so, and was right. In 1893 black is white. He, 
anxious only tor the prevalence of truth, says so, and is right again. 

This would have been pret^ picture for a July night; hut anyone 
I could have drawn it. In House of Commons it ’s as common as 
pastels on the pavement. Joseph went the step further that marks 
the wide gulf between genius and mediocrity. Having declared 
that in 1893 he, impelled by irresistible conscience and unfathomable 
love for his country, would vote against what in 1886 he (subject to 
same Mueuce) described as the key of the position, Joey C. turned 
upon his right hon. friends on the Treasury Bench, and with manly 
emotion that brought tears to the eyes of the Member for Sark, 
deplored their inconsistency. 

“What I like about Joseph,” said the Member for Sark, “ is his 
thoroughness. On finding himself in this new pit, he might have 
stopped at the bottom and said nothing till the storm had blown over. 
Or, thinking that a mean evasion, he might have defended the course 
he has adopted. Those are the alternatives presented to ordinary 
mankind : only to Joseph comes the idea of standing np and indig- 
nantly belabouring Mr. G. and John Mobley for indulgence in the 
unpardonable sin of inconsistency I ” 

Business rfowe.— P rince Arthur. Joseph, Sage of Queen Anne’s 
Gate, and John Redmond, unite their forces against Government. 
Mr. G. saved by skin of the teeth and majority of 14. 




PARLIAMENTARY BEAR-GARDEN. 
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Tuesday, — Tm Healt is an honest man and a loyal^ colleague. 
Bat -we are all weak on some point. Temptation irresistible to Tm 
is to appropriate other people’s rows. To-night’s row distinctly 
and exclusively Sixton’g. Yet Tiar promptly came to the front, 
and remained there throughout the storm. The one clear impression 
amidst confusing uproar was that Tim was bobbing on top of the 
turbulence like a cork on the apex of a water- spout. ^ 

Beobbick: began it, and while storm raged sat silent, astonished 
at his own moderation. Had merely remarked that the Irish people 
were impecunious and garrulous. As an Irishman himself ought to 
know something on point. Saundeesoit, another member of a gifted 
race, explained that, on the whole, he was inclined to regard remark 
as complimentary. Sexto x, taking a different view, retorted with 
observation that Bbodbics’s language was grossly impertinent. 
Chairman, appealed to on point of order, gave a nice ruling. It is 
now established among Parliamentary precedents that the phrase 
“ grossly impertinent,” if addressed to an indivitual, is rank blas- 
phemy; when applied to a thing ’tis but a choleric word. Com- 
mittee might useluUy have applied itself to consideration of this 
delicate distinction. “ Instead of which,” as the magistrate once 
said, it went about roaring like a famished lion. 

For some minutes everyone seemed on his legs. Caemabthen had 
advantage over most Members by reason of his more than six feet 
length ; Hbaxdolph, feeling old emotions stirred within him, took 
prominent part in the fray; Mr. Gr., leaning across the table, fixed 
his glowing eyes on Geaxdolph, and warned him that his conduct 
was not calculated to assist the Committee in its dilemma; the 
voice of T. W. Russell was heard in the land; Pblncb Abthue had 
much to say ; Dr. Tanker broke long silence with a shout ; even 
JirsTiN McCarthy was seen on his feet, and was howled at as if he 
had been discovered in the act of stealing the Chairman’s pocket- 
handkerchief. But Tim topped them all. They were intermittent; 
he continuous. Whenever there was approach to pause in the 
clamour, Tim’s strident voice filled it up with genial observation. 
“ Name I Name I ” they roared at Mm. “ Drag him out,” was the 
advice given by one forlorn legislator. In delirious delight of the 
rapturous hour Tim took no notice of these objurgations and inter- 
ruptions. “ It ’s not your funeral,” an envious countryman snarled 
in his ear. Certainly not; hut that should make no difference, 
Tim would improve the opportunity to whomsoever it might belong ; 
and he did. 

Business done. — None. But we had a cheerful row. 

Thursday. --^eme excellent speaking to-night, and a walking- 
match, in which, lap after lap, 

Grovemment won. Wallace led 
off with speech sparkling with 
point; the^ more effective by 
contrast with stolid manner. 

House crowded and applausive ; 
always grateful to have some- 
thing fresh ; get it from Wal- 
lace, both in manner and matter. 

Prince Abthitr, following later, 
unusually hitter ; pegged away 
at Bill and Gov- 
ernment for half 
an hour, and sat 
down with asser- 
tion that such a 
Government was 
not worth attack- 
ing, Mr. G., who 
had listened to 
Wallace’s 
home- thrusts 
with face appre- 
ciative of their 
humour, was'un- 
accountably dis- 
turbed by Relence 
Abthtjb?s com- 
mentaries. He 
sat immediately 
opposite, waiting 

legs “Waiting to Spring.” 

crossed and arms tightly folded, literally holding himself in. On 
. Ms feet with catapnltic force when Prince Abthur, gracefully 
gathering his skirts, sat down. A Government not worthy of attack. 
Ho I A Government that had failed to adhere to the main principles 
of its policy. Ha ! But there was another Government wMch, in 
1886, had denounced as dishonest a revision of judicial rents in Ire- 
land, and a few months later had passed Bill revising them. Had 
Prince Arthur belonged to that Government ? If so, how did he 
uplift this lofty standard of action, than which no Pharisee that 
ever lived in Judea carried it higher ? TMs and much more Mr. G, 



declaimed at top of voice, with fiashing eyes, and exuberant gestures, 
cheers and counter cheers filling House. Naturally Joseph fol- 
lowed with some kind words about “my right hon. friend.” 
Squire op Malwoob, long silent, could not resist temptation to 
plunge in. House went off to dinner exhausted by the tornado of 
bitter, brilliant speech. 

Dull enough after dinner, when walking-match began. Perform- 
ance announced for ten o’clock ; began punctually ; Mellor acted 
as starter. Course, round the Division Lobbies and back to seats. 
Time, by Benson’s chronometer, varied from 16 mins. 25 secs, 
to 18 mins 3 secs. Programme included eighteen races ; numbered 
Clause 9 to 26 inclusive ; betting 5 to 1 on Government to pull 
through ; some uncertainty round first division ; talk about plungers 
in Ministerial team; when made known that majority was 27, it 
was seen that Government were safe. Interest in subsequent races 
fell away as Government majority mounted up.^ For some of the 
events the Opposition did not appear at starting-post; Govern- 
ment walked over. 

“ Demmit, Douglas,” said Lord Nom Tobbt, coming in mopping 
his brow, after eighth Division, “this is not good enough. Next 
Thursday I shall send my man down, and let him do the walking 
round,^ No use keeping a dog and barking yourself.” 

Business done . — Clauses 9 to 26 added to Home-Rule Bill. 

Friday . — Don't Keir Harbie made bold bid to-day for cheap 
advertisement. Motion for Address to Q,ueen in congratulation on 
Royal Marriage. Don’t Keir tacked himself on to performance 
with attempted Amendment on behalf of the poor and needy. Found 
no probability of anyone seconding his Amendment, which therefore 
could not be put. Still, served his purpose ; suggested visions of 
portrait of Benefactor of the People (penny plain, twopence coloured) 
Bung in all the cottage homes of England. 

“ Curious,” says the Member for Sark, “how rapidly Don’t Retr 
Harbie has played himself out ; perhaps rather notable than curious. 
House of Commons is the quickest macMne ever invented for taking 
the measure of a man. Has looked at Member for West Ham, 
measured him, weighed Mm, and set Mm aside. When, less than 
a year ago, he came down, with Ms brass band and Ms trumpets 
tootling, he was Don’t Keie Harbie. Now, if I may say so, the 
boot’s on the other leg ; it’s the House of Commons that Don’t Keir 
for Hardie.” 

Business Done . — More about Home-Rule Scheme. 


aUEER aUERlES. 

A Municipal Hall. — I see the County Council are thinking of 
spending nearly a million of the ratepayers’ money in buying a site 
for a municipal palace in Parliament Street, because the members — 
pending the time when they are all elected to the Legislature— want 
to be as close to it as possible. Why not let them be still closer, in 
WestDoinster Hall itself, which is now untenanted? Or if the 
members don’t like that, why not make a working arrangement with 
the House of Commons to use that chamber in the mornings before 
the M.P.’s come down to it? This would be something like an 
“ in-and-out ” clause, and would save no end of money. 

True Economist. 

Rewarbs to Raconteurs. — I am considered a first-rate story- 
teller and conversationalist ; indeed, few dinner parties (at Lower 
Tooting) can get on without me. Do you think I could get elected 
to the Reform Club without paying the entrance subscription ? I 
see that some members of that club nave been left £2000 each as a 
reward for “ brightening the evenings” of a deceased member, and 
I feel certain that had the testator known me, he would have 
increased my legacy to £4000 at least. My sparkling powers of 
conversation are often called a “gift,” but I don’t want them to he 
a gift if I could get anything for them. 

Sybnet Macaulay PD^ywarb Smith. 


PjRESENt! Fire! Bang-Rok! — “Three Frenchmen killed, two 
wounded; twenty Siamese killed, and twelve wounded,” — such is 
the first result of French BCumann^ismg infiuence in Siam. 


A New Maritime Resort. — “I’m sure,” observed Mrs. R., 
“ that a really pleasant thing to do in the summer holidays would 
be to take a trip to the Specific Islands.” 


The Greatest Authority on the Working of the “In-anb- 
OuT ” Clauses, — Mr. Sexton, M.P. ! 


Going against the Grein. — Refusing to patroMse the Inde- 
pendent Theatre. 


French Billiarbs at Siam. — The Cannon Game» 



July 29, 1893.] 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


MUSCULAR EDUCATION. 

Mk, Punch has much pleasure iu recommending: the following 
Prospectus to the notice of parents desirous of finding a thoroughly 
practical school where boys are educated according to the real 
requirements of modem life. 

CLOAKTHUS HOUSE, MARKET DEEPANUM, OXOX. 

Mr. J. Pen-Eullox, M.A» Cambs., and the Eev. Wilfeid 

Bails, B.A. Oxon, receive 
pupils to prepare for the 
/( _ great public schools and 


/{ _ public schools and 

universities. 

\ J ^ The weU-known quali- 

3 filcations of Mr. Pen-Eux- 

rowed stroke in 

f iits university boat in the 

celebrated race at Amwell 
r*/ in 1878, and of the Eev. 

/ / inwt I Mr. Bails, who played for 

Oxford in the famous uni- 
versitv match in the Com- 
mon Fields in 1882, will be 
sufficient guarantee that 
the boys will be thoroughly 
well instructed. 

Besides Eowing, Cricket, 
and Football; Swimming, 
Eacquets, Boxing, and 
Hockey, are specially at- 
tended to by competent 
Assistant - Masters, under 
the personal supervision of 
the Principals. 

Billiards, Lawn- tennis. 
Poker, Hurr and Spell, and 
some other minor games, now too frequently neglected in the educa- 
tion of youth, will find their due place in the curriculum of Cloanthus 
House. . 

It is in contemplation, should a sufficient number of boys show a 
marked inclination for such studies, to engage a Board-school Master, 
of approved competence, to direct literary and soientifiLO work. 

Terms, inclusive, £250 per annum, payable in advance : the only 
extras at present being Heading, ^^riting. Polo, and Arithmetic. 

Eeferenoe is kindly permitted to the following • -The Eight Eev. 
the Bishop of Isthmia ; the Editor of the Sporting Life ; the Eev. 
E. E; D. Hobgan, M.A., Jesurum Col., Cambs; the Sports Editor of 
the Field; the Warden of Mortlake College, Putney; Dr. S. A. 
Grace, LL.D. ; the Hon. and Eev. Hublingham Peel. 

THE BITTER CEY OF THE BEOEEN-YOICED CHORISTER. 
{A long imy after Tennyson , ) 


Break, break, break, And the anthems still go on 

0 voice on that clear top Cl With boy-trebles sharp and 
And I would that my throat could shriU ; 

utter But 0 for mg “ compass,” so high 

High notes as they used to be, and grand, 

0 well for old Bundlecoop’ s boy voice that I used to trill I 

That he still shouts his fiUl Break, break, break, 
round A I Like a creaky old g 

0 well for that tow-headed lad But the high treble 
That he sings in his old clear ^ voice that is ci 
way. Will never come bi 


Like a creaky old gate, top C I 
But the high treble notes of a 
voice that is cracked, 

Will never come back to me I 


aUEER QUERIES. 

The White Currency Question. —Can nothing be done to 
prevent the Indian Viceroy from carrying out his monstrous pro- 
posal about the Rupee ? I was just off to Bombay (haying recently 
completed a period of enforced seclusion in Devonshire, occasioned 
by a too successful competition with a monopolist M.int) on the 
strength of a newspaper paragraph that “Free Coining of SEver” 
was permitted in that happy land. Free Coining 1 In my opinion 
it beats “ Free Education’' hollow, and is just what I have always 
wanted. I felt that my fortune was made, when suddenly the news 
comes that the free coinage business is stopped ! What an injustice ! 
In the name of the down-trodden Hindoo, to whom my specially 
manufactured niekel-and-tin Rupee would have been quite a new 
revelation, I protest against this interference with the immemorial 
customs of our Oriental fellow- subjects. — Jeremiah DUddla. 

CONTBIBUTED BY OUR Ow"N WELSH- HaRPLU’S MAGAZINE.— 
With the Ap Morgans, A p Ehts, Ap Jones, and many others, Wales 
is the ideal “ *Appy Land.” 


SEASONABLE. 

{By a future Lord Cliancellcr,^ 

The close of the season, the close of the season, 

It leaves a inan rifled of rhino and reason ; 

And now, with hot rain and a westerly breeze on, 

I don’t opine racketing London agrees on 
The whole with Society. “ Kyne Eleison ” 

I ’ll chaunt when I stand with my wife and my wee son 
Some windy “Parade” or exuberant “ Lees” on, 

In the splash of the salt and the flash of the free sun, 

And am garbed in a fashion that, sure, would be treason 
To Bond Street ; and ruminate, sprawling at ease on 
The sands with their bands and exteMore sprees on. — 
“Table d’Hote-ards,” repair to your Homburgs or freeze on 
Cosmopolitan Alps, and eat kickshaws to tease one ; 

But 7ne let the niggers marine and the sea’s un- - 

Translateable sing-song, and bathers with d s on, 

Delight, and bare children, their noses and knees on, 

Till quite I forget Messrs. Welby and Meeson 
(Those deswts of law) and my failures, and fees un- 
Liquidatedf as yet, and myseK— and the season I 


AT COYENT GARDEN LAST THURSDAY. 

Production of new Opera, Amy Bobsart, arranged (and very 
well arranged, too) from Sir Walter Scott’s novel, by Sir Augustus 
Harris and Paul Milliet, the English adaptation by Frederic 
Weatherly, and music by Isidore de Lara. Calve in the title 
ro/e, splendid ; going through everything — three rather lengthy Acts, 
two impassioned love-duets, and the trap-door in the bridge — ^with 
unflagging spirit and charm. 

In the Second Act, Kenilworth shown illuminated for the reception 
oi Elizabeth — Leicester having evidently borrowed one of the band 
kiosks from Earl’s Court. accord- 

ing to stage directions, should have entered 
“ seated upon a magnificent white horse,” ^ 
but preferred to walk in. Possibly her steed 
detained by business engagements. As repre- 
sented by Madame Armand, an easy-going, 
sunny-tempered sovereign, with an amiable 
dislike of any “ unpleasantness ” among her 
courtiers. The Earl of Sussex the most 

impressive mute (next to his contemporary y, m 

the Earl of Burleigh in The Critic) on the 

boards, — ^nothing to do but look haughty, ‘ [ijr 

and at last, at the Queen’s command, consent f ' 

to become reconciled to Leicester^ — but the ^ ^ ' 

subtle suggestion in his “ shake-hands ” that he did so on com- 
pulsion, and reserved himself the right of punching Leicester* s head 
at the first convenient opportunity, very artistically conveyed. 
Part most carefully thought out. The Revels cut short by the incon- 
siderate appearance of Amy Bohsart when they were just beginning, 
which must have been annoying for the Lady of the Lake, who had 
just arrived to pay homage to the Queen, and found herself obliged 
to get upon her floating island again, and go home in the most 
ignominious manner, without waiting even for the “ shower of stars,” 

I which were to have fallen over the water. Elizabeth^ however, seemed 
I quite unruffled by the interruption, perhaps thinking that anything 
was a relief which pnt an end to the revels. Finale to this Act 
dramatic, and well worked up. Third Act in two short tableaux^ 
concluding with a duel and explanation (in two lines) between 
Leicester' and Tressilian^ after which the opera ends abruptly with 
Varney's highly ungentlemanly practical joke upon poor Ayny 
Bohsart, and Leicester's request to Tressilian to take his sword 
and run him through — which, however, he had no time to grant, 
as the curtain fell at that moment. After that, weE-de served 
flor^ tributes to Madame Calve, and enthusiastic calls for singers, 
composer, manager, and carriages. 




“FOLLOW ON!” 

{A Cricketer's ” Catch," AiR—“ Come Follow J ”) 

First Voice, Gome follow, foEow, foEow, follow, follow, foEow on ! 
Second Voice, Why then should I follow, foEow, foEow, why then 
must I foEow, foEow on r 

Third Voice, When yon ’re Eighty runs or more behind our score you 
foEow on I 

ACCOMMODATING. 

G, O, M, [to Badical Member), My dear Sir, wiE you vote for 
this claufe ? 

Bad, Mc7n, 1 wEl, Sir. What is it ? 


VOL. CV. 



“TOO KIND BY HALF.” 

■VToMAir ” Jacques Bcnlwmnie. “Pardon, uon ami! ‘Savb in thb wat of Kindnbss- 
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TOO KIND BY HALP. 

[**The independence and integrity of Siam ... is a subject of great 
importance to the British, and more especially to the British Indian 
Empire.” — Lord Rosebery, We have in no way any intention of threatening 
the independence of Siam.” — M, Develle,'] 

British Tar so7n&way after Mr, Rudy ard Kipling's “ Tommy, 

Air—** Mandalay, 

“ By the old Motilmein Pagoda, lookin’ eastward to the sea, 

There ’s a Borma girl a settin’,” an’ she takes ’er time from me. 

But this Siam puss looks pooty, and I ’m sorter hound to say 
“ You stand back, you sailor Frenchy ! that’s a game as two can , 
play ! ” »Twas my game at Mandalay, 

And you seem on the same lay : 

You can twig my Jack a-flaunting from the Nile to Mandalay ; 

But this I ’ve got to say, l 

If your ’and on ’er you lay, 

I shall ask you to take a ’and in a game as men can play ! 

’Er petticoat is yaJler, and ’er little cap is green, 

And— I shouldn’t half object to interjuce ’er to my Queen I 
I don’t want to see ’er suckin’ of a Paris ci^ette, 

And a-wastin’ purchased kisses on French Bullyrards— you bet I 
No, I wouldn’t shed no blood, 

But by Mekon’s yaller mud, 

I ’aye always felt it “ bizness” to take care no riyal stud 
On my road to “ far Cathay.” 

Wot ? She ’s firedupon your gunboats ? Well, I ’d liketoknow, yet see, 
If them gunboats wos cavortin’ where they didn’t ought to be. 

Your clutch upon ’er wrist, eh? W'eH, that’s like your bloomin’ 
cheek 1 [squeak— 

She shrinks from you, my Frenchy. No, yer know if she should 
Give a reglar woman’s squeak. 

Though she looks carved out o’ teak— 

I should think o’ my own womankind, my friend, and I shouldspeak 
In the British sailor’s way I 


You’E “respect ’er Independence and Integrity,” you say ? 

Well, a man who on a woman ’is ’and would dare to lay — 

Hay? Save in the way o’ kyindnessJ Why, you’ve capped me 
there, I own. 

Which I didn’t thipk that sentiment to Frenchies was beknown. 


It ’s a bit o’ good old Yrc. 1 

But you ’ve nicked it quick and slick. 

Well, I ’ope you ’U square it fairly, an<i not lay it on too thick, 

In the brave old Bismarck way 1 

The idea o’ wasting ivory, silk, and peacocks’ tails, and such. 

Upon merchants who ’re a trifle too much like George s 

“Dutch.”’’ 

When a fair and square Free Trader, like — ^well, not wnlike myself, 

Could stand by for to purtect ’er, and ’elp ’er— and ’im — ^pile pelf, 
Well — I can quite understand 
She may find your ’eavy ’and 

Too hyind by half, my Frenchy, and prefer the British land, 

And the British Tar’s old way. 

Yes; our Eosebery and your Devellb do agree— in words, no 

But, yer ^e, the Ten Commandments, in Bangkok, git turned 
about! , « 

“ Independence and Intewity ” for pooty dear Miss Siak, 

Is wot you ’re “ interestea in” my Frenchy,— and so J am I 
Only— in the game we play, 

Cards do turn up in a way ^ . 

That would stagger sly Ah Sih himself. If you git m my way 
On my road to “ Old Cathay,” 

Or my aid this gyurl sAowiSd pray, 

I might p’raps come down like thunder, — as I did in Mandalay 1 

* ** In matters of commerce, the fault of the Dutch 
Is giTing too little and asking too much.” 

Cmnin^'^s ‘*-4 FoHtical Despatch, 


The BattIiE op the Sexes. — Middlesex v. Sussex, 
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AT THE WORLD’S WATER SHOW. 

The performance has begun. Captain Botton has just descended the 
Chute in a boat, with a bevy of lightly-clad young ladies waving 
flags with shrill enthusiasm, Canadians, Indians, and Negroes 
row various craft containing Beauties of the Ballet about the 
Lake, An elderly Negress stands on an island, and waves a towel 
encouragingly at things in general. Two Clowns, accompanied by 
a futile individual disguised as a Frog, start to run round the 
margin of the Lake with a gallant determination to be funny, but 
abandon the attempt after making a quarter of the distance, and 
complete the circuit with a subdued and chastened demeanour, 

Mr, Bravo [to Mr. Blazzki, enthusiastically). Capital show this 
— wonderfully well arranged 1 

Mr, Blazzey {screioing up his eyes), Y — yes. Better if they’d 
had water running down the incline, though, and sent all the boats in 
that way. 

Mr, Bravo, Don’t see how they could pump up water enough for 
that, myself ; and if they did, it would all run through at the sides ! 

Mr, Blazz, [ignoring any hydraulic difficulties). Oh, they could 
have dodged that if they chose ; anyway, that ’s how it ought to 
have been managed I j 

Miss Frivell {to Mr, Hoplight), I can hardly believe this is the ! 
same place where Butpalo Bill ^ ^ 

gave his performance only last 
^e^, can you? It all looks so 

Mr, Hopl, [after ponderous 
consideration), I nnd no difficulty 
in recognising it, myself. The 
difference you observe is due to 
the fact that the arena which was 

originally constructed ^ f or— er — a 

displays of horsemanship requires 
to undergo some considerable — er 

—structural alterations before Ji 

being equalljr well adapted to a W 

performance in which — er — boat- m 

ing and swimming form the — er M 

Mws‘ Friv, [with exemplary 
gravU^, I.see.^ You mean there 

^r, JELopl, Water is undoubt- 

element in such an exhibSion. 

Miss Friv, How clever of you 
to know ^^at ! ^ But perhaps 

at it by the — er— liglX^of my own 
unassisted intelligence. 

Miss Friv, Did you ? Not 

really! “How far that little “ I find no difficulty in 

candle tluows his beams ! ” [To herself) I didn’t mean to be so 
rude as that ! But he ’s no business to be such a bore I 

Ufter the Sculling-race between Ross and Bubeae), 

1 hat was a good race, eh? They’re the champion scullers, you know. 

Mr, BI(kz, Don’t see the point of setting ’em to race here, 
tnou^. Rather like running the Derby in a riding-school ! 

A Sympathetic Lady [during the Swimyning-race), How well those 
girls do swum. I suppose they go under first, and then come up 
again. But how damp they must get, to be sure, doing that twice a 
^ daresay they never get their hair properly ^y from one 
week s end to another. I should think that must be so uncomfortable 
tor them, you know. However, they seem to be having plenty of 
run among themselves. I wish we could hear what they are saying ; 
but there s so much to look at, that one misses most of it ! 

[A Pontoon is ynoved mt into the centre of the Lake, and three 
’ttoc^ Mountain Wonders^^ give an entertainment on board. The 
flrst IVonder constructs the letter A with himself and two high 
laaaers, up which the other two run nimbly. They meet at the 
top with mutual suyprise, and a touch of resentment, as if each 
had expected at least to flnd solitude there. The Second Wonder 
lies down on his back resignedly, and the Third, meanly availing 
hirmelf of the opportunity, stands on his friend^ s stomach, and 
strikes an attitude. Both descend and how, in recognition of 
applause, and then each starts up his ladder again-- only to meet 

and annoyed than ever, 
i 1 % W^onder refuses to be appeased unless he is allowed to 

hold the Second head downwards by the ankles, Aft&r further 

^tnd theff come down, apparenUy reernicOed, 
and are towed back to the shore, 

siky ^ ^ aaiUuetratioa of life on the 

Mr. Sbpl. {^ringing the fuU powers of his mind to bear on the 


ted intelligence. ' 

Friv, Did you? Not 

^ “How far that little “ I find no difficulty ia 

tlttows Ms beams ! ” (To herself.) I didn’t mean to be so 


subject), I should be inclined to doubt myself whether it afforded any 
accurate idea of either the industry or the— er— relaxations peculiar 
to that region, which can hardly he favourable to such pursuits. 

Miss Friv. They might find it useful for escaping from a grizzly, 
mightn’t they ? 

Mr, Hopl, Hardly, if, as I have always been given to understand, 
the grizzly bear is an equally expert climber. 1 imagine their title 
of “Rocky Mountain Wonders” is merely indicative of their— er 
—origin, and ^ that their performances would indeed excite more 
wonder in their native country than anywhere else. One should 
always guard against taking these things in too literal a spirit. 

[Miss F . assents demurely, and is suddenly moved to mirth, as she is 
careful to explain, by the sight of a Nigger, which, Mr. H. very justly 
remarks, is scarcely a subject for so much amusement, 

Mr,^ Bravo [after the Corps de Ballet have performed various 
evolutions on a large raff), I call that uncommonly pretty, all those 
girls dancing there in the sunlight, eh ? 

Mr, Blazz, Pretty enough— in its proper place. 

Mr, Bravo [hsing his patience at last). Why, hang it all, you 
wouldn’t have the Ballet danced under water, would you ? 

Mr, Blazz, Well, it would be more of a novelty, at any rate. 

[Mr. Bbavo decides that “ it was a mistake to come out with a 
chop like SHmiirff Sbais. 

^-4 Synall Sharp Boy ^ith an 

VHH| Grandmother), Father, why ha’ 

them Inj uns all got feathers stuck 
round their ’eds like shuttlecocks, 

the terbaccer line, eh. Father? 
Is the gentleman on the bicycle a 
real demon, eh, Father? Ain’t 
what a real demon is? 

Why ain’t you never seen one, 

” Father ? Think you ’ll ever see 

one, eh ? Why ’s that man going 
up atop of that pole for ? 
/ Why is he goin’ to jump off? 

WiR he git drownded, eh, Father ? 
Don’t he ever git drownded ? 
Could you dive off from as ’igh as 
^ Could 

Unde Bill?^ d^^^^ 

Dubing the Walbus Hunt. 

^ That’s the police station on 
^ where the two Bobbies 

// ^ rummy couple 

rff W /' coming along in this boat! ISee 

f / the bloke with the bald’ed, and the 

. „ ole girl in a pink bonnet ? . . . . 

recognising it, myself. There, they’ve run slap into them 

' others, and the ole bloke ’s ^ot his ’eels in the air. Oh, dear, oh, 
dear I . . . Look at the hobbies tryin’ to run ’em in. Lor, they ’re 
all pourin’ water on to each other’s ’eds as ’ard as they can go! 
’Ere ’s the ole walrus swimmin’ up now, d ’ye see f And the ole 
Clown a fishin’ for ’im. ’E ’s bin an’ dragged ’im ’in ’ed foremost ! 
Look at the walrus a duckin’ o’ the ole woman. Hor, hor, if ever I 
see the like o’ that ! Is that like ’ow they ’tmt walruses, Father, 
eh ? Blest if the ole walrus ain’t got into the station ’ouse after, ’em. 
I^ok at ’em all gittin’ out ou the roof — m they jump ! And the ole 
girl goin’ in backards, hor, hor ! And the other bloke any’ow. See 
the ’ole admiral in the cocked ’at a takin’ si^ts through ’is spy-glorss ! 
Now they’re gittin’ the ’arpoon ready. There, they ’ve copped ’im 
—it ’s all over ! Well, that was a good lark, and no mistake I 
At the Landing-Place — ^aeier Shooting the Chutes. 

Oh, it was perfectly splendid! We put the rugs right over our 
heads, and didn’t get wet a hit ! . . . I don’t know if you ’re aware of 
it, iny dear, but you’ve got black streaks all down your face. 
Gracious! it’s the dye from my veil. Do I look very dreadful, 
dear WeU, it shows, of course — ^but I wouldn’t touch it, or you ’ll 
make it worse. . . . This lot got a ducking, and no mistake — look at 
’em — ho, ho ! ... I say, dear old chap, you ought to have come too —it 
was ripping! Splashed? No, nothing to speak of. Eh? “My 
hat?” What ’s with it ? Oh, confound it all I 1 only took 
a front seat to oblige those two girls. Yes, I can see they ’re giggling 
at me as well as you can. Look here, old fellow, do you know if 
there ’s a place here where I can get my hat ironed, and buy a collar 
and tie? Because I’ve got to meet the Chaffingtons here, and' 
dine with ’em and that. “ So have yow ” Then ^Aa^’swhyyou 
backed out of going down the Chute I Why the deuce didn’t you say 
so ? Oh, if you ’re going to stand there laughing like a fool, I ’m off* ! 

I may just have time to Hang it ; there are the Chaffington 

girls I Is my collar too beastly limp ? you might tell a fellow ! 


recognising it, myself.” 
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TO A DROSHKY-DRIVER. 

{By a Quondam Fare,) 

Here’s a health to you, Gospodin ItInoff— 
Or whatever your name may chance 
to he— 

Of vodka I ’ll toss you a full stakdn ofE 
(A tumbler, I mean, of eau de vie ) ; 

And I ’ll sing you fortissimo con furore 
Tour national hymn, in a cheerful key, 
(’Twill colour with local tone my story, 

To start with your “ Bozhe Tsaryd khranV^), 

’Twas a lively morning, my hirsute Jehu, 

In Petersburg 
once we toge- 
ther spent ; 

And now in my 
sketch-book I 
still can see you 
{The annexed 
for your por- 
trait ’s humbly 
meant). 

Your costume re- 
sembled in part 
a butcher’s— 

A dull blue gown 
of a vast extent, 
With top-boots, 
like each of the 
other 

And shocking 
bad hat, all 
“bashed” and 
bent. 

Ere long you called me your “ little brother,” 
Or else— your knowledge of Court to show— 
(What one Russian “High Excellence ” styles 
another) 

“ VuisdkoprevoshhodUehtvoJ^ 

You wanted to learn how to greet an acquaint- 
ance 

In English ; I said, to be comme il faut^ 
That “God save the Queen” was the proper 
sentence — 

I own that my hoax was a trifle low. 

A large percentage, my gay tzvosichik, 

I f^ed of your jokes to understand ; 

But I safely say you displayed the most cheek 
Of any I ’ve met by sea or land. 

When you pitched me clean out on the 
^ I^evski pavement, 

With syllable brief I loudly banned ; 
Butastf<fW 2 in your lingo “I’ll give” (you 
knave !) meant, 

You'grinnea, and for “tea -money” held 
your hand. 

I shall never forget that awful jolting 
I got as you whirled me round about 
In your backless car; for your bumping, 
bolting, 

You really, my Vanka^ deserved the 
knout. 

Well, I won’t say “ Good-bye,” but “Do 
svidanya ” — 

Though whether we ’ll meet again I doubt ; 
If you ever should wander to far Britannia, 
I fear you will probably And me “ Out.” 


Motto for Professors of Palmistry. — 
“ Fahyiam qui meruit feratF i.e,^ “ Who has 
paid his money may bare his palm.” 


It is proposed to establish a fire-station, 
“with fifty men, on the Thames Embank- 
ment.” For what purpose ? In case of 
anybody setting the Thames on Fire ? 


Mes.R, says she never has toast for break- 
fast, but always “ fresh-airated bread.” 


THE MOAN OF A THEATBE-MANACER. 

W HO gets, by hook or crook, from me 
Admittance free, though well knows he 
That myriads turned away will be ? 

The Deadhead. 

Who, while he for his programme pays 
The smallest silver coin, inveighs 
Against such fraud with eyes ablaze ? 

The Deadhead. 

Who to his neighbour spins harangues, 

On how he views with grievous pangs 
The dust that on our hangings hangs ? 

The Deadhead. 

Who, in a voice which rings afar, 

Declares, while standing at the bar, 

Our drinks most deleterious are ? 

The Deadhead. 

Who aye withholds the claps and cheers 
That others give ? Who jeers and sneers 
At all he sees and all he hears ? 

The Deadhead. 

Who loudly, as the drama’s plot 
Unfolds, declares the tale a lot 
Of balderdash and tommy-rot ? 

The Deadhead. 

Who dubs the actors boorish hinds ? 

Who fault with all the scenery finds ? 
Who with disgust his molars grinds ? 

The Deadhead. 

Who spreads dissatisfaction wide 
’Mongst those who else with all they spied 
Had been extremely satisfied ? 

The Deadhead, 

Who runs us down for many a day, 

And keeps no end of folks away 
That else would for admittance pay ? 

The Deadhead. 

Who keeps his reputation still, 

For recompensing good with ill 
With more than Pandemonium’s skill ^ 
The Deadhead. 

Who makes the bankrupt’s doleful doom 
In all its blackness o’er me loom ? 

Who ’ll bring my grey head to the tomb ? 

The Deadhead. 


“THE WAY THEY HAVE IN THE NAVY.” 

{Adapted to the Mequirements of the Army,) 

‘ ‘ There was no doubt about it,” queried 
the Quartermaster to the Adjutant, “the 
Chief certainly desired me to execute him ? ” 

“ That is unquestionably my impression,” 
replied the Adjutant. 

“Yes, and it never does to question his 
orders,” continued the Quartermaster ; “it 
makes him so wild if he fancies that you 
are disobeying his commands.” 

“ Quite so,” admitted the Adjutant ; “ and 
so the best thing is to carry them out. As 
you know, obedience is * the first law of a 
soldier.’ ” 

“ Still, to shoot a man for nothing, does 
seem a little hard.” 

“ How do we know it ’s for nothing ? You 
may be sure the Chief has his own reasons 
: for everthing.” 

I And so the two warriors walked to the 
barrack square and sent for the unfortunate 
Private Thomae Atrins, As the order was 
conveyed to the quarters of the rank and file, 
men loxinged out of the mess-room, and dis- 
cussed the Colonel’s orders. It seemed “ a 
bit strange,” but it was not for them to 
dispute the chiefs command. And, as they 
spoke, Private Thomas Atkins was produced. 
He had a clean defaulter’s sheet. 

“On my word, I really trust that there 
may be some mistake,” said a Brigade-Sur- 
geon-Lieutenant-Colonel M.D. “ But, as I 


am not now attached to the battalion, I have 
no right to interfere.” 

Private Thomas Atkins was marched to a 
wall, ordered to right-about turn, and then 
(under the ^command of the (Quartermaster) 
shot. 

Then the civil power, in the person of a 
police-constable, thought it time to interfere, 
and arrested the oflicer immediately in com- 
mand. 

“Dear me!” exclaimed the Colonel, sub- 
sequently; “how exceedingly absurd I I 
wanted the Quartermaster to give him a new 
suit, and he thought I asked him to shoot 
him I Y’ou fellows really ought to be more 
careful 1 ” 

But nothing could be done, because the 
matter had passed into the hands of the civil 
power. 

And, all things taken into consideration, it 
was just as well that they had. 


THE BALLAD OF DEPARTED PIPPINS. | 

{SoTne Way after Villon and Rossetti,) | 

Tell me, now, where has it departed, 

That fine old apple, the Rihstone Pippin, 
The rosy-coated, and juicy-hearted, 

I loved, when a “nipper,” my teeth to 
slip in ? 

Where is the Rus- 
set we boys 
thought rippiu’ ? 
(Though its sharp- 
ness sometimes 
started the 
tears ?) 

Oh I such - like 
often I ’ve spent 
my “tip” in — 
But where are 
the apples of 
earlier years ? 

Where’s the Ring 
Pippin, the sun- 
brown one ? 

And where is the 
Catshead, light 
Spring green ‘f 
(Which gave, while eating, such glorious fun. 
If — after munching — some dule and teen) ? 
And where is the Golden Knob, whose sheen 
Would draw the wasps all about our ears ? 
(Sometimes iu our mouths, if they were not 
seen) — 

But where are the apples of earlier years ? 

White watery things from the land of the 
Y'ankee, 

And sugary shams from the Austral seas, 
They sell us — at sixpence per pound! No, 
thankee I 

I have no palate for frauds like these. 
There’s not an apple that now could please 
Poor Eve so much as to waken fears. 

Ah, the luscious Pippins youth crunched 
at ease ! 

But where are the apples of earlier years ? 

Nay, never ask if yonr fruiterer’s heard 
Of “a decent piiipin” (the huckster 
sneers I) 

Except with this for an overword— 

But where are the apples of earlier years ? 


Rather Mixed,— In the sale of wines at 
Christie’s last week. Lot 136 is described as 
“ 3 dozen of sherry, 1842, been to West Indies, 
more or less.” Now, why this mystery ? Whv 
not make a clean breast of it ? Is it meant 
that the sherry called in at only one or two 
of the Indies? or did it only get half way on 
the voyage to the group? We should learn 
[ more or be told lees. 
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FELINE AMENITIES. 


Fair Visitor, “Do Plat something, Dear! I love to hear yotte Music 1” 

Fair Hostess, “ Sorry, Dear, but this Piano is so dreadfully out of tune ! That *s the worst of living in Ap.^tmbnts ! 
My Music-Master says that to use such a Piano as that is fatal to real Playing 1 But won^t you Play something, Dear . 


THEOUGH THE LOCK. 

Grand Old Puntsman pipes up : — 

^^ZockI Lock! Loch!'^ 

Heaven be thanked, we ’re through it ! 

Spite of crush, and jam, and shock, 

That ’s the way to do it I 
How for a fair “flowing tide,” 

Yerdnrons banks and shady I 
Yes, we ’re through. Z’m glad, aren’t you, 
Eh, my little lady ? 

^^Loch! Loch! Lock.^^ 

Trim the punt, sweet, prythee I 
You look nice in your new frock ! 

Eresh as osier withy. 

How they strove yonx togs to tear ; 

Hinder, or capsize us ! ! 

But, hurroo ! we ’ve scrambled through ! i 
Nought need now surprise us ! 

“Xocit/ Lock I LockP^ 

Faint cry, far before us I 
Lot of toffs my efforts mock ; 

Menace us in chorus. 

Swear they ’U swamp us at the weir. 

Fate there ’s no controlling. 

But the G-rand Old River Hand 
Puts his faith in pol(l}ing ! 

Sit tight, my dear, and as we drop down 
with the tide towards the next lock, 1 ’ll sing 
you a new river-song to an old air. [Sings, 

And did you ne’er hear of a jolly old punt- 
ing man. 

Who near W estminster his calling doth ply ? 
He handles his pole with such skill and 
^ dexterity. 

Winning each “No ” and enchanting each 
“ Aye.” 


He looks so neat, he steers so steadily, 

The ladies all flock to his punt so readily ; 
And he ’s so celebrated for courage and care, 
That he ’s seldom in want of a freight or a 
fare. 


But o’er his last passenger rivals made merry. 
She did look so feeble, and frightened 
withal : 

“ A fair sample this of your fine Irish ladies I 
In a Party like yours won’t she kick up a 
sq^uall ? ” 

Thus oft they’d be chaffing, and shouting 
and jeering, 

But ’twas all one to Willy ; he stuck to his 
steering ; 

For hissing or hooting he little did care. 

He handled his pole, and looked after his 
fare. 

And ahl just to think now how strangely 
things happen I 

He poled alone, caring for no one at all ; 

By a crush in the lock, foes his fare meant 
alarming. 

And hoped in deep water she fainting 
might fall. 

But he bade the young damsel to banish all 
sorrow, 

“If they block us to-day, dear, we’ll get 
through to-morrow.” 

And now the old Puntsman is through I But 
they swear 

They ’ll yet flummox the future of him and 
his fare! 


Q-ood G^eacjious !— Mrs. R. went to Lord’s 
the other day, to see Doctor Grace play. She 
: says, “ CTntil then I had no idea he was a man 
of such splendid jpAywc.” 


SYMPATHY. 

A Colloquy after the F*on and Harrow Cricket 
Match, 

Old Buffer to Small Boy, solicitously : — 

Why are you hoarse, my little lad, 

So husky and so hoarse ? 

Your voice is almost gone I ’Tis sad I 
You’ll seek advice, of course ? 

Diphtheria is much about 1 
And — ^well you know, there ’s cancer ! 1 1 
Dear me, you ’re choking now 1 Don’t shout, 
But write me down an answer. 

Small Boy to Old Buffer, spasmodically : — 

Cancer — ^be blowed I — Cricket — of conrse ! 

Harrow— for years — has beaten ; 

And— I ’ve been howling till I ’m hoarse 
To see ’em— licked ^ Eton ! 1 1 
Hooray 1 1 1 

THE MOAN OF THE MINOR POET. 

This (says Mr. James Payn) is what 
Tom Hood wrote about the treatment meted 
out to the Minor Poet in his time : — 

“ “What is a Modern Poet’s fate ? | 

To write his thoughts upon a slate— 

The critic spits on what is done, 

Gives it a wipe —and aU is gone.” 

And this (says Mr, Punch) is the Minor 
Poet’s reply to-day : — 

I write not on a slate, but foolscap fair : 

It falls to the Waste-paper Basket’s care. 

If not, tie Minor Poet ’s stiU ill-fated, 

’Tis by some Mino r Critic now be ’s slated.’ 
Far better than that stabber’s spiteful lunge. 
Were “a clean slate” and kind oblivion’s 
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QUITE A LITTLE PARABLE. 

The Rector {returning fioni day's fishing — m reply to usual question), “Sport? Oh I wretched 1 ! wretched ! 1 ! Tried every 
Dodge I could think of, but nothing would tempt ’em." 

Canny Scot {tvho rather suspects the Rector of a fondness for good lining), “A — 'WEEL Recthob, NA doot they^set some on us a 
poorful example i’ no givin’ way to their Carnal Procleevities, and refusin’ to be ta’en in by the fa’se blandishments 
o’ the Deevil, i’ the shape o’ yer Air.v Artifeecial Flees." 


THE VOICE OE THE THAMES. 

Leave, dweller in the smoke-hound street, 
Your native London’s ceaseless noise. 

With aching head and weary feet 
Turn from the town’s delusive joys. 

On dusty terrace, grimy square, 

A dismal pall seems settling down ; 

Be not the Season’s slave, and dare. 

Oh town-bred man, to leave the town. 

The town can spare you ; it may chance 
The Park will fill without your aid ; 

And still at many a matron’s dance 
Moist man will whirl with panting maid. 

Vast dinners still will he as slow, 

The night will still be turned to day, 

And all the giddy round will go 
As wild and well with you away. 

But here the days are passing fair, 

The sun shines bright, the leaves are green ; 

Cool on yonr forehead breathes the air, 

The very smoke seems fresh and clean. 

And over all the winding miles, 

Where erst his foaming torrents ran, 

The clear, calm Thames breaks forth in smiles 
Of welcome to the London man. 

Bend to your oars, away, away ! 

Then rest awhile, or deftly steer 

Where topped with rainbow clouds of spray 
The waters tumble o’er the weir. 

Nor scorn the man whom, moored for hours, 
Nor failure daunts nor jeers affront. 


Who sits, unheeding snn or showers, 

A tishless angler in a punt. 

Then, when at eve the ringdove’s call 
Is hushed upon the wooded hill. 

And slowly lengthening shadows fall 
On field and stream, and all is still, 

Drift homewards, thanking Heaven that made 
You free to dream awhile your dream 
In this fair scene of sun and shade. 

On gentle Thames’s crystal stream. 


EXAMlNATiON PAPER FOR LADIES. 

{To be set to Debutantes who have completed their 
first Season . ) 

1 . What do yon think of London in com- 
parison with the country ? 

2 . Write a short Essay upon your initial 
bail, giving your impressions of ( 1 ) your part- 
ners, (2) yonr dances, and (3) the supper.^ 

3 . Given three dances a night six evenings 
j a week, what will be the cost of bouquets a 
[ quarter ? 

I 4. Show how three dresses, with a clever 
i ladiesmaid, and a deposit account at the Army 
and Navy Stores, can be made to do duty as a 
couple of dozen entirely different gowns. 

5, Give a short history •£ the Opera Season, 
pointing out any special features of im^rt- 
ance, and estimating the receipts of the Com- 
mand Night. 

tl. Give a short biography of any two of 
the following Society lions : Signor Mascaoni, 


Lord Roberts, Mr. Oscar Wilde, Captain 
Boyton, and the Siamese Ambassador, 

7 . Supply the true stories associated with 
“the lost opera-glass at Ascot,” “the sun- 
shade at the garden party,” “ the ride to the 
horse-chestnuts,” and “ the interrupted 
honeymoon.” 

8 . Show in a rough sketch the latest mode 
of shaking hands. 

9 . Give a brief account of any two of the 
following Society functions: (1) The Royal 
Wedding, ( 2 ) the Eton and Harrow match, ; 
(;>/ Sandown, (4) a first night at the Lyceum, 
( 5 ) a wedding at St. Peter’s, Eaton Square, 
and ( 6 ) Henley. 

10 . Correct the mistakes (if any) in the fol- 

lowing passage: — “Mr. Alexander, the 
Lessee ot Drury Lane, appeared at the Hay- 
market as Bechet^ in Mr. Pinero’s sparkling 
comedy of that name. He was supported by 
Miss Ellen Terry as the Secofid Mrs. Tan-- 
queray, and Lady Monckton as Portia— ihe 
woman of no importance. After a successful 
career of five hundred nights, Bechet was 
transferred to Chicago, with the cast strength- 
ened by Mrft- Bernarb-Beere, who consented 
to accept, as a mark of respect to the manage- 
ment, the comparatively insignificant part of 
CharleyU AunV^ ^ „ 

11 . Give a list of the eligible partis 91 the 
season, with their rent-rolls, distinguishing 
idiots from sensible men. 

12 . In conclusion, after four months’ hard 
work at Society functions, trace the benefit you 
have derived from your novel surroundings. 
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THE PROPRIETORS’ 
VAEE MECUM. 

(A SujppUme^t for tji-e Newspaper 
Press, ) 

Question, Wliat is the duty 
of a Newspaper Proprietor? 

Answer, To use his period- 
ical for the benefit of the 
pubHc by obt^ing and aftord- 
ing information. 

Q, Is he expected to expose 
abases ? 

A, Certainly, or he would 
be thought to be degrading 
the noble profession to which 
he has the honour to belong. 

Q, What is the customary 
result of an expose 9 

A, An action for libel. 

Q. By whom is it frequently 
brought ? 

A, By "a man of straw. 

Q, And what is the alleged 
Hbel? 

A, That the plaintifi was 
described as being manufac- 
tured of no more substantial 
material. 

Q, If a man is made of 
straw, how can he obtain 
assistance from a solicitor ? 

A, By approaching a mem- 
ber of the junior branch of the 
legal profession who possesses 
no rooted objection to specula- 
tion, 

Q. What is a speculative 
action? 

A, It is an action brought 
to give a solicitor a chance of 
getting costs. 

Q, Is the length of trial a 
matter of importance to the 
plaintiff ? 

A, Certainly not, because 
he stands to win one way and 
not to lose on the other, 

Q. What does a long trial 
mean to the defendant ? 

A, Solicitor’s fees by the 
score and “refreshers” by the 
dozen. 

Q, What is the outcome of 
the proceedings ? 

A, After many days, a ver- 
dict. 

Q, In whose favour ? 

A, The defendant’s. 

Q. Does the defendant 
benefifc in consequence ? 

A, Not at all— the reverse. 
For after the finding of the 
jury, he is at liberty to pay his 
own costs. 
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Q, Why does he pay his 
own costs ? 

A, Because his statement 
that the plaintiff is and was a 
man of straw is practically 
corroborated. 

Q, But does not the expose 
prove that he has done an 
action well-deserving of his 
country? 

A, Certainly ; but this con- 
sideration does not give him 
unmixed satisfaction. 

Q, Why does it not give 
him unmixed satisfaction ? 

A, Because, although losing 
a huge sum of money may be 
patriotic and large-minded, it 
is scarcely business-like. 

Q, Are not newspapers in- 
tended to benefit the public ? 

A, Unquestionably, but in 
that public the individuality 
of the proprietor should not be 
entirely overlooked. 

Q, Then what would you 
recommend ? 

A, That instead of being 
regarded as prey, newspapers 
should be made to pay. 

Q, And how can that be 
carried out ? 

A, By making’a law calling 
upon a would-be plaintiff, in a 
questionable action for libel, to 
give security for costs. 


A DELICATE SNUB. 


0 Wise Young Judge I— 
Mr. Justice Hawkins has 
scored over and over again 
during the first act of the 
ZlERENBEEG V, LaBOUCHBEE 
trial. One witness in cross- 
examination said “ he thought 
he could teU people who were 
overworked.” S) Mr. Juatice 
Hawkins asked him, “ Do you 
see anybody in this court who 
looks like being overworked ? ” 
Of course the witness looked 
straight at the Judge, but 
Sir Henry was ready with a 
very practical answer to his 
own question, as he instantly 
rose to the occasion and ad- 
journed the case till next day, 
and from next day till next 
term. 


Sir Pompey Bedell, “ Oh— er— Mossoo lb Babrong, eskbe-voo— er— 

ESKER-VOO SAVVY— ER — WESKER- VOO SAVVY KER VOOS AVAY LB — ^LA— ER — AT THE T. R. H. — ^Mt. TbEE 

ER ” substituted. Ibsen for Wilde. 

Monsieur le Baron, **Do not Sir Pompey, do not continue to speak Some evenings at the T. R. 
French I You speak it so well — ^ah I but so well — zat you make me Haymarket may be pleasantly 
FEEL QUITE "OmS’SIGk!"' passed, *‘*‘Wilde^^ away^ 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

EXTBACTED FBOH THE DIABT OF TOBY, M.P. 

Mouse of Commons^ Monday, July 17. — “ tu, Bowlsey!^^ said 

Gea^olph, a tear glistening on his long eyelashes. Of course he 
should have said but that is not Member for King’s Lynn’s 

name. Remark followed upon incident that ruffled unusually dull 
^enmg. Tommy was making one of his rare speeches ; instructing 
Chief Secretary on intricate point in Home-Ride Bill; complaining 
of ^ omission in Amendment under disonssion. Grandolph, 
turning round, explained to him the bearing of things. Audacious, 
it is true. “ The attempt,” as Jemmy Lowther said, “ to instruct 
your grandmother in the art of imbibing light but nutritions refresh- 
ment a alight thing compared with the temerity of teaching Tommy 
anything.” When he detected Grandolph iu attempt, he for 
moment fixed him with surprised stare. Euough iu ordinary cir- 
cumstances to paralyse a rhinoceros. Grandolph, who from pre- 
canop retreat in a tee-top in Central Afirica has watched the noon 
i slumbers of a horde of thirty lions, did not flinch. Then through 


the startled House rang Tommy’s withering rebuke: “Pray hold 
your tongue ! ” an injunction which drew from Grandolph the 
pained remark quoted above. 

Coming from such a source it was doubly painful. Always under- 
stood that Tommy founded his Parliamentary style jmon Gran- 
dolph’s earlier manner. Whispered that Member for King’s Lynn 
had dreamed a dream of a new Fourth Party. He of course would 
play the part of Grandolph ; Hanbury (selected chiefly on account 
of his height and slimness of his figure) would stand for Arthur 
Balfour before he came into his Princedom. The glories of Gorst 
would live again in Bartley: and Tommy had spent sleepless 
night in doubt as to whether he should enlist Parker Smith or 
Ambrose in place of Wolff y, who now, in distant Madrid, wears a 
sombrero, drapes his svelte figure in a cloak, and interlards his cen- 
versation with cries of “ Carramha ! ” 

This point was decided hy curious incident. One afternoon Tommy 
came upon Parker Smith conversing witii Tomlinson, 

“ Don’t you think Parker Smith ’s getting something of a bore ? ” 
Tommy asked, when that eminent statesman moved away. 




ANGELS IN ‘THE HOUSE. 
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“ Now that ’s yery odd indeed,’’ said Tomlinsoit. “Just as yon t 
came up Paekee Smith said to me * Here comes Tommy Bowles : i 
good feUow ; means well ; hut don’t you think he ’s making himself 
something of a bore ? ' ” -t, i ^ 

So Paekee Smith lost his chance, and perhaps will never know 
how or why. Thinking of these things ’tis quaint to find Tommy \ 
turning and biting the hand which, so to speak, held for him the < 
Parliamentary bottle. “ iu ^ Bowlsey ! Geaxdolph sighed f 
again, thinking of the days that are no more. “ But I ought to i 
have remembered that he who plays at Bowles must expect rubbers.” 

Business done. — Tommy declines to make room for his Uncle ■ 
Grandolpk ; even rudely repulses avuncular advances. ] 

Tuesday,^ Sextos" magnani- 
mously relieved Mr. G., John 
Morley, and, hy implication, 

Squire of Malwoop and other 
Members, from embarrassing 
imputation.^ Sometimes, when 
gentlemen in Prince Arthur’s 
suite have nothing nastier to 
say, they sketch lurid pictures 
of Mr. G. and the rest drawn 
i at wheels of Sexton’s chariot. . 

All very well, they say, to talk / 
of Cabinet Meetings, and states- ^ 
manship at Irish Office. The y — 
real boss, as Tim would put it, / Y 
the arbiter of situation, is Sex- ^ 
ton. When these things are ' 
said, John Morley smiles ^ 
grimly ; Mr. G. pretends not to 
hear ; Squire of Malwood 
audibly raps fingers on his / 
manly breast; Liberals cheer ' 
ironically; Sexton blushes, and 
looks across to see if John Bed- 
MOND is listening. 

To-night he feels this thing 

has gone far enough. There n declared that there was no ] 

may, perhaps, ^ some smat- 
tering of truth in it ; but its disclosure cannot be pleasant to his ' 
right hon. friends on Treasury Bench. Accordingly Sexton rose, 
and, taking Mr. G- by the hand, as it were, and giving a finger to 
John Morley, declared that there yras no foundation for the impu- 
tation. It was true he had from time to time offered suggestions, 
the ai)positenes8 and value of which it was not for him to determine. 
Occasionally they might have been accepted by the Government. 
That was due not to the pressure of dictation, but to the force of 
reason. Mr. Morley was a statesman not unacquainted with affairs, 
whilst Mr. G. had reached an age at which he might be trusted with 
some share in the conduct of a Bill. He could assure the House that 
he was not, in this matter, dictator. Such a charge was, he added, 
in burst of uncompromising self-abnegation, “ imbecile,” 

“And they say,” cried Webster, for him unusually mixed, 
“that Irishmen have no sense of humour.” 

Business done, — SiXTON generously puts Mr. G. right in eyes of 
Universe. 

Thursday Kight — Been remarked of late, in quarter behind 
Front Opposition Bench, that Theobald has appeared preter- 
naturally preoccupied. Thought he was brooding over the drought, 
or the prospects of Home Rule. Secret out to-night. Been concocting 
a joke ; taken him some time ; but, then, consider the quality. Some 
weeks ago order issued in Ireland prohibiting hoisting of 'fiags on 
hotels, and other private buildiugs, Theobald diligently concen- 
trating his thoughts upon this fresh iniquity, graduafly worked out 
his joke. Appeared on paper to-night in shape of question addressed 
to John Morley. ^ Supposing (so it runs) Her Majesty should visit 
Ireland, and stay in an hotel, would the Government take measures 
to legalise the hoisting of the Eoyal Standard on the building ? 

Delightful to watch Theobald when he had fired this bolt ; 
fixed his eye attentively on Mr. G., to see how he took it, the paper 
in his hand trembling with excitement. Didn’t often make a 
joke; doesn't remember a former occasion. Work somewhat 
exhausting, especially in hot weather ; but when he did take ids 
coat off and set to it must be admitted he turned out a rare article. 
An very well for John Morley to affect to make light of the 
business. Not very probable that when the Q,ueen visited Ireland 
she would put up at an hotel ; a hypothetical question ; deal with the 
question when it arises, and all the rest of Ministerial common- 
places. Theobald’s shaft had gone home, and when he saw Mr. G. 
wince, and Squire op Malwood grow pale, he felt that the continuous 
labour of nights and days was rewarded. 

Didn’t think I could do it,” he said when! warmly congratulated 
’ him. Not used to that sort of thing, you know. Never know 
j what you can do till you try. A little hard at first. The thing is 
; to keep pegging away. Still, I’m glad it’s over. Shan’t try 



another this year. Shall go away now for a hit of a holiday to 
recruit.” 

Business done* — Got through Clauses Home-Bule Bill. Shall 
begin now to pick up dropped flireads. 

Friday.— heard much lately of Henniker-Heaton. Com- 
pared with what my dear old friend Baikes used to suffer from this 
quarter, Arnold Morley’s withers are unwrung. “ You ’ve not 
given up the crusade, have you? ” I asked Henniker, meeting him 
in the Lobby just now. 

“ No,” he said ; “I do not mean to rest till not only I get Ocean 
Penny Postage, but have introduced at home a smaller hut much- 
needed reform. Custom here at Christmas is, as I daresay you 

know, to give postman present. 
That I hold to be a criminal 
reversal of natural course of 
events. It ’s the Post-Office 
should give its customers a 
Christmas - box, as in some 
places doth the grocer and eke 
the milkman. This tax upon 
the general public on behalf of 
a department of the State is 
another evidence of the grasping 
disposition of St. Martin’s-le- 
Grand. I ’H be up and at ’em 
again soon. Pact is, of late 
I ’ve bad my own troubles. 
Have mentioned them in letter 
to Times^ so don’t mind talking 
to you on a subject that has 
brought me from unknown 
admirers many , expressions ^ of 
sympathy, the comfort of which 
has, it is true, been somewhat 
lessened by the fact that post- 
age was unpaid. It ’s this 
Australian Bank business. You 
know the proud motto of that 

He declared that there was Qo foundation for the imputation.” ^AdvaScet**i.iMlr^a ! 

having lived there sometime, 1 thought it only polite to fall in 
with the suggestion. I advanced Australia a good deal of money 
in the way ot purchase of bank stock, which has melted away like 
snow on the river. Curran ’s in the same box : but we shall get 
over this, and you may bet a shilling postage-stamp to a half- 
penny newspapsr-cover we ’ll Advance Australia no more.’’ 

Business done. — Entered last compartment Home-Bule Bill. 

“VOCES STELLABUM.” 

A UREAT crowd of theatrical astronomers and star-gazers assembled 
at the Lyceum Observatory last Saturday night for the purpose of 
watching the movements of the brilliant Lyceum group. Henry Irving 
of the first magnitude, Ellen Terry one of the brightest of the astral 
bodies, and the Mars-like Terris, with the other lesser brilliancies, 
all of whom we shall be unable to reckon as among the “ Fixed 
Stars ” until next Spring, when they shall have returned from their 
American tour, Euthusiastic reception from all parts of the House 
of Irving-Becket’s parting address, which he delivered, standing 
before the Curtain, in his monk’s habit (one of the old “ Orders,” 
“ not admitted after seven”), and wearing the pallium, which is the 
special and peculiar “ property ” of the Lyceum See. Mr. Bunch 
wishes them “ Bon voyage^'* and many happy “returns ” after every 
performance, ending with the happiest return of all, their re- 
appearance at the Lyc eum. 

CONS. FOR THE CHAIB. 

On. v&ry Old Models. 

Q. Why should a Mellor put on a “ considering cap” P— ^4. To 
keep his head cool. Q. When is a “Chair” not a “Chair”?— 
I A. When it is “ sat upon.” Q, When does the Closure a Premier 
surprise? — A. When he finds the “Noes” above the “Ayes.” 
Q. Where was Peel when he put the Sexton out ? — A. In a passion, 
j Q. Why does an angry Party “ cross” the House ?—A. To get on 
the other side. 

An Unpleasant Paradox. 

j That “ great oonfiagration ” at “ Simmery Axe” 

Brings woe to the burthened with Bate and Tax, 

For it tells him that Bating mnst still go higher— 

; He must “raise the Wind” to keep down the Eire I 

5 ' 

Good Legal Securities. — De-Benchers of Lincoln’s Inn. 
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THE DIKECTOR’S 
VADE MECUM. 

Question, "What is youx 
duty as a Director ? 

Amxcer, To give my name 
to a prospectus. 

Q, Is tkere any necessary 
formality before making this 
donation ? 

A, Yes ; I am to accept a 
certain number of qualifying 
shares in the company obtain- 
ing the advantage of my 
directorial services. 

Q. Need you pay for these 
shares ? 

A, With proper manipula- 
tion, certainly not. 

Q, What other advantages 
would you secure by becoming 
a Director ? 

A, A guinea an attendance, 

Q. Anything else ? 

A, A glass of sherry and a 
sandwich. 

Q. What are your duties at 
a Board Meeting ? 

A, To shake hands with the 
Secretary, and to sign an 
attendance book. 

Q. What are your nominal 
duties ? 

A, Have not the faintest 
idea. 

Q. Would it be right to 
include in your nominal duties 
the protection of the interests 
of tne shareholders ? 

A, As likely as not. 

Q, Would it be overstating 
the case to say that thousands 
and thousands of needy persons 
are absolutely ruined by the 
selfish inattention of a com- 
pany's direction ? 

A, Yot at all — possibly un- 
derstating it, 

Q, I suppose you never read 
a x>rospectus to which you put 
your name ? 



A, Kever. 

Q, Hor willingly^Vish to 
ruin any one ? 

A, Xo ; why should I ? 

Q, You are guilty of gross 
ignorance and brutal indiffer- 
ence? 

A, Quite so. 

Q, And consequently know 
that, according to the view of 
the judges, you are above the 
law ? 

A, That is so. 

Q. And may therefore do 
what you like, without any 
danger to your own interests ? 

A. To be sure. 

Q. And consequently will 
do what you best please, in 
spite of anything, and any- 
body ? 

A, Why, certainly. 


DIFFERENCE OF OPINION. 

Stem Parent, “Xo wonder you look so Seedy and fit for nothing. 

I HEAR YOU CAME HOME SO VERY LATE LAST NIGHT ! " 

Youth {who is having his fling), “ Beg tour pardon, Dad, I did nothing 

OF THE SORT. I CAME HOME VERY EARLY * ** 


At a meeting of the Inter- 
national Maritime Congress 
“M. Gatto read a paper on 
Harbour Lights.” Does this 
mean that one of the Adelphoi 
Gatti read the paper (extract 
from the play, or perhaps a 
play-hill) on Harbour Lights^ 
which was an Adel phi success ? 
Of course one of “theGATTi’s” 
would be in the singular ‘‘ M. 
Gatto.” The paper was much 
applauded, and Gatto prends 
h gateau, 

Fnoai Spirit Land. — The 
Spirits or Spooks from the 
vasty deep that can he called 
and will come when Stead-ily 
and persistently summoned 
will not be the first to speaks 
The “Spooks ” well-bred rule 
of politeness is, “ Don’t spook 
till you 're spooken to,” Also, 
“ A good Spook must be seen 
and not heard.” 


MUSIC FOR THE MULTITUDE; 

Or, Belmont on the Embankment. 

A Moralitif {adapted from the Merchant of 
Venice for Men in Municipal Authority, 

[“The music on the Embankment during the 
pressman’s dinner-liour is a much more important 
matter than it seems to be It would he a most 
beneficial institution for all indoor labourers ; for 
it is not the long hours of labour - though they 
are bad enough— so much as its monotony tha*t 
makes it so wearisome.” — Mr, James Paijn in 
“ Our Xoie BotJcJ] 

Lorenzo . . A .Journeyman Printer. 
Jeisica , . His “ Young Woman.” 

Scene — The Thames JSrnhankment Garden, 
Lorenzo, Sweetheart, let's in; they may 
i xpect our coming. 

And yet no matter why should we go in ? 
The Toffs at last, have had compassion on ua. 
Within the house, or office, mewed too long, 
And bring our music forth into the air. 

\They take a sent. 
How bright the sunshine gleams on this 
Embankment 1 ^ 

Here will we sit, and let the sounds of mfcic 
Creep in our cars: soft green and Summer 
sunlight 

Become the touches of sw’eet harmony. 

Sit, Jessica: look, how this green town- 
garden 

Is thickly crowded with the young and old : 


There’s not the smallest child which thou 
behold’st 

But by his movements shows his young heart j 
sings, 

As though poor kids were young eye’d cheru- 
bim : 

Such love of music lives in simple souls ; 

But whilst grim pedants and fanatics sour 
Have power to stop, they will not let us 
hear it ! ^Musicians tune up. 

Hullo I The Intermezzo : Like a hymn 
With sweeter touches eharming^ to the ear, ^ 
The soul’s drawn home by music. \_Music, 
Jessica, I’m always soothed like when 1 
hear nice music. 

Lorenzo, The reason is your spirits are 
responsive. 

For do but note a wild and wanton mob 
Of rough young rascals, like unbroken colts. 
Fetching mad bounds, bellowing and blaring 
loud, 

Which shows the hot condition of their 
blood ; 

If they, perchance, but hear a brass-band 
sound, 

Or harp and fiddle duet touch their ears, 

Or even Punches pan-pipe, or shrill 
“ squeaker,” 

You shall perceive them make a mutual 
stand, 

Their wandering eyes turned to an earnest 
gaze. 

By the sweet power of music : therefore poets 


Tell us old Orpheus drew trees, stones, and 
Hoods, 

Since naught so blockish, hard, insensible, 

But music for the time doth change his 
nature. 

The man who would keep music to himself, 

Grudging the mob all concord of sweet 
sounds, 

Is fit for Bedlam, not the County Council ! 

The motions of his spirit are dull as night, 

And his affections cold as Arctic bergs. 

Let no such man be trusted! — Mark the 
music ! 

Left marking it aitejiiively. 


A Xortbein Lig^ht. 

(Dr. John Rae, the venerable rnd vahaut Arctic 
Lxplortr^ is dead,) 

The Arctic Circle and Hudson’s Bay 
Bear witness to the glories of John Rae, 

The darkened world, with deep regret, will 
own 

Another Rae of Light and Leading gone ! 


Mrs. R. thinks the will not go abroad for 
a holiday tour, You see, my dear,” she 
says, ‘ ■ I don’t mind owning that I am not 
well up in French and German, and I should 
not like to have always to be travelling about 
with an Interrupter.” 


VOL, cv. 
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THE DEVIL’S ADVOCATE.” 

r“ w w I,- • D-esion fok a SrAmED-GLA.ss Window for WESTMiNsrsE, by W. E. G. 

wder anSent ruresf"iS°th“court^f when ft“ was pJwo^Tacon^^'^'^ bore with that which was syetematically assumed, he 

who had departed this life, to raise him to the order of the pr^osed, m eonsequenoe of the peculiar excellence of some happy human bein» 

the name o‘f devE’s adroc’ate. hI pe“ulia^ tnction wasl^ ftroueh Kentleman who Wnt . . . unde? 

terror, to misconstrueeverything that was capableofmisco nstruStion..r.That”thifaghT^^ 
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“ THE DEVIL’S ADVOCATE.” 

Old, Parli>iiiuntary Fidor soliloquiseth : — 

“ As tchen a painter ^ poring on a face^ 
Divinely thro' all hindrance finds the man 
Behind it^ and so paints him that his face, 
The shape and colour of a mind and life, 
Lives for his children, ever at iU best 
And fullest^ 

Aye, mj Alfred, there you hit 
The portrait-paiuter’s function to a hair ; 

And here I hit the essential inner Joe. 

And so he *11 live. But “ ever at his best, 
And fullest ? ” Humph ! His Brummagem 
retinue 

Will scarce acknowledge thaU Some call 
him ‘‘Judas,” 

But that is rude, and leads to shameful rows. 
Chaff is one thing and insolence another ; 
E’en caricature may pass, so that it ’s impulse 
Be humorous not malevolent ; but coarse 
spleen, 

Taking crude shape in truthless graphic 
slander, 

Is boyish work, — ^bad manners and bad art ! 
And so Tay Pay transgressed the bounds of 
taste. 

And led to shameful shindy. Heeod? 
Humph I 

That liout “lacked finish,” as great Dizzy 
said, 

Se pricked, not stabbed, was fencer, not 
brute-bruiser. 

But he of Brummagem hath much to learn 
In gentlemanly sword-play, 

“ Devil’s Advocate ! ” 

That hits him off, I think I Not Devil, — no I 


(Though angry blunderheads will twist it that 
way) 

But ruthless slater of the pseudo-saint I 
The pseudo-saint, I own, looks limp and floppy. 
Half -fledged and awkward at the cherub role. 
Poor saint! He’s had much mauling, must 
have more. 

Ere he assumes the nimbus, and I would 
That he looked less lop-sided. Yes, my Joe I 
You ’ll spot some “ human failings ” I ’ve no 
doubt. 

To exercise your “ double million magnify in’ 
Gas microscopes of hextra power ” upon. 

Your “wision” is not “limited” by “deal 
doors ” 

Or “ flights o’ stairs,” or friends, or facts, or 
fairness. 

You hardly need suggestions diabolic 
From that hook-nosed attorney at your elbow 
To urge you to the attack ; erect, alert. 
Orchid-adorned, and eye-glass-armed, you 
stand 

The sharpest, shrewdest, most acidulous, 
Dapper and dauntless “ Devil’s Advocate ” 
That ever blackened a poor “ saint ” all over 
Othello- wise, or robbed a postulant 
For canonisation of a hopeful chance 
Of fuU apotheosis, and the right 
Of putting on the nimbus. 

There, ’tis finished ; 

And—on the whole — ’twere well I had not 
limned it ! 

’Twas tempting, yes, and pleasant in the 
painting, 

But—well, I ’ve paid for it, and much mis- 
doubt 

If it was worth the price. Followers applaud, 
I— suffer. Oh, that mob of scuffling men, 
Clawing and cursing, while the gahery hissed! 


Hissed—not a pothouse outpour in full fight. 
Not clamorous larrikins, or rowdy roughs 
By prize-ring or on race-course fired with 
drink, 

But England’s Commons settling—with their 
fists 

A Constitutional Contest! Shame, 0 shame! 
And much I fear my Art must somewhat 
share the blame ! {Left lamenting, 

FASHIONABLE INTELLIGENCE, 
*'Mrs. Tanqueray has left town.’* 

They talk of Alexander 
And Mrs, Tanque^ray, 

Now who would raise my dander 
Will just abuse that play. 

For few there are 
That can comp^e — 

Well, — if so, give their names, — 

With Mrs. Tanque-ray 
Who has just gone away 
From the Theatre of St. James. 

Mrs. R. says that of all Skaksfeare’s 
plays produced at the Lyceum, she liked 
Henry the Eighth the best, because of the 
character of Cardinal Bullseye, which Mr. 
Irving played so sweetly. 

Statues of the two New Parliamentart 
Giants to be Erected as Guarding the 
House of CoMMONS.-“Gag and Maygag. 

Theatrical Pedestrian Match.— Match 
between two ‘ * W alking Gentlemen.” Date not 
yet fixed. Stake-holder “ Walker, London.” 
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A VISIT TO BORDERLAND. 

I ciLLED on Mr. Stead last week, at least I seemed to call, 

For in this Tisionary ” world one can’t be sure at all ; 

And when I reached the great man’s house he shook me by the hand, 
And talked, as only Stead can talk, of Spooks and Borderland, 

I own that I was tired of men who liye upon the earth, 

They hadn’t recognised, I felt, my full and proper worth *, 

“ They ’ll judge me much more fairly,” I redected, “ when they *re 
dead, — 

So I ’ll go and seek an interview with William Thomas Stead.” 

The reason why I went to Stead is this : the great and good 
Has lately found that English ghosts are mu( 3 i misunderstood j 
Substantial man may swagger free, but, spite of all his boasts, 

Stead holds there is a future, and a splendid one, for ghosts. 

And so he has an office, a sort of ghostly Cook’s, 

Where tours may be contracted for to Borderland and Spooks 5 
And those who yearn to mix with ghosts have only got to go j 

And talk, as I conversed, with Stead for half an hour or so. 



The ghosts have got a paper too, the Borderland I spoke of, 

\\ here raps and taps are registered that scoders make a joke of • 

A medium s mgazme it is, a ghostly gazetteer 
Produced by William Thomas Stead, the Julianie seer. 

And ^ery thing that dead men do to help the men who live, 

Ihe clank, the sighs they heave, the warnings that they 

The coffin-lids they lift at night when folk are tucked in bed, 

Are aii set down in black and white by William Thomas Stead, 

While wide-awake he sees such shapes as others merely dream on ; 
For instance there is Julia, a sort of female d»mon : ’ 

^ke some tame hawk she stoops to him, she perches on his wrist - 
In Me she was a ppmising, a lady journalist ; 

And now that death has cut her offi she leaves the ghostly strand 
And turns her weekly copy out by guiding William’s hani 
Ta me writhe like one who si^s him down on tin tacks 

To note that happy ghost s contempt for grammar and for syntax. 

?? a doctor’s talk of diet is, 

8-s cure for my anxieties, 

‘‘ ^ looked to me quite common) on, 

eapressing- of their mtitudes 
^*¥*1 “ Btafamental attitudes ; 

saw me, p^uetW twioe, then vanished with a hivit kick 
‘ it’s nothmg,-» said the Editor ; » they are n^ Sdiic.” 


These things, I own, snrprised me much ; I fidgetted nneasily ; 

“ Why, bless the man, he ’s had a shock ! ” said Mr. Stead, qmte 
breezily. 

** We do these things the whole year round, it ’s merely knack to do 
them; 

A man who does them every day gets quite accustomed to them. 

This room of mine is full of ghosts,”— it sounded most funereal — 

“ I ’ve only got to sQ.y^ the word to make them all material, 

I ’ll say it promptlv, if you wish ; they cannot well refuse me.” 

But my eagerness had vanished, and I begged him to excuse me. 

“Kow Julia,” he continued, “is in many ways a rum one. 

But, whatever else they say of her, they can’t say she ’s a dumb one. 
She speaks— she ’s speaking now,” he said. “ I wonder what she ’ll 
tell US. 

What’s that? She says she likes your looks; she wants to make 
me jealous.” 

That gave me pause, and made me think ’twas fully time I went ; it is 
A fearful thing to fascinate these bodiless non-entities. 

Of course when people go to Home they act like folk at Home, you 
know, ^ 

But dirting didn’t suit my hook — I ’ve got a wife at home, you know. 

Well, next I felt a gust of^wind, “ That ’s Colonel Bones,” my host 
said ; 

“He’s dropped his helmet” (think of that, a helmet on a ghost’s 
head). 

“I don’t much care,” he whispered this, “in fact, I can’t endure 
him ; 

Dragoons do use such awful words; I ’ve tried in vain to cure him.” 
Iventured to suggest to Stead that rather than he bluded I 
Would make this cursing soldier- ghost turn out in ps3rcliic mufti ; 

He couldn't drop his helmet then, nor threaten with his sabre. 

“ I ’ve tried to,” said the Editor, “ it ’s only wasted labour. 

“I ’ve sought advice,” continued Stead, “from Cantuad and Ebor, 
Thej hinted that they couldn’t stand a she-ghost and a he-hore. 

T tried to get a’word or two from men of arts and letters, 

They said they drew the line at Spooks who made a noise with 
fetters. 

And when I talked of bringing men and ghostly shapes together 
The Bishops tapped their foreheads andloonversed about the weather. 

P^rew quite petulant — “in all this world’s immensity 
I ’d back the Bench of Bishops to beat the rest in density.” 

And so he talked, till suddenly — (perhaps he ’s talking stHl ; 

talking of his own affairs, ne has a wondrous skill) — 

There came a noise, as if Old Bones had let off all his blanks at 
once, 

As if a thousand theorists were turning all their cranks at once ; 

It seemed to lift me off my legs, and seize me by the hair. 

And sweep me mute hut terrified through all the spook-filled air. 
And, when I got my senses back, I vowed no more to tread 
The paths that lead to Borderland, nor ask advice of Stead. 


OUR BOOKING-OmCE. 

Gkisleri is another success for that charming writer 
Crawford. The style is everything. The story is not of so 
thrilling a nature as to he absorbing, but it is sufficiently interesting 
—for the Baron, at least, with whom M. C. — “ Master of his Craft ” — 
is a great favourite. “ Odd, though,” murmurs the Baron to himself, 
and he seldom murmurs about anything; “odd that a writer 
l^e our Marion should, in Yol. II., p. 35, pen such a sentence as 
r » * plenty of others whom you may care for more than 

author intends Maddalena deV Armi, who 
utters these words, to convey to her listener and to the reader that 
There are plenty of others for whom you may care more than (you 
care) for How does “ than I ” get into this sentence, unless it 
IS to mean ‘There are plenty of others for whom you may care more 
than I care for them”— g'wcxf est dhsurdum. It is unfortunate that 
the pivot on which the^ plot turns is so highly improbable as to be 
almost impossible, for is it not most unlikely that any Catholic, 
educated or uneducated, should ever v)Tit& her confession to her con- 
fessor, and send it by post, instead of going to him, and making it 
by word of mouth t fcihe must have known that, in so doing, she 
was making no confession at all, ia the reatrictedly religious 
sense of the word. While she was about it, she might as well nave 
incte^d a stamped and directed envelope for the absolution to be 
sent oyretu^. This is the hinge of the story ; and it is a very weak 
one. Mr.^ Crawford recognises this when his other characters 
^sually discuss the probability of Adele's having done such a thing. 
However, grant this, which is almost as easily done as granting 
strength to a Ouidaesque hero, and the hook— in three 
of j^CKiLLAN s blue volumes — is fascinatmg. Such is the candid 
opinion of The Baron db Book-Worms; 
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THE SPIRIT LEVEL. 

BelmiUss Youth, **’Ullo ’eee, Gtjv*nor, what ’yes up to naow? 
T?kin* a Hordnakce Surwey 0* THE District, I suppose ! ! ” 


TO A PAEISIENNE. 

[‘‘Paris est le centre du bon goilt/’— Fredeuses Ridiculis^ SctneX.'\ 

By Jove, wbat festive tints yon wear, chere Madame ! 

These furbelows of la dame 

Wonld scare the very simply dressed Fere Adam. 

On you they ’re charming ; 

But when the fashion spreads to distant quarters, 

And far across the ChannePs choppy waters 
They glow on England’s humble, tasteless daughters. 
They ’ll be alarming. 

Bright blue, gay green, loud lilac, yelling yellow— 

Yelling for criard, pray forgive a fellow 

For using words that time has not turned mellow — 

Must not be worse made 
Than in your costumes, gracefully assorted. 

Think what these tints be, transposed, distorted, 

By English laundress, flower-girl, and sported 
By cook or nursemaid ! 

Our eyes ! Oh, save them then with shades or goggles I 
For reason totters on its throne, which joggles. 

In choosing tints the Englishwoman boggles ; 

“ Chacun d son gcidF 

You *re always comme ilfaut from boots to bonnet. 

For Paris, praised in song, and ode, and sonnet, 

Is still, as when les Frecieuses doated on it, 

“ Ze centre du bon gcutF 


Merry Margit I I was at Margate last July,” sang Thomas 
Barham, when telling of the Little Vulgar Sot/, and so were we 
this July, for the purpose of passing a few happy hours at the reno- 
vated Cliftonville Hotel under the government ot Mr. Hollajh? vice- 
regent for Messrs. Gordoh & Co. No need now to quit the shores of 
England for Antwerp, Rotterdam, or any other of the Rotter damerung 
Cycle, as visitors to Margate will, on our own shore, find Holland. 
In the menu Sauce Hollandaise is avoided, and Politesse HoUandaise 
is substituted, to tbe satisfaction of everybody, 

“ YoiU ce que Ton dit de moi 
Dans la Gazette de Hollande ! ” 

Which couplet the Manageress might sing, as they are words from 
The Grand Dutchess, 


THE MAN MAKES THE TAILOR. 

{Fragynent from a Seasonable Romance.) 

It was towards the close of the London season of 1893 that a man 
in a stranire garb was seen at an early hour in the East End of 
London. He attracted considerable attention. It was a rough part 
of the City, still, those who lived there were conventional in their 
costume. They wore black coats, and there was a certain respecta- 
bility about their bats. But the man to whom we refer was eccentric 
in the extreme. His straw hat was worn at the hack of his head, 
his cut-away coat was thrown open, showing a huge, coUarless 
coloured cotton shirt. He had flannel trousers tucked into digger’s 
boots. No one knew whence he came, whither he was going. 

“ Have you noticed him P ” asked the Inspector. 

“Yes, Sir,” replied the Police Constable, “ he’s got white bands, 
so if he belongs to the dangerous classes, he is a smasher, or a forger, 
or something genteel in that line.” 

“Well, keep your eye upon him.” 

“I will, Sir.” 

And the strange-looking person continued his way. As he walked 
through the City, the merchants regarded him with surprise, but 
there were those amongst the stockbrokers who seemed to receive 
him with recognition. 

“ I fancy I have seen the Johnnie somewhere before,” observed one 
Member of the House to another. “ I am almost sure I know the cut 
of his suit,” 

And the man walked on until he reached Knightsbridge.^ There 
he was stopped by an elderly, well-dressed, well-to-do individual, 
who had evidently just come up from the country. The two pedes- 
trians started back when they met face to face. 

“What are you doing in that hideous disguise ? ” asked the senior 
of the junior. 

“ It is no disguise, father,” was the reply ; “it is only the custo- 
mary get up of a young man of fashion Between the hours of nine 
and eleven when he proposes to walk in the park.” 

And, with these words, the strange apparition crossed over the 
road, and entered Rotten Row, And here he was soon lost in a 
crowd quite as eccentrically garbed as himself. 


A WAT THEY HAVE IN THE CITY. 

Scene— of a Fuhlic Company, Time — A few minutes 
after the close of a General Meeting, Present -Chairman of 
Directors and Secretary. 

Chairman, Well, I think I got in all that was wanted ? 

Secretary, Could not have been better. Sir. You had the figures 
at your fingers’ ends. 

Chair, {laughing). You mean on a sheet of paper in front of me. 

Sec, And everyone was satisfied, Sir. 

Chair, As they should have been, considering my flaming 
account of the prosperity of the undertaking. By tbe way, is it 
flourishing ? 

Sec, Well, Sir, that is scarcely in my department. You must 
ask the auditors. 

Char, Oh, never mind ; it is a matter of no importance. 

Sec, I daresay if you wanted any information, Sir, I could get it 
for you. 

Chair, No, thanks, I don’t want to increase my work, I am sure 
I do quite enough for my wretched two or three hundred a year— 
don’t you think so ? 

Sec, Certainly, Sir. You do a great deal more than soDie 
Chairmen. 

Chair, Yes, I suppose I do. Come here once a year, and preside 
over an Annual Meeting, and draw my fees. What more can 
I do? 

Sec, I ’m sure I don’t know, Sir. A knowledge of the duties of a 
Chairman of Directors comes scarcely within the scope of my 
required services, 

Chair, Quite so ; and now I will say Good-bye ! 

Sec, See you again next year, Sir ? 

Chair, Certainly. If I don’t sell out in the meantime. And 
now I must be olf, I am due at another meeting, and have to get 
up tbe necessary figures in five minutes. Do you think I shall do 
it in the time ? 

See, Certainly, Sir. You managed the task in less here. ^ 

[Scene closes in upon the valuable pair^and the security of the 
Public, 


“Friendly Riflery.”— “ Melltsh has followed bis miss with 
an inner and two buBseyes.” Yery kind of Mellish. We hope 
“ his Miss ” accepted the two hullaeyea. “ Boyd and Gibbs got mag- 
pies.” Whatever sort of pies these may he, it is evident that, with 
“ pies ” and “ bnllseyes,” our riflemen are fond of sweets. 
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MAGNA EST VERITAS. 

Mt Baxtghter will never get another Place with the Character toit been ^giving her, my Lady 
I *VB only told the Truth about your Daughter, and nothing but the Truth . 

How WOULD YOU LIKE THE TrUTH, AND NOTHING BUT THE TrUTH, TOLD ABOUT YOU, MY LVDY. 


THE PEEBTCH WOLF AND THE 

SIAMESE LAMB. ... . , 

s .HTT T» tT -x. nT a AS- You’re welcome m the stream to siaKe Jjaw; 

An Old Fable with a New Setting, your thirst, after that you ^ive me any jaw, 

A LITTLE lamh lived by a flowing stream. But, may I just observe, I was^ here first ! ” My little Mutton well, beware my maw . 

A great temptation, when the heat was “On! you chop logicj” cried the angry Moral. 

To thirsty soTils ftat TOter’s^pid gleam. “I can chop, too:— you ’ye done me other st^gesUaw w^es^&^best ! 

At least so thought a Wolf, of aspect wrong. , y. . » 

horrid, Yoxmg Mutton, best With me not to dispute ! • ' 

Who, having for some time abstained and You’ve given me already too much tongue. At Daly’s. — T he Comedy XotJe m 

fasted, Are yott the home-born boss of all Siam, ought to have been in three shorter Acts. 

Desired to learn how lamb— and water— O^fleet Mekong, and many-oreek’dMenam? Lewis excellent, so is Mrs. G-ilbert, who 

tasted. Mildly young wooUv-f ace replied, ‘ lam.' ^j^an ten words to say, but a lot to 

He felt with pinching want his paunch was His optics orientally oblique, Spanish widow also good. Mr. Bour- ' 

pining, Bolling inmanner sheepish, soft, and meek, chier is a marvellous example of the 

Early he’d lunched, so longed the more for “ Oh, are you?’’ snarled the Wolf. WeiX ‘^’vV^alking Gentleman,” being perpetually 
dining. see about it ! , , t on the move. It is gratif ying to see him sit 

A Cochin China rooster, lank and thin, ’Twixt Western WoH and Oriental Lamb for even a few 'seconds. Like the [en- 

Or something indigestible from Tonquin, Equality is a preposterous flam : srineerof the penny steamboat in the burlesque 


Particularly as I ’m sure you ’ll see I have imperative clams ; I ’m going to state I 

It flows — observe the drift— from you to Withlupinehrevity man ultimatum, [ em 


That— after some two days— must stand as 
Law ; 

If after that yon give me any jaw. 

My little Mutton— well, beware my maw ! 
Moral. 


on the move. It is gratifying to see him^ sit 
down for even a few 'seconds. Like the [en- 


Or something indigestible from Tonquin, Equality is a preposterous flam : gineerof the penny steamboat in the burlesque 

For a big. sharp-set Wolf, are snacks, not Do you— as Tonquin did— presume to doubt Qf A, he “ has very much to larn ” ; 


meals ; 

So down the sparkling river Lupus steals, 
Q^uite uninvited, but intent on forage, 
Fronting the fleecy flocks with wondrous 
I courage ; 

For whether in the Southdowns, or Siam, 


it? 

Fraternity ? 
brother ; 


, j but this fact need not discourage him, any 
I ’m your elder ]^j.. Henry Irving, accord- 

, X. X. ing to Mr. Percy Fitzgerald’s recently 


B 7 the near Medway, or the far Menani, replied, 

Your Wolf is most courageous— with your “ Such reciprocity seems all one side. 

Lamb I IS'ot six o’ one and half a dozen o’ ’tother I ” 

With jojr the Lamb he spied, then, growling, “ Poohl ” snapped the Wolf. “Logic’s 
said, clear terra firma 

* SiiT^I how dare you thus disturb my Is not for Lambkin, but for Wolf or Lion, 
drmk? ” If you such little games with me should 

The Lamb, in answer, meekly bowedSLits try on, 

head— I’d treat you— well, as BuH did little 

J trouble not the water, Sir, I think, Bunnah. 


brqmer; rx. i. x. ing to Mr. Percy Fitzgerald’s recenUy 

And Liberty— to you— means nought but p-^ijiished book of Irvingite Becollections, at 

bother. „ xi. t v the commencement of his career. Miss 

See, silly-face? Well, no, the Lamb L-ehanIs, par excellence^ the life and soul of 
,1 the piece; and when there has been, in her 

“ Such reciprocitir seems all one side. absence, a dull moment or two, she re-enters 

^ot SIX o’ one and half a do^ o ’tother I , ^ Behanimates thelwhole. 


UXOCU. I Ur jiri llVUr _ 1 X 

Is not for Lambkin, but for Wolf or Lion. “ Swimming has been much neglected in 
If you such little games with me should the British Navy,” observed Mr. Pj^oolt. 
try on, “When there ’s a Parhament m Dubhn we 11 

I’d treat you — ^well, as Bull did little pass a law that not a sailor shall leave terra 
Bunnah. firma till he can swim.’ ’ 
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THE SCHOPENHATTER BALLADS. 

No. I.- THE AaUAEIUil OCTOPUS. 

The world is full of i>retty things 
That everyone admires, 

And beauty, even though skin-deep, 

Is what the world desires. 

I ’m handicapped I feel in life, 

For very obvious reasons, 

And yet my family always think 
I ’m lovely in all seasons ! 

My time is principally passed 
Tn caverns under water, 

My family are mostly sharks, 

Except a mermaid daughter : 

She sings her songs and combs her hair 
To tempt unwary whalers, 

And when we lure them down below 
It bad for those poor sailors. 

I cannot say I like the sea. 

The bottom, top, or middle. 

It ’s always asking, night and day, 

The same confounded riddle : 

“Why was I made, except to drown 
The surplus population ? ” 

This is the sad sea wave’s remark 
At every sea- side station. 

It makes me think about myself — 
Octopus too unsightly — 

Which are my arms and which my legs 
I neyer can teU rightly ; 

I frighten children— old and young — 
Without the least intention, 

I saved a school from drowning once, 
But that I mustn’t mention ! 

I ’m now at the Aquarium, 

A “ side-show ” much belauded, 

My antics, shown three times a day. 
Are very much applauded ; 

The pay is not extremely large— 

A weekly bare subsistence ; 

I take it meekly, for it breaks 
The boredom of existence. 


BALLADE OF EARLSCOURT. 

I \e really been extremely gay — 

1 Ve done most things (I mean, in reason) — 

And, though “it is not always Afay,” 

It has been, during my first season. 

At balls and parties I ’ve had fun ; 

I ’ye listened to Home-Rule disputes ; 

There ’s only one thing I ’ve not done — 

Alas I I ’ve not been down “ the Chutes ” ! 

With screams and laughter from the height 
I saw men splash their nice new suits ; 

It seemed to cause them great delight ; 

But still— I have not shot the Chutes. 

I ’ve been to all the good first nights, 

I ’ve cried at Duse, laughed at PeisLey, 

I have seen all the London sights, 

I ’ve been to Sandown, Lord’s, and Henley. 

At Ibsen I ’ve serenely smiled, 

While sufi’ring torture from new hoots ; 

Gladstone I ’ve met, and Oscab Wilde— 
But ah ! I 've not been down the Chutes ! 

JSnvou 

Prince, one regret I feel on leaving 
For country air, and fiowers, and fruits— 

I quit gay London only grieving 
To think I have not shot the Chutes ! 


“A deuce of a mess between France and 
Siam,” observed a Bow- window Politician of 
Clubland. “ A deuce of a mess ? ” repeated 
the other Bow-wiudow man. “You mean, as 
far as France is concerned, it’s the very 
Develie ! ” 


VHY ELINOR IS EATR YOUNG. 

{By a Fiance d la Mode . ) 

• * The women they might have married — 
the girls whom they danced with when they w’ere 
youths— have grown too old for our middle-aged 
suitors.’^— 

I ’m j ast engaged : I’m forty-five — 

Our modern prime for wedded blisses. 

The age par excellence to wive 
With Dlooming.^/^-c/e-s^^?c/c Misses ; 

I ’m tert/ happy ; so ’s my Love ; 

I don't regret that long I ’ve tarried ; — 

And yet I can’t help thinking of 
The damczels I might have married. 



Yes ; there was Janet, slim and pert ; 

I took her in last night to dinner, 

And cannot honestly assert 
That years conspire to make her thinner ; 
Yet once we cooed o’er tea and buns ; 

She quite forgets how on we carried. 

Nor owns, with undergraduate sons, 

That she was one I might have married. 

And Lilian, emanation soft. 

Fair widow of the latter Sixties, 

Ideal of the faith that oft 
With earliest homage intermixt is ; 

I used to dream her, oh ! so young ; 

She ’s wrinkled now and bent and arid ; 
It almost desecrates m^ tongue, 

But she was one I might have married. 

A truce to recollection sore ; 

I ’m still considered smart and youthful ; 
And trusting, darling Elinob. 

Assures me so with passion truthful ; 

In my fond eyes she ’ll wither ne’er, 
Because — the fact can scarce be parried — 
I shan't survive to see her share 
The fate of those I might have married ! 


Mixed, 

I’m Charge d’ Affaires— “ Siam? ” OuL 
Pour England je don’t care one “ d.” 

Je prig le Menong, 

Si je keep it not long — 

They call me “ Brigand 1 Jc le suis. 


Mind toub Pease and Q. “ Why 
did Sir Donald Cubeie pair with Sir Joseph 
Pease ? ” — No ; we are not going to say any- 
thing about “ Pease and Cubbte” going to- 
gether— we scorn gettinj^ a rice out of you 
that way— besides, this dish has been over- 
done, Bat the simple answer is, that as Sir 
Donald couldn’t get any other pair this one 
was a Pease all&^P [We’re better now. 
“Pax!”] 


THE RULE OF THE SEA. 

{For the Use of Admirers of the Admiralty.) 

Question. WTiat is your duty as a sailor in 
Her Majesty’s Fleet ? 

Answer. To carry out the orders of my 
superiors, 

Q. If you were told that black was white 
what would you say ? 

A, That white was black. 

Q. If you were informed that two and 
two made five would you believe it ? 

A. Certainly, and insist that those who 
thought four was the proper answer had been 
gravely misinformed. 

Q. Would yon believe a captain to be 
always in the right ? 

A. Yes, from a Keutenant’s point of view. 
Although, of course, I should consider him 
the weakest of authorities in the presence of 
an admiral. 

Q. Would you' ever act upon your own 
responsility ? 

A. Never ; as such a course would he de- 
structive to good discipline. 

Q. Then, ii you were told to perform an impos- 
sible manoeuvre you would attempt to do it ? 

A. Certainly. 

^ Q. Even if yon^saw'that the result must be 
disaster ? 

A, Yes. I should choose the lesser of two 
evils. 

Q. To what two evils do you refer ? 

A. Loss of life by my obedience, and loss 
of discipline by my disoDedience. 

^ Q. Which would he the smaller of the two 
disasters ? 

A. The loss of life. 

Q. But did not NELSON“solve a problem of a 
somewhat similar character by using his 
blind eye ? 

A, Yes ; but then Nelson was unique. 


AN AUSTRALIAN ABC. 

A IS Australia, the land of their birth, 

B for Beuce, Banneeman, batsmen of 
worth. 

C is young Coningham, more than a learner, 
D is the Demon, once Spofpobth, now 
Tubnee. 

E the Excitement to see them all play, 

F is the Four on the ground all the way. 

G is’ for Geaham, the Giffens, and 
Gbegoey, 

H is a Hit that ’s maybe in the leg or eye. 

I is the Interest that’s caused in the 
cricket, 

J is for Jaevis, who sometimes ' keeps 
wicket. 

K is the Kangaroo, bold and defiant, 

L is Jack Lyons, who hits like a giant. 

M is McLeod, and was Muedoch of yore, 

N are the Nets, where they practice before. 
0 their Opponents, delighted to meet them, 
P for the People, so ready to greet them. 

Q is the Question, “How’s that Out 
or Not ? 

R is that terror of batsmen — a Rot. 

S their success, making Englishmen bumble , 
T is for Teott, and stands also for 
Teuhble. 

IT is the Umpire, to whom they all shout. 

V is the Voice, in which he cries “ Out I ” 

W the Wickets, our land does not lack ’em, 
X is their Xcellent keeper — ^friend Black- 

HAK. 

Y is the Yorker, that ’s fatal to some, 

And Z shows the ending has really come. 


The Great Ferris Wheel at Chicago Exhi- 
bition can “ complete a revolution in seven 
minutes.” Valuable this in Paris. No 
military required. 
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FRIENDS IN COUNCIL. 

Scene— Sancium ^ “ The Halfpenny Slater ,'* 

Critic, “"What A pity Shakspbabe’s dead ! It would be such 

A SOOEB TO PITCH INTO HIM AS AN OVER-RATED OlD IdIOT ! It *S 
NEVER BEEN DONE TBT THAT I KNOW OF ! ” 

BdUor, “Ah! capital idea! I don't see that his being Dead 

MAKES ANY OdDS ! 

Critic, “Oh yes— for the Reader! Dead 'uns don't feel, 

YOU KNOW, AND THERE 'S NOBODY BIO ENOUGH LIVING NOW TO BE 

worth Powder and Shot, confound it I " 

FROM OUR ISLAND SPECIAL. 

^ ^“wes,” quoth the Q-ennan Emperor right merrily, 
greatest complimeut I cau pay to John Bull. But where 
and I^yal personages to receive me?” 

“CLaiu roads, and 
A® look-out man to perfection. “ Nothing in the 
offing ” he re^ed to the Emperor. “I hope,” retomed His 

“that this sort of thing doesn’t 
“ oonTolsions of laughter, which just 
rn^ 4 ^™® ^‘rt.® ^ the appearance on the scene of the Duke of 
S’ tKo ®^^®- “ the fnU uniform of a General 

of the H^ Mames. “You’re too punotnal by half a nSdte ” 
^^t,T«.?R°^u® to.the Admiral. Then the Idmiral piped his 
hghted mgMettes. “ Here are tihe carnages I 
” cried the Emperor ^Tin 

y ® 088 to O^-Sorne / ” Every one in convulsions 
and amid roars of laughter the Duke and the Emperor droved ’ 


CURIOUS CRICKET ANOMALY. 

When a batsman has piled up a hundred, or more 
Though dve twenties he ’s hit, he has made a score.” 


JUST SUE I 

When a smart cove “ sues ” a sweet girl, for her hand. 
Then sueing is soft and as sweet as a peach. 

But e’en sueing comes bitter, you ’ll all understand. 

When he bolts, and she sues him — “ for Breach ! ” 

A true suitor may suit her, but, faithless, the brute 
Deserves what he ’ll get, a complete change of suit I 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

EXTRACTED FROM THE DIARY OF TOBY, M.P. 

House of Lords^ ^ Monday ^ July 24. — Haven’t heard much of 
House of Lords this Session. Will take the floor presently, and 
show Commons how Legislation should be conducted. For weeks 
and months they’ve been slaving round Home-Rule Bill. Hoble 
Lords, with fuller experience, and heaven-born aptitude, undertake 
to polish it ofl in a week. Meanwhile have had less work than usual 
to do. Might even have made long Summer holiday. Patriotically 
insisted upon meeting four times a week, to show, to whom it may 
concern, tnat at least they are ready for work. 

To-night suddenly blazed forth with amazing vigour. Old friend 
Evelyn Baring, taking his seat under new style. Lord Cromer, 
agreeably surprised ; House almost full ; Opposition in high feather ; 
cheered Cadogan and the Markiss with rare enthusiasm. 

“I suppose the question is either the Church or the Land ?” said 
Cromer, lookmg up his Orders of the Day. “ Heard in Egypt those 
were only subjects that made you sit up.’’ 

“ There ’s one other,” said Carrington, to whom remark was 
addressed ; “ though you will say it practically comes to the same 
thing. It’s Mr, G-. Anything connected with him ruffles House 
with sudden storm. Mr. Q. made Houghton Lord Lieutenant of 
Ireland. Houghton a charming fellow; popular in both camps; 
but being Mr. G.’s selection for the Viceroyalty, we — mean they — 
are hound to go for him.” 

Went for mm to-night hammer and tongues, Cadogan, not 
usually a ^ peer of bloodthirsty aspect, clenched his teeth with 
^inous vigour when he discovered Houghton was not present. 
Had sent him special invitation, he explained. Had even gone so 
far ^ to leave to him choice of date for nis execution, “ And now,” 
cried Cadogan, glaring round the appalled House, “his ExceUenoy 
IS not here I ” 

His absence commented on with towering vigour. Lord Lieutenant’s 
proce^He, in his dealing with addresses, “ dishonest, dishonourable, 
msoreditable to all concerned,” said Cadogan, by way of fiual shot, 
intended to sink whole Ministerial Bench. 

Markiss, not to be outdone, denounced Mr. G. as “ a despot,” and 
his colleagues in the Government “a well-trained company of 
mutes. ’ As for something Lord Spencer had said, Markiss 
described it as “ a pure invention,” which is much politer than Mr. 
Manxalini’s way of referring to similar lapse as “a demnitiou 
House sat as late as half-past six, and went off home in high 
** ^ time since we wet our spears,” said 

the Markiss. “ Just as well sometime, dear Toby, to show you 
fellows in the Commons what we can do.” 

Husiness done, — In Co mm ons Financial Clause to Home-Rule Bill 
passed Second Reading, 

ff. Oo7nmon8, Tuesday, — Don’t Heir Hardie on again 
with ^6sh inqmry as to misadventure to one Arthur Walker on 
of Roy^ W edding. Mr. Walker (of London) it appears had 
aimeulty with mounted officer in command of company of troops. 
Umcer says that when ordered to fallback Walker seized his horse’s 
r^. Arthur says “Walker!’’; didn’t do anything of the sort, 
inat remains minspute. What is clear is that Walker got slight 
scalp wound, inflicted by the warrior’s sword. Don’t Ejeir BArdee 
wants sworn inquiry into case. Campbell-Bannerman puts whole 
ca^ m nutshell. “ An accident,” he says, “ a regrettable accident ; 
entirely owing to fact of the sharp edge of the sword meeting the 
man’s head, instead of the flat edge.” 

That was all ; hut Walker seems to think it was enough. 
Oamed out on a Ipger scale, before and since Waterloo, similar 
accidents have had^ even more direful results. But Campbell- 
ijANpTBBMAN, by voice and manner, succeeded in throwing into 
explanation, an amount of conviction that communicated itself to 
House, ^ and ^en quietened Don’t Heir Hardie. The choice of the 
nieeting ' was perhaps most exquisite touch in answer, 
Witnout yentm’ing upon assertion, it conveyed impression that 
^ponsiDility for regrettable occurrence was fully shared by Mr, 
Walker, Mf«t^ implies advance from either side. To accomplish 
^ head must have advanced in the direction 
ot tne sword, which at the moment happened to be going the other 
fortunately with the sharp edge to the front. Hence, 
between the two, the abrasion of Mr. Walker’s skull. 

Campbell-Bannerman did not add another word, but everyone 
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who knows his kindness of heart will understand his nnuttered wish ! 
that when in future Waleer takes his walks abroad he will he ' 
more careful. At least, if his head insists upon meeting swords ; 
going the other way, he may he expected to note whether it is the j 
sharp edge or the flat that is out for the day. 

Business Financial Clause Home-Rule BUI in Committee. 

A long dull night, flashing forth at end in encounter between Joseph 
and his right hon, Iriend.” Mr. Or, in tremendous force and 
vigour. In its way it was Ca^xpbell-Baitnerman’s story over again, 
Joseph’s blameless head meeting the sharp edge of Mr. G.’s sword. 
Where diflerenee came in was in circumstance that no one seemed 
to regard accident as regrettable. On contrary, whilst the Home- 
Rulers whooped iu wild delight, the Opposition crowded the benches 
to watch the fun. 

Friday^ 1 20 A.M.— If there is in the world at this moment a 
thoroughly astonished man it is John William Logan, Member of 
Parliament for the South (Harhorongh) division of Leicestershire. 
Just now Logan’s mind is disturbed and his collar ruffled by an 
incident in the passage of Home-Rule Bill ; but he is capable of 
giving perfectly coherent account of events. At ten o’clock Mellor 
rose as usual to set in motion machinery of guillotine. Question at 
moment before Committee peremptorily^ put. liOQAN, unguardedly 
descending from serene atmosphere of side gallery, reached floor of 
House ; was passing between table and Front Opposition Bench 


I forty lashes, hit high or hit low he’couldn’t please them. The scene 
' that followed has no parallel since similar disturbance took place 
jin Dothehoys HaU when Nicholas flicldehy revolted and ‘‘took it 
i out ” of Squeers* Hates Fisher leaning over clutched Logan by 
the back of the neck and thrust him forth. Ashmead -Bartlett, 
seeing opportunity of winning his knightly spurs, firmly fixed his 
eyeglass, and felt for Logan in the front. 

That the table and front Opposition Bench were not “ steepled” in 
Logan’s gore, as were the forms and benches at Dothehoy’s Hall 
in that of Fanny Sgueers's Pa, was due to diversion raised from 
another quarter. Irish members below G-angway, seeing the scrim- 
mage, and noting Carson had something to do with it, moved down 
in body with wild “ whirr oo ! ” Saxtnderson, providentially in his 
place, sprang up and advanced to intercept the rolling flood. Crean 
being on crest of advancing wave found his face, by; what 
Campbell-Bannerman would describe as a “regrettable accident,” 
in contact with the Colonel’s fist. Moreover, it was the knuckly 
end, scarcely less hurtful than the sharp edge of the sword which 
laid Waleer (of London) low. Crein drew back, hut ouly pou7* 
miettx reculer^ as they say in Cork. Whilst the Colonel was standing 
in the attitude of pacific impartiality he later described to the 
Speaker, Crean dealt him an uncommonly nasty one on the chops ; 
the thud distinctly heard amid the Babel of cries in the miniature 
Donnybrook below G-angway. Amid moving, struggling mass, 
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AFTER THE FALL OF THE 
towards division lobby when he beheld vision of Yicary Gibbs 
skipping down gangway steps shouting and waving his arms. 
Logan, a man of philosophical temperament and inquiring mind, 
halted to watch course of events. Something apparently wrong in 
the City ; things either gone up or gone down ; Yicart Gibbs 
certainly come down ; was now seated beside Prince Arthur, with 
hat fiercely pressed over brow, excitedly shou'ing at Chairman. 
As everybody else was shouting at same moment, Chairman wrung 
his hands, and spasmodically cried ‘‘ Order I Order!” Logan had 
, presence of mind to note that whilst Yicary in any pause in the‘ 
: storm cried aloud, “Mr. Mellor, I rise to order,” he was sitting 
down all the time with his hat on. 

That was Logan’s last collected idea before personal afiairs 
entirely engrossed his attention. Hayes Fisher, in ordinary times 
mildest-mannered man that ever helped to govern Ireland, took 
note of Logan still standing in passage between Front Bench and 
table ; « fleet upon him miraculous. 

“ Tab, Logan ! ” he yelled ; “ get out. Bah ! hah I go to the Bar.” 

Contagion of fury touched Carson, who had hitherto been 
shouting at large. He now turned on Logan. “ Gag I gag ! ” he 
yelled. “ Gang of gaggers.” Then, in heat of moment, he cried 
above the uproar, “ Gag of gangers.” 

This too much for Logan. Hitherto stood everything ; now sat 
down in contiguity to Carson. Here is where the surprise came in. 
Front Opposition Bench not his usual place, hut was nearest 
avauablo teat. His stanriing up objected to; it was certainly 
gainst rules of law and ordier that prevail in the House of Commons. 
\ ery well then, he would sit down. This he did, taking vacant 
place by Carson. But, like the bo’eun and the sailor strung up for 


CURTAIN. EXPLANATIONS. 

Saijnderson’s white waistcoat flashed to and fro like flag of truce, to 
which, alas I there was no response. What became of Logan in this 
crisis not quite clear. Fancy I sawWALROND extricating him from the 
embraces of Fanny-Squeers-Ashmeab-Bartlett. Mr. G. looked on 
with troubled face from Treasury Bench. Bartley standing up on 
edge of scrimmage, pointed accusatory forefinger at him, was saying 
something, probably opprobrious hut at the moment inaudible. 

“ So like Hartley to go to root of matter,” said George Hussell, 
who surveyed scene from sanctuary of Speaker’s chair. “Others 
might accuse Joseph of being responsible for disturbance by 
likening his old colleague and chief to iniquitous King Herod at the 
epoch when the worms were waiting to make an end of him. Yicary 
Gibbs and good Conservatives generaUy are sure it was Tay Pay’s 
retort of ‘ Judas ! Judas ! ’ that dropped the fat into the fire. Only 
Bartley has cool judgment and presence of mind to point the 
moral of the moving scene. A striking figure in the inextricable 
melee. When his statue is added to that of great Parliamentarians 
in St. Stephen’s Hall, the sculptor should seize this attitude.” 
j Business do7ie. — Home- Rule Bill through Committee ; but first a 
I real taste of Donnybrook. 

^ Friday Night . — House a little languid after excitement of last 
night. Attendance small ; subject at morning sitting, Scotch Edu- 
cation ; at night, Agriculture. Dr. Hunter thinks it would be nice 
to have Committee of Inquiry into origin and progress of last night’s 
row. Nobody else takes that view; general impression is, we’d 
better forget it as soon as possible. 

Business c^ow^.—Treveltan explains Scotch Educatim Yote. 

The Angel (in the House) ’s Advocate.— M r. Woodall. 
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THE CLOSURE AT HOME. 

Paterfamilias entered the 
drawing-room at ten minutes 
to six o’clock, and found tke 
family stiU undecided. There 
was a pause in the conversa- 
tion when he made his appear- 
ance. 

“ Where are we to go ? ” he 
asked, taking out his watch. 
*‘Tou have been quarrelling 
for the last wtek, and I have 
given you till tnis hour. So 
get through your amendments 
as fast as you can.’' 

“ I prefer Paris,” said 
Materfamilias, and I am 
supported by all the girls. 
We are decidedly in a majo- 
rity.” 

“Paris is simply awful at 
the end of July! ” cried the 
eldest son. “ Grive you my 
word, mother, the place is 
impossible.” 

“ Venice would certainly be 
better,” said his younger 
brother. “ Charming place, 
and you get a very decent 
tahle d'hote at Danieli’s.” 

“ Oh, Venice is too dreadful 
just now!” exclaimed Aunt 
Matilda. “If we are to go 
with you, we certainly can’t 
travel there. Besides, there ’s 
the cholera all over the Con- 
tinent. Now Oban would be 
nice.” 

“Are you speaking seri- 
ously?” asked Cousin Jane. 
“Scotland never agrees with 
me, but Cairo would be 
perfect.” 
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THE TEST OF 

Tutor Jgnohis One. “Yes 


TRUE GENIUS. 

; I RATHER FLATTER MVSELF THERE 


ARE PRECIOUS FEW OF MY CONTEMPORARIES WHO CARE ABOUT MY WOBK I ” 

Fictor Ignotus Numher Two {not to he beaten). “ By Jove I I rather 
FLATTER MYSELF I 'VE GOT THE PULL OP YOU THERE, OLD MaN 1 WhY, 
there’s Kobobt cares ABOUT Mine!'" 


“Do you think so, my dear 
girl?” put in Uncle Johnt. 
“I fancy you are making a i 
mistake. Egypt is very well | 
in the winter, but it is fear- 
fully hot in August, Now 
they tell me Killamey is 
simply delightful at this 
season.” 

‘ ‘ Ireland ! No, thank you I ” 
exclaimed Reginald. “We 
have had enough of Home 
Rule on this side of the 
Channel to go across to^ find it 
on the other. No; give me 
Spain, or even Russia.” 

The hands of the clock were 
close upon the hour, but still 
there was a minute or so to 
spare. 

“ Russia indeed! ” snapped 
out Priscilla, “"^o ever 
would go to Russia ? ^ But 
people do tell me that Chicago 
IS well worth seeing, and ” 

At this moment the clock 
struck six, 

“Time's up,” cried Pater- 
familias. “We will all go to 
Herne Bay.” 

And they did. 

Tbe New Atomic Theory. 

{According to the JS'eto 
Journalism). 

Mankind are debtors to two 
mighty creditors, 
Omniscient Science, and infal- 
5 lible Editors. 

» N at ure is summed in principles 
I and particles ; 

The moral world in Laws and 
Leading Articles 1 


CEICKET ACROSS THE CHANNEL. 

We believe that our lively neighbours, the French, having seen 
that there is a chance of some alteration being made in the rules of 
cricket in England, have determined to suggest some changes on 
their own account. We give the first list of proposals : — 

t l. The ball in future is to be made of india- 
rubber. 

2. Armour to be allowed to the striker, so 
, as to prevent accidents from the ball. 

' 3 , The umpires to be henceforth experienced 

surgeons, so that their medical services may 
be available for the wounded. 

4. Camp-stools to be permitted to the long- 
st(g, and other hard- worked members of the 

5. Fielders expected to run after a rapidly- 
driven ball, to be aRowed to follow the object 
on bicycles. 

6. The wicket-keeper to have a small portable fortress in front of 
him to keep him out of danger. 

T. The bats to be made of the same materials as those used in 
lawn- tennis. 

8. The ^ame to commence with the “luncheon interval,” to be j 
empl^ed in discussing a dejeuner d la fourchette. i 

9. The uniform of the cricketer in future to consist of a hom, a 
hunting-knife, jockey- cap and fishing-boots, in fact the costume of 
the earliest French exponent of the game. 

10. The outside to have the right to declare the game closed when 
fatigued. 

11. A band of music to be engaged to play a popular programme. 
A fiourish of trumpets to announce the triumph of the striker when 
he succeeds in hitting the ball. 

12. Those who take part in the great game to be decorated with a 
medal. All future matches to he commomorated with clasps, to 
denote the player’s bravery. 

Should these reforms be adopted by the M. C. C., there seems little 
doubt that the national game of England will receive a fresh lease of 
popularity in the land that faces Albion. 


THE LATEST CRISIS. 

[Mr. Bartley protested in. the House of Commons against Mr. W. 
O’Brien’s conduct m dining in the House with strangers at a table reserved 
for Membeis. Mr. O'Brien explained that Mr. Austen Chamberlain had 
taken a table which he (Mr. O’Brien) had previously resen'cd. The 
question is under the consideration of the fatchen Committee.] 

A crisis ! A crisis ! The man is a fool 

Who desires at this moment to talk of Home Buie. 

Though we know that in Egypt a something is rotten, 

The intrigues of young Abbas are straightway forgotten ; 

And we think just as much of the woes of Siam 
As we care for that coin of small value — a dam^ 

For a crisis has come, and the House is unable 
To detach its attention from questions of table. 

Their tongues and their brains all the Members exhaust in 
Discussing the rights of O’Brien and Austen. 

They debate in an access of anger and gloom 

As to who took from which what was kept, and for whom. 

The letters they wrote, the retortsithey made tartly 
Are detailed— gracious Powers preserve us— by Bartley, 

Who can bend — only statesmen are formed for such 
j feats — 

! His mind, which is massive, to questions of seats, ^ 

And discuss with a zest which is equal to Tanner's, 

The absorbing details of a matter of manners. 

Mr. Bartley you like to be heard than to hear i 

Far more, but, forgive me, a word in your ear. 1 

Though we greatly rejoice when all records are cut 1 

By your steam-hammer mind in thus smashing a nut, 

Yet we think it were well if the Kitchen could settle 
In private this question of pot versiie kettle. 

And in future, when dog-like men fight for a bone, 

Take a hint, Mr. Bartley, and leave them alone. 


Latest from the National Boxing Saloon {with the kind 
regards of the Speaker).— “The nose has it, and so have the 
eyes 1 ” 
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SAINT IZAAK AND HIS VOTARIES. 

Mr» JPunch^s Tercentenary Tribute to the Author of “ The Compleat Angler f 
[August 9tli tMs year is tlie 300tli anniyersary of the birth, in the ancient house at Stafford, of Izaak Walton.] 



0OO3> Izaak of the diction q[aaint, 

The calendar holds many a fellow 
Less worthy to he duhhad a saint 
(For gentle heart and wisdom mellow) 
Than thou, the Angler’s genial guide 
By wandering hrooK and riyer wide. 


“ I care not, I, to fish in seas,’’ [singer, 
So chirped Will Basse, thy fayourite 
“ Fresh riyers best my mind do please.” 

Bard-loying q.uoter, braye baoh-bringer 
Of England’s pastoral scenes and songs. 

All England’s praise to thee belongs. 


Thy Book bewitches more than those 
Who are sworn “ Brothers of the Angle. 
Scents of fresh pastures, wilding rose, 

All trailing fiowers that intertangle 
In England’s hedgerows, seem to fill 
Its pages and our pulses thrill. 
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GUESSES AT TRUTH. 

Mr, Latdislaw, ** Handsome woman our Hostess — ^don*t you think? By the bye, what do you suppose her Age is? 
Miss St. Cyr. ‘‘Well, I should fancy, what the Illustrated Biographies call ‘Present Day!’” 


We see the stretch “ up Totnam Hil,” 
Toward the “ Thatcht House that fresh 
Mav morning ; 

We hear Viator praise the skill 
That he was first inclined to scorning ; 

We mark the Master’s friendly proffer 
Change him to votary from scoffer. 

Those “ many grave and serious men,” 

He chid as “men of sowr complexions,” 

J£ they resist his graphic pen, 

His pastorals sweet, his quaint refieetions, 
Must have indeed mere souls of earth, 

To beauty blind, untuned to mirth. 

The “ poor-rieh-men ” he pitied so 
All Anglers, and wise hearts, must pity. 
His song’s queer “trollie loUie loe,” 

Sounds cheerily as the blackbird’s ditty. 

To men in populous city pent, 

Who know the Angler’s calm content. 

And even those who know it not. 

Nor care— poor innocents I— to know it, 
Whom ne’er the Fisher’s favoured lot 
Has thrilled as sportsman, fired as poet, 
May love to turn the leaves, and halt on 
The quaint conceits of honest Walton. 

The man whose only “ qnill ” ’s a pen, 

Who keeps no rod and tackle handy. 

May hear thy “merry river” when 
“ It bubbles, dances, and grows sandy.” 
May sit beneath thjr beech, and wish 
To catch thy voice, if not thy fish : 

May love to sit or stroll with the 
Amidst the grassy water-meadows ; 

The culverkeys and cowslips see, 


And watch yon youngster gathering stocks 
Of lilies and of lady-smocks : 

To he^ thy milkmaid. Maudlin, troll 
Choice morsels from Ejt Marlow sweetly ; 
And Maudlin’s mother, — ^honest soul, 

Whose “ golden age” has fied so fieetly! — 
Respond with Raleigh’s answering rhyme 
Of wisdom past its active prime : 

To take a draught of sound old ale — 

What tipple wholesomer or sweeter ? — 

At the old ale-house in the vale. 

With CoRYDON and brother Peter ; 

And share the “ Musick” ’s mellow bout. 

As they at supper shared the trout. 

Then to that cleanly room and sweet — 

After a gay good night to all— 

Lavender scent about the sheet, 

And “ ballads stuck about the wall,” 

And fall on sleep devoid of sorrow, 

With fair dreams filled of sport to-morrow. 

What wonder Walton’s work has charmed 
Three centuries ? That his bait has cap- 
tured 

The grey recluse, the boy switch-armed. 

The sage, the statesman, bard enraptured, 
Gay girl — are fish her only spoil ? — 

And grave Thames-haunting son of toil I 

Thy votaries, good Saint Izaak, are 
“ All who love quietnessej andt'cr^we.” 

Is there on whom such praises jar ? 

Well, join for once — it scarce can hurt 
you— 

In Punches Tribute ; fortune'wisbing 
To gentle souls who “ go a-fishing 1’^ 


The culverkeys and cowslips see, 
Dancing in summer’s lights an* 


and shadows ; 1 To gentle souls who ' 


“HERE^S TO THE CLIENT” 

Here’s to the client who makes his own 
will, 

And here ’s to his friends who dispute it ; 
Here ’s to the case which is drawn up with 
skill, 

And the time that it takes to refute it. 

Here’s to the felon whose crimes are a 
score, 

And here ’s to the wretch with but one, 
Sirs ; 

Fraudulent trustees, directors galore, 

And tbe various things that they ’ve done, 
Sirs. 

Here’s to the costs which will mount up 
apace, 

When the action comes on for a hearing, 
“Retainers,” “refreshers,” and aR of tneir 
race. 

Which they lavish on us for appearing. 

Here’s to the Law, with its hand just and 
strong, 

Which has grown from the earliest 
ages; 

And here ’s to this lay, which we hope ’s not 
too long 

For Punch to put into his pages. 

New Ve^ion op an Old Saying {adapted 
for exclusive stoelk who cannot enjoy even a 
Sport when it becomes “so common^ donH^ 
cAa.'”). — ^What is Everybody’s pleasure is 
Nobody’s pleasure I 
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Uncliaiigreably Beau fixe, 

We change, although you dott’t; AN AUTHORITY ON THE THEORY AND PRACTICE 
le ou us ; small creeks OF THE “ BUFFER STATE ” ! ! 


Form where we stand, all drenched 
from head 

To foot. Blow your Beau fixe ! 

This beastly weather might have 
riled 

The philosophic Greeks ; 

It makes us simple Britons wild, 
Combined with your Beau fixe. 

We tell the landlord we must 
go— 

Poor man, he rather piques 
Himself upon the weather, so 
Incessantly Beau fixe, 

Ahy non, ga va changer ce 
soir ! 

Thus hopefully he speaks, 

“ Si Monsieur voulait hien voir 
Le harometre — Beau fixe ! ” 

Adapted. 

{To the Unionist Needs of the 
Moment^ 

Other men have many faults, 
Mr. Gladstone has but two ; 
There ’s nothing wise that he can 
say, and nothing right that 
he can do. 


In a recent case, Mr. Lane, 
the magistrate, is reported to 
have informed an inquiring 
husband, “If your wife turns 
you out she is not bound to find 
you a home ; but if you turn 
your wife out you are bound to 
find her a home.” This suggests 
a new Charity, “ The Home for 
Turned-out Wives.” These ladies 
would be seen driving out in 
well-appointed traps, and gain 
a new status in Society as being 
“uncommonly well- turned-out ” 
wives. 


ANOTHER SCENE AT THE PLAY. 

( That never should le tolerated , ) 

Scene — Auditorium of a Fashionahle Theatre, Vast majority of 
the audience deeply interested in the action and dialogue of an 
excellent piece. Enter a party of Lady Emptyheads into a 
Private Box. 

First Empty head {taking off her toraps), I told you there was no 
necessity to nurry away from dinner. You see they are getting on 
very well without us. ^ 

Second Empt, {seating herself in front of the box). Yes. And it^s 
so much pleasanter to chat than to listen. This piece, they tell me, 
is full of clever dialogue— so satisfactory to people who like that sort 
of thing. 

I Thv'd Empt, (looking round the house with an opera- glass). Why 
scarcely a soul in the place we know. Well, I suppose everybody is 
leaving town. Stay, is that Mrs. Evergreen Tofei ? 

Fourth Empt, {also using her glasses). Why, yes. I wish we 
could make her see us. 

First Empt, Haven’t you noticed that you never can attract 
attention when you want to ? Isn’t it provoking ? 

Second Empt, Oh, terribly; and there is Captain Dashalong. 
Why,^ I thought he was at Aldershot. 

Third Empt, Oh, they always give them leave about this time of 
the year. 

Best of Audience (sternly). Hush ! S-s-s-h-s-h I 

Fourth Empt, I wonder what ’s the piece about. 

Third Empt, Ob, it doesn’t in the least matter. Sure to be 
sparkling. Do you like that woman’s hair ? 

Fourth Empt, Scarcely. It’s the wrong shade. How can people 
make such frights of themselves ! 

J^rsi Empt, I wonder if thm is the Second Act, or the First I 

Third Empt, What does it matter! I never worry about a 
piece, for I know I shall see all about it afterwards in the 
paj^rs. 

Med of Audience {with increased sternness). Hush! S-s-s-h-s-h! 

Second Empt, 1 always come to this theatre because the chairs are 


comfortable. What is the good of going to the play unless you can 
enjoy yourself ? 

Third Empt, Quite so. And it ’s much better fun without one’s 
husband, isn’t it r* 

First Empt, Of course. I never bring mine, because he always 
goes to sleep ! So disrespectful to the actresses and actors I 

Second Empt, Yes. Of course, one ought to listen to what’s going 
on, even if you don't care what it’s all about. 

Fourth Empt, Quite so. Not that it isn’t pleasant to look round 
the house. 

Rest of Audience {angriei' than ev&i'). Hush! S-s-s-h-s-h I 

Third Empt, Yes, I often think that this side of the curtain is 
quite as amusing as the other. 

Fourth Empt, 1 wonder what they are doing on the stage ? Oh, I 
see that the Act is nearly over! Well, I daresay it has been very 
amusing. 

Rest of Audience {furious). Hush I Hush ! Hush ! 

First Empt, There descends the curtain 1 By the way, what a 
noise those people in the pit have been making I I wonder what it 
was all about ? 

Second Empt, I haven’t the faintest notion. However, when the 
play begins again, I hope they won’t make any more noise. It is so 
disrespectful to the Audience. 

First Empt, And the Company. Why can’t people behave them- 
selves in a theatre ? 

Second, Third, and Fourth Empt, {in chorus). Ah yes ! Why 
can’t they ? 

[Scene closes in upon a renewal of chatter upon the raising of the 
Curtain on another Act, 


“ Give a Day a Bad Name and .’’—It is stated that the day 

of the disgraceful Donnyhrook in the House of Commons has been 
nicknamed “Collar Day,” because Mr. Hayes Fisher seized 
Mr. Logan by the collar, and Mr. Chamberlain “collared” 
O'Brien’s table in the dining-room. This is all very^ well in 
its wa3r, hut would not “ Choler Day ” be more appropriate and 
intelligible ? 
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A DREAM-BOOK 

For Would‘-he Travellers, J i i 

If yoTi dream"of — i f / 

Canada and forgot that it ’s ^ 

the least pleasing place in 

Borne, Remember its oh- 

interest and forget its GOOD RESOLUTIONS. 

Sirashourg, Remember that BUnlHnsop {on a Friend's Yacht') soliloquises, ** I know one thing, ip 
it has a Cathedral and forget ever I’m rich ENoroH to Kir.r a Yacht, 1 shall spend the Money 


that the clock is a fraud. 


IN Horses.” 


Turin. Remember that it 
might be quite worth the 
journey and forget that ^ it 
isn’t. 

Vmice, Remember its canals 
and forget its odours. 

Vichg, Remember that 
there is a good hotel and for- 
get that you have been there 
a dozen tunes before. 

PYieshaden, Remember the 
glories of its past and forget 
the sadness of its present. 

Zurich, Remember that it 
is completely abroad and for- 
get that there ’s no placejlike 
home. 

ONLY THEIR PLAY! 

Abnormal natures, morbid 
motives! Y'es! 

These things, upon the stage, 
perhaps impress. 
Monstrosities, not true men’s 
hearts, nor women’s. 

Trolls, with a touch of the 
delirium tremens. 

Neurotic neurospasts, puppets 
whose wires 

Are pulled bv morbid dreams 
and mad desires ; 

Not men and women ’midst our 
world’s temptations, 

But fevered phantasy’s bizarre 
creations. 

Despite Solness and Mrs, 
Tayiqueray, 

“People don’t do these things” 
— except in play .* 

As IN A Glass BARiiLr.— 
Grubby and grovelling ‘ ‘ Real- 
ists” boast that they only 
“ hold the mirror up to Nature.” 
Perhaps! But when their par- 
ticular “mirror” happens to 
be— as it commonly is— dirty 
and distorting. Nature, like 
the victim of a bad looking- 
glass at a country inn, is 
taken at a disadvantage. 
There are mirrors which mie 
a man look a monster, but then 
the monstrosity is not in the 
man but the mirror. 


TIMON ON BIMETALLISM. 

{Adajited from Slidkspcare,) 

[“He advocates bimetallism 'with the passionate 
ardour of a prophet promulgating a newrevelsition. 
On most subjects he is cool, analjtioal, and 
perhaps a little cynical ; but on this subject he is 
an enthusiast,” — The Times on Mr. Malfour's 
Speech about Bimeiallism.'] 

Timon of London^ loquitur : — 

The leaimed pate 
Ducks to the golden fool ; all is oblique ; 

I There ’s nothing level in our currency 
I But monometallism I Gold doth lord 
Great lands, societies, and throngs of men. 
That the sun rounds the earth, that earth ’s 
a disc, 

Are foolish fads that Timon much disdains 
As duping dull mankind. But will they 
rank 

My fad— Bimetallism— along with such ? 

I seek a dual standard ; gold alone 
Is a most operant poison I What is here ? 
Gold? yellow, precious, glittering gold? 
No, gods, 

I am no aureate votarist. Silver seems 


To me, and to wise Walsh, a fair twin- 
standard 

Fit to set up. that variable values 
May find stability in dual change, 

With a fixed ratio, which the world must 
find, 

Or our one standard, like a pirate’s flag, 

Will lead us to disaster. Monometallism 
Is— Monomania. This yellow slave 
Win break, not knit, our Commerce. I 
can 1 e* 

Cool, analytical, even c 3 Tiical 
On tri lies— such as S^aratism’s sin, 

Or County Council Crime; but this thing 


Or County Council Crime; but this thing 
stirs 

My tepid Hood, e’en as Statistics warm 

The chilly soul of Goschen. Come, cuist 
gold, 

Thou common ore of mankind, that putt’st 
odds 

Among the rout of nations, I will make thee 

Take thy right place! Thou mak’st my 
heart beat quick. 

But ^:^et^I ’U bury thee: thou ’It go, strong 

Orthodox’ keepers of thee cannot stand 

Against a passionate prophet’s promulga- 
tion 


Of a new economic revelation. 

“Put up your gold!” But put up silver, 
too, 

(As Walsh, and Grenfell, and Sage Chap- 
lin urge), 

Or banded Europe— some day— shall smash up 
Our City to financial chaos. Aye I 
I may talk lightly about trivial things, 

And cynically smile on tvraddle’s trilies, — 
Union of hearts, optimist ecstasies, 

Fervours, and faiths, the breeka of prisoned 
Pats, 

Coercion’s bondage and such bagatelles — 

But on this Titan theme— Bimetallism— 
Timon is in hot earnest! 

A SRort Way with Wasps. 

A PLAQUE of wasps infests the South 
In consequence of the hot season I— 
H^ph I Is it torrid heat and drouHi 
Deprive our Commons of cool reason ? 

A plague of wasps infests the House i 
Its managers the matter mull, for 
They have not (like poor Hodge) the nous 
To smoke pests out with (moral) sulphur 1 
To check Hayes Fisher’s style, or Tim's tone, 
Mellon tries treacle ; he needs brimstone. 
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A LESSON. 

FaOur (on reedvmg Sill for jMneheon at one of our very modem Lovdon Beslauramts). '* Hallo 1 'What ! 1 Ovee Two Gtjikeas eob 
MBKELY 1 Why, hano it 1” 

Bis San (small Etonian). “Oh, well neveb mind, Fathbe. It’s A Thing to do Onok, and we won’t do it again!” 


THE STORMY PETREL. 

[*‘Tliis bird baa long been celebrated for the 
manner in which it passes over the waves, patter- 
ing with its webbed feet and flapping its wings so 
as to keep itself just above the surface. It thus 
traverses the ocean with wonderful ease, the bil- 
lows rolling beneath its feet and passing away 
under the bird without in the least disturbing it.^* 
— Wbcd*8 Fepular Natural Mistory,'\ 

OnIiT a Petrel, I, 

Telling the storm is nigh ; 

Fleet o’er the waives I fly, 

When skies look stormy. 

WTien things are calm and slow, 

I 'midst Bmm rocks lie low ; 

But when wild breezes blow 
Men may look for me. 

Lured from my Midland home, 

When gales begin to roam 
Proudly I skim the foam,i 
Tlappering and pattering I 
I with the airiest ease 
Traverse the angriest seas 
Bound the wild Hebrides 
Bellowing and battering. 

But the wild Irish coast 
Suits my strong flight the most. 
Breeze- baffling wings I boast, 
nothing disturbs me. 

Cool 'midst the tempest’s crash, 

Sw^ through the foam I dash, 

Wind flout or lightning flash 
Scares not, nor curbs me. 

Sea-birds are silly things, 

Squat bodies, stunted wings. 

Where is the bard who sings 
Penguin or puffin, 


Grebe, guillemot, or gull ? 

Oh, the winged noodles, null, 

In timid flocks and dull. 
Squattin’ and stuffin’ I 

I, like the albatross, 

Ik>Te on the winds to toss, 
Where gales and currents cross 
My fodder Abiding. 

Let Gulls and Boobies rest 
Safe in a sheltered nest, 

I ’m bold the breeze to breast 
Tamer fowl blinding. 

Only a Petrel, I, 

Calm in a oalmi lie, 

But when ’neath darkening sky 
Strife lifteth her face. 

When the red lightnings glare, 
Then, from my rocky lair 
Darting, I cleave the air. 
Skimming sea’s surface. 

Some swear the storm I raise ; 
That ’s superstition’s cra^e ; 
But on tempestuous days. 

Wild, wet, and windy. 
Herald of storm I fly. 

Only a Petrel, I, 

But when my form you spy,— 
Look out for shindy. 


“ Benefits Forgot,” — ^This is the title of 
a serial in Scribner 8\ Many over- strict per- 
sons will not read it, being under the impues- 
sion that the story is essentially theatrical. 
A natural mistake. Nothing in an actor’s 
life could give occasion for more bitter 
reflection than the memory of “Benefits 
Forgot,” especially after they had been got 
up and advertised at great personal expense. 


TO A HNE WOMAN. 

{By a Little Man,) 

“ Can my eyes reach thy size ? ” 

Asked the Lilliputian poet, 

As I 've read. Can my head 
Reach your shoulder ? It ’s below it. 

Women all are so tall 
Nowadays, but jron’re gigantic ; 

One so vast, sweeping past, 

Makes my five feet four feel frantic. 

Each girl tries exercise. 

Rows, rides, runs, golf, cricket, tennis, 

Games for an Olympian — 

Greek Olympia, not “ Yenice.” 

Stalks and shoots, climbs in boots 
Like a navvy’s not a dandy’s, 

Ice-axe takes, records breaks — 

If not neck — on Alps or Andes. 

Alps in height, girls affright 
Men, like me, of puny figure ; 

They are too tall, but you 
Are preposterously bigger. 

At this dance, if I glance 
Round the room, I see I ’m smallest ; 

You instead are a head 
Over girls and men, you ’re tallest. 

As a pair, at a f air^ 

Any showman might produce us ; 

Dwarf I ’d do, giant you 

What ! They want to introduce us ? 

Can I whirl such a girl ? 

Calisthenics could not teach it. 

I, effaced, clasp your waist ? 

I ’n be hanged if I can reach it I 






THE STOBMY PETREL 



PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. — 





69 


August 12, 1893.] PUNCH. OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


THE ADVENTURES OF PICKLOCK HOLES. 

(By Cunnin Toil.) 

No. L— THE BISHOP’S CHIME. 

I WAS sitting alone in my room at 10 i29 on the night of the 
14th of last November. I had been doing a good deal of work 
lately, and I was tired. Moreover, I had had more than one touch 
of that old Afghan fever, which always seemed to be much more 
inclined to touch than to go. However, we can’t have everything 
here to please us'; and as I had only the other day attended two 
bankers and a Lord Mayor for measeles, I had no real cause to 
complain of my prospects. I had drawn the old armchair in which 
I was sitting close to the dre, and, not having any bread handy, I 
was occupied in toasting my feet at the blaze when suddenly the 
clock on the mantelpiece struck the half hour, and Picklock 
Holes stood by my side, I was too much accustomed to his 
proceedings to express any surprise at seeing him thus, but I own 
that I was itching to ask him how he had managed to get into my 
house without ringing the bell. However, I refrained, and motioned 
him to a chair. 

“My friend,” saidthis extraordinary man, 'without the least preface, 

‘ * you ’ ve been smoking again. You know you have ; it ’s not the least 
use denying it.” 1 absolutely gasped with astonishment, and gazed at 
him almost in terror. How had he 
guessed my secret ? He read my 
thoughts, and smiled, 

“Oh, simp^ enough. That spot on 
our shirt-cun is black. But it might 
ave been yellow, or green, or blue, or 
brown, or rainbow-coloured. But I know 
you smoke Eainbow mixture, and as your 
canary there in the corner has just gone 
blind, I know further that bird’s-eye is 
one of the component parts of the mix- 
ture.” 

“ Holes,” I cried, dropping my old 
meerschaum out of my mouth ini my 
amazement; “I don’t believe you’re a 
man at all— you’re a devil,” 

“ Thank you for the compliment,” .he 
replied, without moving a single muscle 
of his marble face. “You ought not to 

sup ” He was going to have added 

“pose,” but the first syllable seemed to 
suggest a new train of thought (in which, 

I may add, there was no second class 
whatever) to my inexplicable friend. 

“No,” he said; “the devilled , bones 
were not good. Don’t interrupt me ; you 
had deviued bones for supper, or rather 
you would have had them, only you didn’t like them. Do you see’that 
match ? A small piece is broken off the bottom, but enough is’ left 
to show it was once a lucifer— in other words, a devil. It is lying at 
the feet of the skeleton which you use for your anatomical investiga- 
tions, and therefore I naturally conclude that you had devilled 
bones for supper. You didn’t eat them, for not a single hone of the 
skeleton is missing. Do I make myself clear ? ” 

“ You do,” I said, marvelling more than ever at the extraordinary 
perspicacity of the man. As a matter of fact, my supper had con- 
sisted of bread and cheese ; but I felt that it would be in extremely 
bad taste for a struggling medical practitioner like myself to contra- 
dict a detective whose fame had extended to the ends of the earth. 
I picked up my pipe, and relit it, and, for a few moments, welsat in 
silence. At last i ventured to address him. 

“ Anything new ? ” I said. 

“ No, not exactly new,” he said, wearily, passing his sinewy hand 
over his expressionless brow. “Have you a special Evening 
Standard 9 I conclude you have, as I see no other evening papers 
here. Do you mind handing it to me ? ” 

There was no deceiving this weird creature. I took the paper he 
mentioned from my stu^ table, and handed it to him. 

“ Now listen,” said Holes, and then read, in a voice devoid of 
any sign of emotion, the following paragraph “ This morning, as 
Mrs. Drabley, a lady of independent means, was walking in 
Piccadilly, she inadvertently stepped on a piece of orange-peel, and 
fell heavily on the pavement. She was carried into the shop of 
Messrs. Salver and Tankard, the well-known silversmiths, audit 
was at first thought she had broken her right leg. However, on 
being examined by a medical man who happened to be passing, 
she was pronounced to be suffering from nothing worse than a 
severe bruise, and, in the course of half-an-hour, she recovered 
sufficiently to be able to proceed on her business. This is the 
fifth accident caused by orange-peel at the same place within the 
last week.” 

“ It w scandalous I ” I broke in. “ This mania for dropping orange- 


peel is decimating London. Curiously enough I happen to be the 
medical man who ” 

“Yes, I know ; you are the medical man who was passing.” 

“ Holes,” I ejaculated, “ you are a magician.” 

“No, not a magician; only a humble seeker after truth, who | 
uses as a basis for his deduction some slight point that others are | 
too blind to grasp. Now you think the matter ends there. 1 don’t. | 
I mean to discover who dropped that orange-peel. Will you help I 
me?” i 

“ Of course I will, but how do you mean to proceed ? There must 
be thousands of people who eat oranges every day in London.” 

“Be accurate, my dear fellow, whatever you do. There are 
78,995, not counting ^girls. But this piece was not dropped by 
a girl.” 

How do you know ? ” I asked. 

“Never mind; it is sufficient that I do know it. Bead this,” 
he continued, pointing to another column of the paper. This is 
what I read — 

“ Missionary Enterprise.— A great conference of American and 
Colonial Bishops was held in Exeter Hall this afternoon. The pro- 
ceedings oi)ened with an impassioned speech from the Bishop of 
i Florida ” 

j “Never mind the rest,” said Holes, “that’s quite enough. 
iNow read this”: — 

“The magnificent silver bowl to he 
presented to the Bishop of Florida by 
some of his English friends is now on 
view at Messrs. Salver and Tankard’s 
in Piccadilly. It is a noble specimen of 
the British silversmith’s art.’ ’ An elaborate 
description followed. 

“ These paragraphs,” continued Holes, 
in his usual impassive manner, “give 
me the clue I want. Florida is an 
orange-growing country. Let ns call on 
the Bishop.” 

In a moment we had put on our hats, 
and in another moment we were in a 
Hansom on our way to the Bishop’s 
lodgings in Church Street, Soho. Holes 
gained admittance by means of his ske- 
leton key. We passed noiselessly up the 
stairs, and, without knocking, entered the 
Bishop’s bedroom. He was in his night- 
gown, and the sight of two strangers 
visibly alarmed him. 

“ I am a detective,” began Holes. 

“ Oh,” said the Bishop, turning pale. 
“ Then I presume you have called about 
that curate who disapi^eared in an alli- 
gator swamp close to my episcopal palace 
in Florida. It is not true that I killed him* He 

“Tush,” said Holes, “we are come about weightier matters. 
This morning at half-past eleven your lordship was standing 
outside the shop of Salyer and Tankard looking at your pre- 
sentation bowl. You were eating an orange. You stowed the 
greater part of the peel in your coat-tail pocket, but you dropped, 
maHoiously dropped, one piece on the pavement. Shortly after- 
wards a stout lady passing by trod on it ana fell. Have you anything 
to say?” 

The Bishop made a movement, but Holes was hefore-hand with 
him. He dashed to a long black coat that hung behind the door, 
inserted his hand deftly in the pocket, and pulled out the fragmentary 
remains of a large Florida orange. 

“ As I sup^sed,” he said, “ a piece is missing,” 

But the miserahie prelate had fallen senseless on the fioor, where 
we left him. 

^ “ Holes,” I said, “ this is one of your very best. How on earth 
did you know you would find that orange-peel in his coat ? ” 

“ I didn’t find it there,” replied my friend ; “I brought it with 
me, and had it in my hand when I put it in his pocket. I knew 
I should have to use strong measures with so desperate a 
character. My dear fellow, all these matters require tact and 
imagination.”' 

And that was how we brought home the orange-x>eel to the 
Bishop. 


Ben Trovato. i 

A penny-a-liner heard— with a not unnat pal oholer— 

That he of all invention was apparently h peft ; 
iVnd so he up and told them that a smart lejl- handed howler, 

“ Manipulates the leather with the left I ]l 
That ’s very chaste and novel, and alliteralBe too ; 

As a sham Swinhnmian poet we show think that man 
might do 1 ■ 



“ The Bishop was in his night-gown, and the eight of 
two strangers visibly alarmed him.” 




CRICKET CONGRATULA.TIONS. 

8431 'Well done! Well played I Well hit I 

It opens Mr^ FunchU eyes a bit 

To see onr friends of the Antipodes 

Pile up their hundreds ^th the utmost ease. 

Bbuce leads the way, and shows Blues—Dark and Light- 
Left-handed men may play the game aright. 

Then BiiryEBMAy, safe as a Gunist is he. 

Exceeds the Century by thirty-three, 

While five more than a hundred runs are due 
To Tettmble, whom his friends call simply “ 

Well played, Australia I Banks may fail— they do, 

And, truth to tell, you have lost one or two, 

But this at any rate ^s a elear deduction — 

Your Cricket Team can need no reconstruction 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

EXTBACTEB PKOM THE DIAJRT OF TOBY, M.P. 

Souse of Commons^ Monday^ July 31. — No one who chanced last 
Thursday to see Hayes Fishes and Logah engaged in controversy 
on Front Opposition Bench would suspect them of essentially 
retiring disposition. This conclusiveljr proved to-night. Decided 
on further consideration that something must really be done in 
direction of modifying effects of Thursday's riot. Someone must 
a]^logise. This put to Hates Fishee, who delighted Waleond 
with swiftness, even enthusiasm, of acquiescence. 

“Right you are, dear boy,” he cried. “I have thought so from 
the first. Indeed I have publicly placed the matter in its true light. 
Daresay you read my little affidavit written within an hour of what 
I quite agree with the Speakee in alluding to as ‘ the regrettable 
incident.’ Here’s what I said: ‘To put a stop to his (Looah’s) 
^gressive conduct, I immediately seized Mm by the neck and 
formbly ejected Mm on to the floor of the House. Tliat began the 
scrimmage.’ Then I go on to point the moral, though indeed it 
pomt« itself. TMs is where you and I particularly agree. ‘ In my 
opinion the responsibility for the discreditable scene rests even more 
with Mr. Gladstohe than with Mr. Louah.’ Yes, Waleohd, you 


are quite right in what you are about to say. I have shown clearly 
that Mr. G. was at the bottom of the whole business, and he should 
apologise. Don’t you think he ’d better be brought in at the Bar ? 
And if he spent a night or two in the^ Clock Tower it would have 
most wholesome effect, vindicate dignity of House, and prevent 
recurrence of these regrettable scenes.” 

Walbohu’s face a study, whilst BEayes Fishee, carried away 
by enthusiasm of moment, rubbed Ms hands and smiled in anticipa- 
tion of the scene. . , . , 

The Opposition Whip had tough job in hand. To Fishee s logical 
mind the proposal that he should apologise was a non se^itur. 
Why, what had he done? As he told House later, seeing Looah 
come up and sit down on bench below him, he thought he was going 
to strike him. Natural attitude for a man meaimg to let out 
straight from the shoulder at another is to sit downwdth back turned 
towards intended victim. Fishee’s quick intelligence taking whole 
situation -in at glance, he promptly proceeded to take in as much as 
his hands would hold of the back of Logah’s neck, with^ intent to 
thrust him forth. That, as he wrote, “began the scrimmage.” 
In other words, Mr. Gladstone was responsible for the whole 
business, even more so than Logan, who had wantonly brought the 
back of Ms neck within reach of Fisher’s hand. 

However, there were reasons of State why the guilty should go 
unpunished. Not the first time Innocency has been sacrificed that 
Guilt might stalk through the land unfettered. Fisbcee would 
apologise ; but here again the untameably logical mind asserted 
itself. Logan must apologise first. It was ne who had been forcibly 
ejected. On Thursday mght Fishee had come up behind Mm; 
argal, he must follow Mm now. Thus it was settled,^ or so under- 
stood. But when critical moment arrived, House waiting for some- 
one to speak, Mtch occurred. Fishee waited for Logan ; Logan, in 
excess of politeness, hung back. Awkward pause. Speaker 
observed he had certainly understood something might be said by 
the two gentlemen. Another pause. Logan and Fishee eyed each 
other across the floor. 

Lord Chatham, with his sword drawn, 

Stood waiting for Sir Richaud Stbachan ; 

Sir Richard, longing to be at ’em, 

Stood waiting for the Earl of Chatham. 

At length Prince Arthur interposed; gently, hut firmly, drew 
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tie'ooy Fisheb to the front. His apology followed by one from the the almanack tMs is so ; ^oor^^^ to appearances an eternity and 

ve?rwelf’’'^s^d R^!*Sing his pocket- ^ iSmUte^onYote on Aceonnt‘;aYerage attendance from twenty 
hana^fUdgl?L;S,4^f to t^ty. Ord^s ^tWU^ 


_ clom.-AqL^^ expmnea jingnsn r.auoauon ^ fe7chairm^^^^ question “thhtifmend- 


Of these is Wtlli4.m O’Brien. 





v.\i^A Jj2jS2. 


Another Injustice to Ireland* 


Only person free from somnolent inlluence of hour is Mr. G. Has 
nothing to do inithis galley; looks on wistfully whilst 
Lowther (not Jimmy) talks about Vitu and the Pamirs ; 
Jimmy [lui meme) is sarcastic on subject of Board of 
Trade engaging in experiments in journalism ; and 
Dicky Temple wants to know ail about reported modi- 
fications in constitution of St. ^ Paul’s School by the 
Charity Commissioners. Mr. G. liked to have oiiered lew 
remarks on one or all these subjects. Tommy Bowles 
nearly succeeded in drawing him. Dropping lightly out 

t of Siam, via Morocco, upon question of Collisions at Sea, 
Tommy brought Mxjndella. into lull focus and lairly 
floored him with a problem. 

“Suppose,” he said, “the right hon. gentleman were 
at sea, and the whole fleet bore down upon him on the 
weather bow. What would he do ? ” 

Mundelli nonplussed. Mr. G. knew all about it; 
would have answered right ofl and probably silenced 
even Tommy with proposition of counter manamvre. But 
Mabjoribanks kept relentless eye on him. vote on 
Account must be got through Committee to-night. 
The less speaking the better ; so with profound sigh 
Mr. G. resisted the temptation and composed himself 
V to listen to Leno’s paper on the proMbition of impor- | 

^ tation of live cattle from Canada. Here was oppor- i 

tunity of learning something which Mr. G. gratefully 
welcomed. Gradually, as the new knight went on 
reading extmct after extract in level voice, remorse - 


reading extmet alter extract in levei voicu, rciuwBc- 

expended its malignity when Prince Arthur deprived him of his lessly deliberate, Mr. G.’s eyes closed, his head drooped, and in 
breeches. Now Joseph has appropriated his mnner-tahle. The full view of the crowded Strangers Gallery he fell into peaceful, ^ 
lynx eye of Bartley detected the irregularity which disclosed childlike slumber, 

existence of this fresh outrage. Bartley favourably known in House Business done. Yote on Account passed Committee, 

as guardian of its honour and dignity. From time to time spirit Morning sitting devoted to miseellaneons talk around 

moves him suddenly to rise and point fat forefinger at astonished Ireland. Evening, a long Storey about iniquities ot House ot 
Mr. G., whom he has discovered in some fresh design upon stability Lords. The evening and the morning a dull day. Had time to 
of the Empire or symmetry of the Constitution. At stated hours, look over Mr. G.’s letter about retention of Irish Members.^ ^ What 
i formerly on Thursdays ten o’clock now generally on stroke of do you thinJk of it?” I asked the Member tor Sark. Haven t 
midnight, he is seen and heard shouting “ Gag I gag! ” ^ ^ 1 read it,” he said. “ When I saw it was a column long, i knew 


midnight, he is seen and heard shouting “ Gag ! gag ! ” 

“ Odd,” says Member for Sark, “how phrases change in similar 
circumstances though at different epochs. When Closure first 
invented, put in motion by dear Old Morality, and supported 
by Bartley, Hanbury. Jimmy Lowther, and the rest, it used 
to he spoken resentfully of as ‘pouncing.’ Now it is ‘gag- 
ging.’ But it is precisely the same, inasmuch as the pfinority 
of the day, against whom it is enforced, denounce it as iniquitous, 
whilst the majority, who took that view; when they were on 
other side of House, now regard it as indispensable to conduct 
of public business. Bartley having lived through both epochs 
is usefii illustration of this tendency. When Old Morality 
pounced on Irish members his lusty shout of approval used 
to echo through House with only less volume than now his roar 
of anguish goes up to glass roof when Old Morality’s original 
thumbscrews are fitted on him and his friends. A quaint, 
mad world, my Toby.” 

To-night Baetlby not so well-informed on’suhject as usual. 
Thought it was John Dillon, who, acting the part of Amphi- 
tryon, piloted his guests within preserves of members’ private 
dining-room. Turned out it wasu’t Dillon at all, hut William 
O’Brien, who in most tragic manner tells how, having secured 
in advance a table for his guests, found when the dinner-honr 
struck Joseph and his Brethren seated thereat, merrily profiting 
by his forethought. Straightway O’Bbien led his guests to 
the table in members’ room which Unionist Leaders have 
marked for their own. This he appropriated, and there, 
regardless of surprised looks from ex-ministers at adjoining 
table, he truculently dined. 

“ Well, at any rate,” said Tim Healy, that Man of Peace, 
“I’m glad it wasn’t mere English or Orangemen who were 
thus treated. If Joseph had appropriated Saunderson’s table, 

















Beading the G. 0. M. to sleep. 


the Colonel would have taken him in his arms, dropped him out- Mr. G. didn’t want to ^ say anything that would be uimerstwcl. 
side on the Terrace, and, returning to his seat, ordered a fresh plate When h-e does, a few lines suffice; when he doesn’t, nothings less 
of sonp.” Business Bartley adds fresh dignity to ParKa- than a column of print will serve.” 

mentary debate. Business done.Sfoi^ on Account through h/Cport btage. 


mentary debate. ~ ' Business done . — Yote on Account 

Thursday . — Was it this day week the House was in volcanic up- 

heaval, with Hayes Fisher— -or was it Mr. Gladstone ?— clutching 

Logan by the back of the neck, a mad mob mauling each other France and Siam. — The situa 
round the white waistcoat of Edward op Armagh ? According to result in further Develle-opments. 


France and Siam. — The situation at Bangkok will probably 
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POPULAR SONGS 

“The churl in nature up and 
down” is perennial and ubiqui- 
tous. Like the god Yishnu, he 
has many avatars. Every new 
development of popular pastime 
(for instance) developes its own 
particular species of “Cad.” 
Leech’s “ G-alloping Snob” of a 
quarter of a century ago has been 
succeeded by that Jehu of the 
“ Bike,” the Cycling Cad, to 
whose endearing manners and 
customs in the Q,ueen’s highway, 
and elsewhere, the long-suffering 
pedestrian is persuaded a laggard 
Law will shortly have to find its 
attention urgently directed. Mr» 

Punchy who is of the same opinion, 
adapts Mr. Haeut Dacee’s popu- 
lar song to what he is convinced 
will be a popular purpose. 

Perturbed Pedestrian sings : — 

There is a fear within my heart, / 
Blazy I Blazy ! / 

Planted one day with a demon / / 
dart, / / 

Planted by Blazy Bill. L / 

Whether he Tl kill me, or kill me H I 
Smash me or only spill, [not, Ijil 
Little I know, but I ’d give a lot [|i i 
To be rescued from Blazy Bill. | jl 

Chorus — Ml 

Blazy 1 Blazy I 
G-ive me a chance, Sir, do I 
I ’m half crazy, ^ 

All for the fear of you. 

You haven’t a stylish way, Sir, 

I can’t admire that “blazer ” 

^hich you think sweet). 

The curse of the street 
Is the Bicycle Cad— like you! 


RE-SUNG. BLAZY BILL; OR, THE BICYCLE CAD/' 

Air — Daisy Bell ; or, a Bicycle made for TwoP 



You rattle along as though for your life, 
Blazy I Blazy! 

Pedalling madly, with mischief rife, 
Blundering Blazy Bill ! 


When the road’s dark we need 
Argus sight, 

Your beU and your lamp do nil 
But dazzle our eyes and our ears 
affright, 

Blustering Blazy Bill ! 

Chorus — 

Blazy! Blazy! 

Bother your “biking ” crew I 
I ’m half crazy. 

All for sheer dread of you. 

I can’t afford a carriage, 

If I walk — in Brixton or 
Harwich — 

The curse of the street, 

I am sure to meet 
In a Bicycle Cad like you ! j 

Why should we stand this wheel- 
bred woe ? 

Blazy! Blazy! 

Yes, your vile beU you will ring, 

I know. 

Suddenly, Blazy Bill, 

When you ’re close on my heels, 
and a trip I make, 

And, unless I skedaddle with 
skill, 

I ’m over before you have put on 
the break, 

Half-fuddled Blazy Bill ! 
Chorus — 

— . Blazy I Blazy ! 

Turn up wild wheeling, do ! 

^ I’m half crazy;, 

All in blue funk of you. 

The Galloping Snob was a curse, 
Sir, 

But the W alloping Wheelman ’s a worser. 

I ’d subscribe my quid 
To be thoroughly rid 
Of all Bicycle Cads like you ! 


SHOOTING THE CHUTES. 

{After Southey,) 

A Vision or Earl’s Court. 

Here they go hurrying. 

Up the steps scurrying, 

Pushing and jostling, 

Elbowing, hustling. 

Squeezing and wheezing they rush to the top. 
Puffing and panting. 

Tearing and ranting, 

(First-rate for Banting,) onward they climb. 
Up on the landing. 

Scarce room for standing, 

Man is commanding, “ There you must stop ! 
Don’t cross the railing, 

Keep to the paling ; 

Place for two more, Sirs, 

Go on before,^ Sirs ; 

List to the roar, Sirs— ain’t it sublime ! 

Tuck in the mackintosh, 

Hold tight, Sir ! ” “ Oh. what bosh ! ” 

Side by side seated, 

Breathless and heated, 

Freezing and sneezing, 

Down the Chute shooting, 

Yelling and hooting, 

’Aery and ’Aeetet, Princess and Peer, 
White man and black man and Injun to steer. 
‘ * You ""re sure there ’s no danger f ^ “ There ’s 
nothing to fear.” 

“ Are babies admitted “0 no, mum, not 
’ere.” 

And waving and raving,^ 

And beaming and steaming, 

And laughing and chaffing, 

And thumping and humping, 


And plumping and jumping, 
And^'spinning and grinning, 

And chattering and clattering, 

And blushing and gushing and rushing and 
fiushing, 

And bawling and sprawling and hauling 
aud calling, 

And foaming, bemoaning a bonnet dropped 
off, 

Hot hearing the jeering of people who scoff, 

The peril of spilling d^ightfully thrilling, 

Tho’ incivil devil’s instilling cavilling ; 

And screaming, not dreaming of being 
upset. 

And splashing and dashing and dripping 
with wet, 

And screeching and reaching for hat blown 
away, 

Excited, affrighted, delighted, benighted. 
And calling and bawling Hurrah and 
Hurray ! 

“ And so never ending but always 
descending 

Sounds and motions for ever and ever are I 
blending ; ” 

All at once all is o’er, with a mighty uproar. 

And drenched and bedraggled they land on 
the shore. 


“ Lethe had passed hee Lips.”— Mrs. R. 
had often come across the name of this 
cla ssic stream in the course of her reading. 
She pronounced it as one syllable, and said 
that “as this celebrated river was in Scotland 
— she knew the name quite well — what she 
I wanted to know was, why weren’t these 
1 waters bottled by a Company ? ” 


AT THE SEASIDE CHURCH PARADE. 

{A Conversation d la Mode . ) 

lie. So very glad to see you, {Aside,) 
Hope she won’t shut me up, she ’s so sharp ! 

She, Q,uite pleased to have met. (Aside,) 
Can’t stand much of him, he’s so stupid ! 

He, I suppose when you were in town yon 
went to the Academy ? 

She, Yes, and saw all the pictures— and 
didn’t like them. 

He, And went to the Opera ? 

She, Yes, every night — and am tired of 
talking about it. 

He, And of course you went to Henley ? 

She, Yes, and to the Eton and Harrow 
Match, and to Ascot, and to Wimbledon to 
see the Lawn Tennis finals. 

He, But perhaps you never went to the 
House of Commons ? 

She, Oh, yes, I did— on the Terrace, and 
also to the Ladies’ Gallery. The rows were 
most amusing— saw them all. 

He, And did you go to many parties ? 

She, To every party of any consequence, 
and all the really nice dinners. 

He, Were you at the Royal Wedding ? 

She, Oh, don’t talk of that. The subject 
IS quite exhausted. {After a pause,) Pray, 
have you no conversation ? . 

He, Well, I don’t know. I suppose yon 
went to church this morning, and heard the 
Dean preach ? 

She, Oh, I really must beg your pardon. 
If yon can’t find anything better to talk 
about on a Sunday than the points of a ser- 
, mon you had far better say nothing at 
I yScene closes in upon an unbroken silence. 
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[PuTTiNa it m the fom of a conundram, “When prices rise— even in the midst 
would ask the Colhers who may of the Dog Days— and the output of first- 
flowing question, the class coal falls, who reaps the advantage 
^ upon the of the enhanced value and readier sale of 
meaning ot JNew Kmg Coals jubilant accumulated stocks of small and slaggy 
doggerel ditty :— ‘ rubbish ’ ? ”] 


0 our New King Coal 
Is an artful old soul, 

And an artful old soul is he ; 
And a jolly good Strike 
Is a game he must like — 
When it puUs in the £ s. d. 





He calls for Kis “weed” and 
he calls for his “ fizz,” 
And he calls for his — Fiadle- 
de-dee I 

Every fiddler has his own 
little fiddle, 

And a very fine fiddle has he. 
“ £, 8, d,f £ 8. e?.,” sings King 
Coal, “Eiddle-de-deel 
Oh I an o;pportune Strike is 
the thing for me! ” 

0, there ’s none so rare 
As can compare 
With King Coal and his 
Fiddle-de-dee ! 


EGBERT AT GILDALL. 

Ah, wot a change has sud- 
denly cum over the hold Cop- 
peration! From sitch recep- 
shuns of Kings and Oueens, 
and Princes and Princesses, 
and Royal Books and Butch- 
esses, and Zarrowitches and 
setterer, and all in their werry 
best clothes, too! as I never 
witnessed before nor since, to 
cum suddenly upon nufiin but 
Gog and Magog, is a strikin 
fac indeed. As the Rite 
onerabel Loed Mahb werry 
propperly said, “Ah wot a 
fall is here my Country- 
men I ” 

And what a blooming stag- 
gerer it was to finish olf with 
the King and Queen of Beh- 
mabhI of aU peeple in the 
World! Why I has allers 
been tort to bleeve, from what 
I have seen at the Play, that 
neether on em wornt not werry 
neat things as regards be- 
haviour to the poor Prince 
PLamhUU but Beowh says as 
that ^8 all over long, long ago, 
and isn’t to be spoke of no 



AN UNEARNED INCREMENT. 


Out Irish Qv/rate {p&rsuasively), *‘Kow, Boctoe deae, heeb ’s the 
VBET THING. Ye ’VE BEEN GIVING A TeNTH OF Y0T7E INCOME, LIKE A MaN. 

Well, now, times aeb bad, Boublb it, and give a Twentieth ! ” 


more, no, not for ever! and 
so we must drop it. I think, 
upon the hole, as I likes the 
Prince of Wales the best of 
all on em, he does aUers seem 
to enjy hisself so much. 

We had him in the City 
wunce at Church, and twice ^-t 
GildaR to dinner, all in about 
a munth, and that ain’t so 
bad for a near aparrent. 
And he does seem allers so 
much atome. Why I acshally 
overherd him say to our 
Blushing Town Clark, after 
dining tne King of Benmaek, 
“ How well you have dun it 
aU, but you allers do it well 
atGildaU!” 

I wunder how many hundred 
sentries it will be before he 
says ditto to the Cheerman 
of the Country Counsel, poor 
feller ! after sitch a dinner to 
sitch a company ? Praps about 
another 700 1 Robeet. 


Off and On.— She had been 
longing for a new dress. At 
last the'extramoney was saved, 
and she bought it. “ It ’s off 
my mind now,” she exclaimed, 
“ and, which pleases me more, 
it’s on my body.” 

English as She is Weote. 
— ^The advertisement of an 
hotel in Germany concludes, 
after praising everything 
highly, with this sentence 
-^'’Accomplished drinks^ cap^ 
iivating meatsP 

Feench Teanslation of 
AN Old Play called “Love’s 
Last Sedcpt.” — “ La dernier e 
Chemise de VAmourP 


THE TOUR THAT NEVER WAS. 

(By an Undecided ATtm.) 

Between now and my holidays there but remain two solid days, 

And thinking where I’ll spend my “vac” has driven me wild 
with worry ; 

In vain have I surveyed acres of plans and maps and Bsedekers, 

And purchased a small library of “ Handy Guides ” of Mtjeeay. 

ShaR I, for want of better, say I’R view the Yierwaldstattersee, 

Or watch the Staubbach f aU in mist like web of an arachnid ? 

Or else, the dawn to see, get up o’ernight upon the Righi-top — 

But no, I feel that Jodel-land is now a trifie hackneyed ! 

For a flutter at chemin-dc’-fer I might (the place is handy) fare 
To TrouviRe, and along the plage a “ MRor” on the si)ree be ; 

I could in Teuton rnttsihshaus (tRl I of Wagnee grew sick) souse 
In “ Hof bran,” and essay to flirt with each hiergarten Hebe. 

But then, if I to Horway turn, as Ibsenite I ’d nwre weight earn— 
And salmon-fishing mid the Kvsens is certainly high-class sport ; 

Or rumble in a tarantass o’er Russia ? No, an arrant ass [port! 
1 were, to go where night and day you ’re badgered for your pass- 

I’d like (my programme’s large), a panoramic glimpse of far Japan 
From Fuji, and round Biwa Lake I ’d in a jinrickshaw ^o ; 

Or even— for a hasty bet— I ’d (Rke Miss Tayloe) pace Tmbet, 

Or “blue” my surplus cash at what the Yankees caR “ Shecawgo.” 

Look here ! I ’R have to sham a tour (though but a humble amatoor 
At yarning), as this sort of thing is giving me the fidgets ! 

I ’R— since I ’ve eased my inteRect by tripping thus in print — elect 
To stay at home and twiddle (for the sake of rhyme) my digits ! 


THE TWO POTS. 

(A Morality for Mamrnm,) 

When Mammon in commerce has “ made a big pot,” 

He is free to “ retire upon what he has got.” 

And what need he care for the chRdren of toR 
Who have helped in their hundreds that “ big pot ” to boR ? 
Pot I Pot ! Gushers talk rot ; 

But Bemas “retires upon what he has got.” 

How did he get it, that pot f uR of gold ? 

That is a story that ’s yet to be told. 

ChRdren of Gibeon helped, ’tis well known, 

At filling his pot— barelyjboiling their own ! 

Pot 1 ^ Pot ! How to keep hot — 

That is the problem— the poor man’s pot! 

Poor poUau-feu ! ’Tis to keep you a-boR, 

Hewers and Brawers so ceaselessly toR ; 

But when they ’ve fiRed Wealth’s big pot fuR of gold, 

What does he care if their pot becomes cold. 

Pot ! Pot ! Let the poor go— to pot. 

Mammon— “ retires upon what he has got ! ” 


Mes. R.— She is very tender-hearted. “ Of course,” she says, 
“it’s very nice of what they caR ‘The Forsters’ parents— though 
why ‘ Forster ’ I don’t know. But certainly, even when they ’re 
brought up as one of the famRy of the Forsters, yet it does make 
me feel very sad when I see an adapted chRd.” 


Moeal and Social Quebies,— When a man has lost his own 
character, is he justified in taking away anybody else’s? At a 
party if somebody has taken away your hat, aren’t you justified in 
taking somebody else’s ? 


The Place foe Lawn Tennis.— “ Way down in Tennessee^ 
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THE ADVENTURES OF PICKLOCK HOLES. 

[By Cimnin Toil.) 

No. II.— THE DUKE’S FEATIIEE. 

Two months had passed without my hearing a word of Holes. 


to excuse me, and asked for this pretty toy> 
police are bunglers.’^ 


Bah, the Itussian 


As he made this remark the door opened and Sergeant Bluff of 
the Dumpshire Coiastabulary entered hurriedly. 

“1 beg your pardon, Sir,’^ he said, addressing me, with evident 
perturbation ; “ but would you step outside with me for a moment. 


I knew he had been summoned to Irkoutsk by the Czar of Russia in There ’s been some strange work down at- 

■I J 1 1 _ • XI.- X xl...4.*<. ...4.* ..41 4-1./. .’..X — 


order to help in investigating the extraordinary theft of one of the 
G-overnment silver mines, which had completely and mysteriously 


Holes interrupted him. 

“Don’t say anymore,” he broke in. 

( At i i£'i T* -xie " 


‘You’ve come to tell us 


disappeared in one night. All the best intellects of the terrible secret about the dreadful poaching affray in Hagley Wood. I know all 
police, the third section of the Government of the Russian Empire, had about it, and tired as I am I ’ll help you to hnd the criminals, 
exhausted themselves in the vain endeavour to probe this mystery to It was amusing to watch the vSergeant’s face. ^ He was ordinarily 
the bottom. Their failure had produced a danf^erous commotion in an unemotional man, but as Holes spoke to him he grew purple 
the Empire of the Czar; there were rumours of a vast MhiHst plot, with astonishment. ^ , 

— l:..!. — xL/v A -t-.X/.y.T.n/.Tr 4-/-. a-nA aa a loaf “ Bcggiu’ youT pardou, Sir,” hc suld ; didn’t know about 


which was to shake the Autocracy to its foundations, and, as a last ‘ 
resource, the Czar, who had been introduced to Holes by Olga no 
Eiaskopfskaia, the well-known Russian Secret Agent at the Conrt ‘ 
of Lisbon, had appealed to the famous detective to lend his aid in ' 
discovering the authors of a crime which was beginning to turn the ‘ 
great white Czar into ridicule in all the bazaars of Central Asia, be 
Holes, whose great mind had been lying fallow for some little time, ' 


“ My name is Holes,” said my friend calmly. 

“What, Mr. Picklock Holes, the famous detective ? ” 

“ The same, at your service ; but we are wasting time, 
be off.” 

The night was cold, and a few drops of rain were falling. 


Let us 


had immediately consented ; and the last I had seen of him was two walked along the lane Holes drew from the Sergeant all the 


months before the period at which this story 

opens, when I had said good-bye to him at M 

Charing-Cross Station. 

As lor myself, I was spending a week in a » 

farmhouse situated close to the village of Blobley- 
in-the-Marsh. Three miles from the gates of 
the farmhouse lay Fourcastle Towers, the an- 
cestral mansion of Rear-Ad mi ral the Duke of 
Dumpshire, the largest and strangest landowner 
of the surrounding district. I had a nodding 
acoLuaintance with His Grace, whom I had once 
attended for scarlatina when he was a midship- , 

man. Since that time, however, I had seen very // jj 
little of him, and, to teU the truth, I had made /// 
no great effort to improve the acquaintance. The '/ / 1 jl j 
Duke, one of the haughtiest members of our [// 1 
blue-blooded aristocracy, had been called by his ' ' 1 
naval duties to all parts of the habitable globe; ' 

I had steadily pursued my medical studies, and, 
except for the biennial visit which etiquette de- 
manded, I had seen Httle or nothing of the Duke. 

My stay at the farmhouse was for purposes of 
rest. I had been overworked, that old tulwar 
wound, the only memento of the Afghan Cam- 
paign, had been troubling me, and I was glad 
to be able to throw off my cares and my black 
coat, and to revel for a week in the rustic and 
unconventional simplicity of Wurzelby Farm. 'jm ^ 

One evening, two days after my arrival, I . » 

was sitting in the kitchen close to the fire, ^ 

which, like myself, was smoking. For greater ' 
comfort I kad put on my old mess-jacket. The » Beside me stood Pi, 
wmter wmd was whistling outside, but besides in « 
that only the ticking of the Htchen clock dis- * 

turbed my meditations. I was just thinking how I should begin 


information he wanted as to the number of 

t X)heasants on the Duke’s estate, the extent of 

his cellars, his rent-roll, and the name of his 
London tailor. Bluff dropi>ed behind after this 
cross-examination with a puzzled expression, 

“A wonderful man that Mister Holes. Now 
how did he know about this ’ere poaching busi- 
ness ? I knew nothing about it. Why I come to 
you. Sir, to talk about that retriever dog you lost.” 

‘ ‘ Hush,” 1 said ; ‘ ‘ say nothing. It would only 
annoy Holes, and interfere with his inductions. 
He knows his own business best.” Sergeant 
Bluff gave a grumbling assent, and in another 
moment we entered the great gate of Fourcastle 
Towers, and were ushered into the hall, where 
the Duke was waiting to receive us. 

“ To what am I indebted for the honour of 
this visit?” said his Grace, -with ail the courtly 
politeness of one in whose veins ran the blood 
of the Crusaders. Theu, changing his tone, he 
spoke in fierce sailor- language : “Shiver my 
timbers 1 what makes you three stand there like 

that ? Why, blank my eyes, you ought to ” 

What he was going to say will never be known, 
for Holes dashed forward. 

“ Silence, Duke,” he said, sternly. “We come 
to tell you that there has been a desperate poach- 
ing affray. The leader of the gang lies insensible 
in Hagley Wood. Do you wish to know who 
he was ? ” So saying, he held up to the now 
‘ Beside me stood Picklock noles, wrapped terrified eyes of the Duke the tail-feather of a 

^ 1 A ^ ^ “A t-\V» Art ** T ir in Wicr wrrti csT*rtAO +* 


'wmiiGr wind wlustlin^f oiitsidG^ but b6sid6s ^12 a iicavy. closG-tittin^ fur ^ouiiJc ^oldsn pbcd-sniit* I found it in bis wuistcout 
that only the ticking of the kitchen clock dis- ° pocket,” he said, simply. 

turbed my meditations. I was just thinking^ how I should begin “My son, my sou!” shrieked the unfortunate Duke. “Oh 
my article on Modern Medicine for the Fortnightly Review^ when a Alured, Alured, that it should have come to this 1 ” and he fell 
slight cough at my elbow caused me to turn round. Beside me stood to the floor in convulsions. 


Picklock Holes, wrapped in a heavy, close-fitting fur moujikt He 
was the first to speak. 

“ You seem surprised to see me,” he said. “Well, perhaps that 


“You will find Earl Mountravers at the cross-roads in Hagley 
Wood,” said Holes to the Sergeant. “ He is insensible.” 

The Earl was convicted at the following Assizes, and sentenced to 


is natural; but reaUy, my dear iellow, you might employ your a long term of penal servitude. His ducal father has never re- 
time to better purpose than in trying to guess the number of covered from the disgrace. Holes, as usual, made light of the 
words lu the first leading article in the Fitnes of the day before matter and of his own share in it. 

yesterday.” x x r i x “I met the Earl,” he told me afterwards, “as I was walking to 

I was about to protest when he stopped me. ^ ^ your farmhouse. When he ventured to doubt one of my stories, I 

I know perfectly well what you are going to say, but it is useless felled him to the earth. The rest was easy enough. Poachers? 
to urge tn^ the co^try is dull, and that a man must employ his Oh dear no, there were none. But it is precisely iu these cases that 
brain somehow. That kind of employment is the merest wool- ingenuity comes in.” 

gattiering.” , .r , , , “ Holes,” I said, “I admire you more and more every day.” 

He plucked a small piece of Berlin worsted — ^I had been darning 

my socks— off my left trouser, and examined it curiously. My 

admiration for the man knew no bounds. Joke for Joke. — A ruffian at WalsaB, “for a joke,” diopped a 

“ Isthat how you know?” I asked. “Do you mean to tell me that little boy over the bridge into the river. The inhabitants of that 
merely by seeiDg that small piece of fancy wool on my trousers you town took the cowardly brute to the same bridge, and dropped him 
jessed I had b^i trying to calculate the number of words in the over in the same place. Bravo men (and women) of Walsall! If 
leader ? Holes, Holes, will you never cease from astounding the lextalionis^ in the same spirit of impartial jocularity, could be 
j-j ' X . . applied as efficaciously to aZZ “ practical jokers,” civilised Society 

. answer me, but bared his muscular arm and injected might soon be rid of one of its most intolerable X)ests. 

into it a strong dose of morphia with a richly- chased Httle gold 

instrument tipped mth a ruby. ^ ^ “So much depends on how you take things, as the thief remarked 

Czar,” said Holes, in answer to my unspoken after a dexterous performance while the poueeman s back was turned. 

tnoughts. When I discovered the missing silver-mine on board 

the yacht of the Grand Duke Ivanoef, his Imperial Majesty first Brief Description of a Comic Ballet d’ Action.— “ Too funny 
ottered me the Cnancellorship of his dominions, hut I begged him for words.” 


the yacht of the Grand Duke Ivanoff, his Imperial Majesty first 
offered me the Chancellorship of his dominions, hut I begged hitn 
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THE SCHOPENHAUER BALLADS. 

No. II.— THE MOSQUITO. 

I AM a restless Mosquito, 

Well hated by the world, I know, 

For faults that are not mine ; 



I bite to liye (some live to bite), 

T sting from sheer necessity, not spite, — 
I would my lot were thine. 

I ’d take thy bites, you *d love my sting. 
And bear the petty pains they bring 
Just like a Hindoo Saint ; 

I would not blame you, ’bottle fly, 

You have to live the same as I — 

A beauty without paint. 

We cannot aU be butterflies, 

Or larks that carol in the skies, — 

Take life for what it ’s worth ; 

We’ve all our wretched aches and pains. 
Our losses now — and now our gains — 

A little while on earth. 

And when we get our final call — 
Mosquito, pole -cat, skunk, and all 
The vermin meek or bold — 

We shall not for the verdict quake, 

We ’ve lived our lives for Nature’s sake. 
And done what we were told. 


CONNECTED WITH THE PRESS. 

My dear Me. Punch, — I see that some 
of your contemporaries have got up a “ Press 
Band ” which plays on the Thames Embank- 
ment between one and two o’clock every day 
(save Saturday) for the benefit of compositors 
out for their dinner-hour. I must confess 
that I think the idea excellent, but could it 
not be extended ? A newspaper consists ol 
more than “ setters up at ease.” Could not 
some entertainment be contrived for the 
amusement of editors, theatrical critics, and 
city correspondents ? 

For instance, there are generally a num- 
ber of ladies and gentlemen hanging about 
Fleet Street in the vain hope of obtaining 
interviews with the powers that are in the 
world journalistic. A reaUy talented would- 
be contributor (especially if a lady) might 
“get at” an editor when he was most at hie 
ease and least on his guard. 

I will suppose that the Redacieur en ckej 
of the Imperial Universe is seated beside the 
Fountain in the Temple, quietly smoking 
his cigar. The authoress of “ Tiger Songs'*^ 
(adapted from the original Norwegian) may 
see ihe Editor from afar ofi, and come 
dancing towards him with the airy gaiety of 
a Morgiana, She executes a pas de fasci- 
nation^ and, when^ be is completely capti- 
vated by the exquisite grace of her move- 
ments, causes him to seize a bundle of MS. 
When she has retired, and the Editor gradu- 
ally resumes his normal composure, he dis- 
covers that the authoress of “ Tiger Songs 


has left him an article upon “Yoyages to 
the North Pole.” Subjugated by the poetry 
of motion, and further moved (almost to 
tears) by the soft, sweet strains of the Press 
Band, he reads the contribution, and ac- 
cepts it. 

^ Then^ recreation, combined with instruc- 
tion, might be found for special correspond- 
ents by erecting steam roundabouts on the 
Thames Embankment. The ‘ ‘ special ’ ’ might 
mount his wooden steed, and career round 
and round until he has done a good twenty 
miles. Then he would be prepared to give 
his experiences, which should (if written in 
the proper spirit) be of exceptional value as 
“copy.” 

A thousand details will occur to those who 
take an interest in the matter, and may be 
filled in at leisure. I merely throw out the 
idea, leaving its development to others more 
worthy of the task than one who signs himself, 
in all humility, A Pent Plus a Lyee. 


THE WALKING ENGLISHWOMAN 
ON THE ALPS. 

You who look, at home, so charming — 
Angel, goddess, nothing less — ^ 

Do you know you ’re quite alarming 
In that dress ? 



Such a garb should be forbidd<-n ; 

Where ’s the grace an artist loves ? 

Think of dainty fingers hidden 

In those gloves ! 

Gloves ! A housemaid would not wear them. 
Shapeless, brown and rough as sacks, 

Thick I And yet vou often tear them 
With that axe ! 

Worst of all, unblacked, unshiny — 

Greet them with derisive hoots— 

Clumsy, huge ! For feet so tiny ! 

Oh, those boots ! 


THE ENGLISHMAN IN PARIS. 

0 “ Enolishman in Paris,” do not think 
That I refer to your amusing book ; 

1 write of those who do not care “a tink- 

-er’s cuss ’’for look ! 



Not you who dress in Paris as at home, 
Because the Frenchman is as good as you, 
Top-hat, frock-coat— in fact do all in Rome 
As Rome would do. 

But you, attired in such eccentric waj^s, 

Who travelled here with tickets which you 
Perhaps from enterprising Mr. Gaze, [took 
Or Mr. Cook. 

And from some stupid, slow, suburban spot, 
Or prim provincial parish, come arrayed 
In clothes which your own gardener would 
not Wear for his trade. 

Oh why offend the Frenchman’s cultured 
sight 

With such a ’Aery’s outin’ sort of air? 

Do you consider knickerbockers quite 

The thing to wear ? 

The Frenchman, just as sensible as we. 

Calls “ toppers ” hateful, horrid, heavy. 
In Paris, as in London, still you see [hot ; 

The chimney-pot. 

A linen collar hygiene abhors. 

And yet he wears it. You don’t care a rap ; 
You sport your flannel-shirt, and, out of 
doors. Your tourist cap. 

Magnificent contempt for foreign lands ! 
“Frog-eating Frenchy dress!” you say, 
and smile, 

“ He imitates, but never understands 

True London style.” 

Unconquered Briton, you are right no doubt! 

Descendant of the woad-clad ones, that’s 
And yet he never imitates a lout, [true ! 

A cad, like you. 


Her Paeliambntaey Ivnowledge.— Mrs. 
R. is an intelligent student of the Parlia- 
mentary Reports in the Times, On Tuesday, 
in last week, her niece read this aloud— 
“ 8.30. On the return of the Speaker, after 

the usual intervaV^ “ observed 

the worthy lady, interrupting, explaining it 
to her niece, “is the intervm allowed foT 
refreshment— ten minutes I believe,— go on. 
my dear.” Then her niece continued— “ Sii 

T, Lea, who was interrupted hy a count ” 

“ Stop, mv dear I ” exclaimed our old friend, 
indignantly. “What I want to know is 
how did that Count come there ?^ Was he io 
the Strangers’ Gallery ? And if he inter- 
rupted why wasn’t he at once turned out oi 
the House ? On second thoughts,” she added 
“ he must have been a foreigner, and so they 
made some excuse for him.” 
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SPEECHES TO BE LIVED DOWN. 

Oomiry Kciise Hostess, “ So 6La.i> you could comb, Mr. Yandykb 1 I ’m afraid you *ll find us rather Dull. 
QUITE A Small Party 1” Mr, Vavdyke, *‘0h no. I shall be Out nearly all day, you knowI” 


We *rb 


A SAIL! A SAIL 1^^ 


{Extracts from a New {ParliameTitary) Version of The Rime of the 
Ancient Ma/riner.^^) 

Ah Ancient Mariner Ii is an Ancient Mariner, 
meeteth. a sorely-pressed And hie stoppeth an M.P. 

M.P. to a Diva- < ‘ gy ^^y scant wHte hair and glittering eye, 

Sion, and stoppeth lum. wherefore stopp’st thou me ? 

“ The lobby doors are open 'wide, 

And if I don’t get in, 

But give the slip to our stern Whip, 

Just won’t there be a din ! ” 

He holds him with his skinny hand. 

“ There was a Ship I ” quoth he. 

The Member pressed he beat his breast. 
Suppressing a big, big D I 

le sorely-pressed M.P. He holds him with his glittering-eye ; 
spell-bound by the eye The Member pressed stands still, 
the Grand Old Sea- And listens, though exceeding wild — 

THe Mariiier hath his wiU. 


The sorely-pressed M.P. 
is spell-bound by the eye 
of the Grrand Old Sea- 
faring Man, and con- 
strained to hear his tale. 


The Mariner tells how the 
good ship J3.,M. G-ovem^ 
^nmt sailed for Ireland 
with a good wind and fair 
weather till she reached a 
certain Line* 


The Member pressed sits on a post. 

He cannot choose but hear ; 

And thus speaks out that Grand Old Man, 
The bright-eyed Mariner *— 

The Ship was cheered, the harbour cleared, 
Merrily did we drop. 


Where the Ship is driven 
by a storm (of Opposition) 
toward the Poll. 


Merrily did we drop, 

Laden with many a blessed Bill 
From kelson to orlop. 

The Sun of hope had left the left. 

Out in the cold they be. 

But it shone bright on the (Speakbe’s) right 
When we put forth to sea. 

’»> « « «< 

And now the Storm-blast came, and he 
Was tyrannous and strong : 

He struck with his opposing wings, 

And set our course all wrong. 


With sloping masts and dipping prow. 

As who pursued with yell and blow 
StiU treads the coat-tail of his foe 
And feeleth for his head, 

The Ship drove fast, loud roared the blast, 
And W interward we fled. 

At length did cross an Albatross : 

Through fog and frost it came ; 

A noisy, rude, Obstructive bird ; 

Devoid of sense or shame. 

Day after day it blocked our way, 

As round and round it flew. 

In spite of it, by patient wit, 

Our helmsman steered us through. 

When a fair wind sprang up behind, 

The Albatross did follow. 

And every day hindered our way, 

Despite the Mariner’s hollo ! 

In mist or cloud it strove to shroud 
Our course athwart the brine, 

Mght after night it led to flght, 

And kicking up of shine. 

“ God help thee, Ancient Mariner I 
From the fiends that plague thee thus I 
What did’st thou do ? ” With my closure- 
I shot the Albatross ! ! J [bow 

m m m * iff 

Now round and red, like a Scotchman’s 
The glorious Sun uprist : [head, 

Then all averred I had killed the bird 
That brought the fog and mist. 

’Twas right, said they, such birds to slay 
That brought the fog and mist. 

The fair breeze blew, the gag-saved crew. 
Were from Obstruction free ; 

We were the first that ever burst 
Into that silent sea ! 


Till a great lolloping, hin- 
dering, inopportune sea- 
bird, called the Albatross, 
came through the snow- 
fog, and was received with 
great joy and hospitality 
— by our opponents. 

And lo ! the Albatross 
proveth a bird of ill-omen, 
impeding the progress of 
the Ship in most aggra- 
vating fashion. 


The Ancient Mariner in- 
continently killeth the 
bird of ill-omen. 


When the fog cleared his 
shipmates justified the 
same, and thus make 
themselves accomplices 
therein. 


The fair breeze continues ; 
the Ship enters the Sea of 
Silence by the Straits of 
Gag, 
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The Ship is suddenly be- 
calmed, and findeth that 
. enforced silence means 
not peaceful progress. 


! The Spirit of Obstruction 
1 had followed in spook-like^ 
silent, sub-marine secrecy**. 


The shipmates, in their 
' sore distress, are tempted 
to throw the blame on the 
Ancient Mariner. 


The Ancient Mariner be- 
holdeth a long-hoped-for * 
sign in the element afar 
,off. 


It groweth and assumeth 
Substantial shape. 


Down dropt the breeze, the sails dropt down, 
’Twas'sad as sad could be ; 

With hopping sail of what avail 
The silence of the sea ? 

Day after day, day after day, 

We stuck, nor breath nor motion ; 

As idle as a painted ship 
Upon a painted ocean. 

And some in dreams assured were 
Of the spirit that plagued us so ; 

Nine fathom deep he had followed ns. 

From the land of mist and snow. 

If this be so, my shipmates said, 

What use that bird to shoot ? 

We make no way, no more than if 
We were shackled hand and foot. 

Ah I weU-a-day I what evil looks 
Had I from old and young I 

My gain seemed loss, the Albatross 
Ajound my neck was hung. 

II, 

There passed a weary time. Each throat 
Was parched, and glazed each eye. 

A weary time I a dreary time I 
(Devoted to “ Supply,”) 

When, looking westward, 1 beheld 
A Something in the sky I 

At first it seemed a little speck, 

And then it seemed a mist : 

It moved, and moved, and took at last 
A certain shape, I wist. 

A speck, a mist, a shape I wist ! 

And stOl it neared and neared ; 


As if it dodged some awkward question 
It plunged, and tacked, and veered. 

With throats unslaked, with black lips 
baked. 

We scarce could laugh or wail ; 

Through utter drought all dumb we stood 1 
I bit my tongue — it did me good — 

And cried “ A Sail 1 A Sail I ! 1 ” 

With throats unslaked, with black lips 
baked, 

Agape they heard me call. 

Q-ramercy I They for joy did grin, 

And all at once their breath drew in. 

As they were whistling all. 

Our fierce foes’ faces went aflame, 

They felt that they were done ! 

Their thoughts were of the western main, 
Of moor, and dog, and gun. 

When that strange shape (kave suddenly 
Betwixt us and the Sun. 

♦ * # * ♦ 

Ah^ Member yreseed^ I HI leave the rest 
UnUl—say next December ! 

Whether that Sail did bring us aid. 

Or with my shipmate's wishes played 
Whether it made them welcome Autumn, 
Or Tales of Hope to question taught 'em ; 
Whether (as spook) that Albatross 
Appeared agam our path to cross ; 

If it portended gain or loss 
( Uncertain these, as pitch-and-^toss 1) 

I'll tell you when again we meet, 

On this sme post, in this same street — 

Oh, Member pressed— remember I 


At its nearer approach it 
seemeth to him to be a 
ship, bearing the hopeful 
name of Autumn Session. 


A flash of joy among his 
shipmates, 


And of anger amidst their 
foes. 


The Ancient Mariner post- 
poneth the sequel of his 
strange story to a more 
convenient occasion. 
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THE BRITISH ATHLETE’S 
VADE-MECUM. 

^ Question. What is the spe- 
cialiti of a Briton ? 

Answer. That given hinn by 
belonging to a race of born 
athletes. 

Q. Can any member of the 
human fanuly outside the 
British Isles do any thing in 
the shape of sport ? 

A. Only imperfectly. How- 
ever, Australians are good at 
cricket, and Americans have 
been known to adequately 
train racehorses. 

Q. Can you give any reason 
for their partial success ? 

^ A. YeS; Australians are our 
first-cousins, and Americans 
our first-cousins once removed. 

Q, Then you consider them 
of the same stock as the true 
Briton ? 

A. Quite so. Hence their 
prowess in the field. 

Q. What do you think of 
foreigners ? 

A, That they are typified 
by “ Moosoo.” 

Q. When you speak of 
**Moosoo,” to whom do you 
refer ? 

A. To the average French 
duffer, who has about as 
much^ knowledge of sport as a 
baby in arms. 

Q. Are all foreigners duf- 
fers ? ^ 

A. AE; without exception. 












m/mm. 




DECIDEDLY PLEASANT. 

QmM YovXh. “ I sit, Gubby, Old Chap, is this beally tkde 

ABOUT YOUE GOING TO MaeEY MY SiSTEE EdIE?” 

Gichhins, ‘*Yes, Tommy. It’s axl settled. But why do you ask?” 

BEOAHSE I SHALL HAVE SUCH A JOLLY SLACK TIME 
NOW . You KNOW 1*YE PULLED OFF NBAELY ALL HEE ENGAGEMENTS SO 
FAR, ONLY YOU BE THE FIRST ONE WHO 's BEEN A RbAL StAYER! 


Q. How do they go out 
shooting ? 

A. With a horn, a couteau 
de chasse, a toy game-bag, 
and a decorated poodle. 

Q. Can they row at all ? 

A, Not seriously. They can 
paddle a little, but have no 
more idea of pulling than the 
man in the moon. 

Q. And yet, did not a Paris 
crew beat a Thames Eight, on 
the Seine, early in the present 
year? 

A. Yes; but that was be- 
cause there was some good 
reason or other for the English 
defeat. 

<3. It could not have been, 
of course, because the French 
Ei^ht was better than their 
visitors ? 

A. Certainly not. 

Q. But is not that the view 
you would adopt if you wtre 
dealing with two English 
crews ? 

A. Why, certainly ; but 
this was a race between Britons 
and Frenchman, and the former 
could not naturally be beaten 
by the latter on their own 
merits. 

Q. Why not? 

A, Because, as a matter of 
fact, they couldn’t. 

Q. And so your opinion of 
the superiority of Britons over 
foreigners is unalterable ? 

A. Of course. ^ I should 
not bo a Briton if it were 
not so. 


A DECAYED INDUSTRY. 

{From the JSfote'hooJc of Our FropheU Reporter.) 

Secretary was seated in his room awaiting the arrival 
of the Deputation : — 

“ Well, I suppose I was right to allow them to interview me,” he 
murm^ed. i he submerged Tenth have not the franchise to-day. 
to-morrow I ” 

position,” replied the Cabinet Minister^^^^And now 

to tell, we are out of employment. Our 
to the dogs. Our business wos a removm’ of suner- 
the pockets of the more inattentive of the public.” 

ATI /I I ®^claimed the Home Secretary, in some alarm 

Twenty years ago our porfession was worth something. We could 





—Si 

m 





m 

m 



make a tic^ out of silk pocket-handkerchiefs, and sich like. 
iSut nowadays it s all changed. It wants capital, Guv’nor : that ’s 
where it is, it wants capital ! ” p » v , 

‘I What wants capital?” queried the Minister. 

Why our purfession, to be sure. Nowadays everythink ’s done 
on scientific principals, A burglar must know something of 
chemistry, and be up in things generally. Besides, all the real 
good things are worked by syndicates. Unless yoa can put in a 
^ky, you are nowhere. What are we to 

The Home Secretary sat in deep thought. 

Look ’ere, Cuv’nor,” continuedf the spokesman, * ‘ ’ere ’s a noshun. 
As we can t afford to be thieves, and haven’t sufficient education to 
become burglars, why shouldn’t we assist the Civil Power? Make 
us Peelers, Sir, you know— Coppers,” 

* 

received some new recruits, and tlie title 
ot the Force was oihciaUy changed to “ The Unemployed.” 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

BiXTBACTED FBOM THE DIABT OP TOBT, M.P. 

House of Commons, Monday, A.ugust 7. — House brisked up to-day 
on approaching Report Stage Home-Rule Bill; over three hundred 
Members present, including Joseph, fresh from Birmingham; on 
whole, a melancholy gathering. At outset every appearance of col- 
lapse. Influence of Bank HoUday over it all. Ministers who 
Sin questions not arrived. Worse 

stiU when H^e-Rule Bill reached, and new Clauses called on. 
timed out PfiiHCE Aethhr was atill dallying at Dulwich 
BEehea&e appy at Ampstead, Wolkeb tarrying by the giddy 
sTOEg on Peckham Rye. Baetlet, ever ready to sacriflee himself 
“ Empme, proposed to move new Clauses for absentees, 
but Speakek wouldn. t have it ; so passed on to Paskee Smiih. 


r. to., as sometimes happens in correspoudenee, proved most impor- 
letter. He had quite a cluster of Clauses; moved 
them in succession through long and dreary night. 

Healy with opportunity for making 
speech qiute in old (of late unfamiliar) form. One of P. S.’s clauses 
designed for appointment of Boundary Commissioners, with view of 
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T W T!ni?<?ifLL deserited as “oius ierrymaiiderina'.” Tim put the matter bluntly, and “ask leave to move the adjournment 
declared tSit Mheine proposed hy Bill wouli giro Unionists a much for the purpose of dmcussine a definite matter of urgent public im- 
lareer representation than they were entitled to, leaving them, with portance, namely, kanny Chatlin s desire to get out of town, 
exe^entio^ of disfranchisement of Dublin University, in very But for “ Haket Chaplin’s desire,” 4:c., substitute the closing 
mno§ same nimbers as they now stand. Demonstrating this, of the Indian mints to the free coinage of silver, and there you 

Tim cited in detail the constituencies affected. Totted them up are. . . j n -t- wUi, 

to reach the total he had afarmed— certainly eighteen, possibly There we were indeed. Opposition didn t stow up with the 
nriP ne uau j' s . i enthusiasm that might have been expected in such a cause. 

xtrLfif.Lftr the necGssarv lortv Members 


to reXthe totd hrhaT aS-ciSy ei|ht;eS, possiblf There we were indeed Opposition didn’t stow up with the 
ne uau j' s . i enthusiasm that might have been expected in such a cause. 

“TWsArmash two” he said, “and Antrim four. Pour and two Question was indeed raised whether the necessary forty Members 
are six ” he added, turning with defiant look upon the placid figure had risen to support application for leave. Si-i^kkr said it was all 
of t V BuXl Paused for a moment to give full opportu- right, so SaniHE op Blankkf.v brought out his treasured manu- 
nity fof^ny ”^ini to dJny this proposition. No response ; script and reeled ofl his speech. Sooire of Malwood exceedingly 
Tm proeXd; “ Very well, six. There^s Belfast four. Six and angry that he should have occupied nearly an hour for the purpose. 

four are ten !”’ he shouted triumphantly, looking across at Josin-n, So angry that . 

in o-rAwl ; evidentlv disaDDoiEteci he took almost — ^ — r --x / \ r\ 


Tim proceeded ; “ Very well, six. There ’s Belfast four. Six and angry that he should ha 
four are ten! ” he shouted triumphantly, looking across at Joseph. So angry that 
“Very well ten” he added, in low growl; evidently disappointed he took almost — 
at lack of spirit in camp opposite. ‘ ‘ Down-Nort^ East and West precisely same / •• pvo 

Down you’ll have, I suppose? That’s three. Three and ten’s Ume in reply- ( ; 

thirteen. Thirteen 1 ” he shouted, turning with quick hush of hope ing. Drew a ^ * 

itt dircciion of seat of Edward of Armagh. But Colcmel not there, lurid picture of 

In fact not been seen in House since he went out after the great the other Squire 

fight, holding bunch of keys to his bruised cheek. about 

Things looking desperate; still Tim plodded on. Surely age of “ endeavouriDg to 
chivalry not so finally gone that there was not left in an Irish bosom make mischief in 
sufficient courage to deny to a political adversary that two and two Hindustan.” The 
made four? Perhaps Tm had been piling on the units too higli. poor SauTER op 
He would continue on a lower scale. “ Very well, that’s thirteen. Blankney! Nosuch 













How'Horth¥erman Thirteen and one's fourteen.” Ho fell design had filled 

pen can describe the acrimony Tim threw into this proposition, his manlv breast. He » 

Still the craven blood did not stir. “ Londonderry, Horth, South, was pilty of no ,<a 

and City— I suppose you expect to collar them all t lhat ’s three ; more direful purpose ^ n 

fourteen and three are seventeen.” ^ than that of availing ^ 

It was terrible. The Speaker, fearing bloodshed, interposed, ruling himself of forms of ' 

Tim out of order ; only just in time. One could see by flush on the House to read a ^ 

Macartney’s cheek that one step more would have been fatal, and paper on Bimetallism Government Humorist 

that the proposition “ Seventeen and two are nineteen would have prepared for a lapsed int uo^ ernment orisi. 

led to outbreak beside which the “ regrettable incident” would have occasion, which might have been out ot date had he kept it m his 

been meretriciously mild. drawer till he came back from his holiday. It led to appro- 


Jn K 0 


Tfie Government Humorist. 


been meretriciously mild. , -n-i, 

Business done.— Took up Report Stage of Home -Rule Bill. 

Tuesdaj/.—Th.e Squires had regular set-to to-night. He oi 
Blankney began it ; Squire of Malwood. never loath for a tussle, 


priation of four hours of the sitting ; hut if they had not been 
He of wasted in this wav, they would have been squandered in some other, 
tussle House would have lost spectacle of this set-to between the 


uianKney 03gan u ; DQuxaE Malwood Mauler and the Blankney Pet. 

cheer! ally stepping into the ring. Order oi the day was tteport btage donp —Hone to sneak of 

Rjn Mombfirfl +.hono-li in lanL»*md mood. ■orenared Jfusiness aone, in one xo speax or. 


of Home-Rule Bid. Members, though in languid mood, prepared | 
once more to tread Ihe dreary round, to pass a summer night ' 

In dropping buckets into empty wells, 

And growing old in drawing nothing up. 


Thursday . — Seems Bbodeick didn’t say at Farnham those naughty 
things about Mr. G. ’Tis true he had referred to failure of a 
popular local <lonke:y to win a race owing to increasing infirmities. 

T-iis t>vaoa ” 


SauiRB OF Blanknev ordered matters otherwise. Has for some adding “it is quite time some of us should be turned out ^to 
time had hy him paper oa Bimetallism, which he desired to read to thinking of Mi. G. 0£ -whom then was the Youn] 


I was not thinking of Mr. G. Of whom then was the Young 


HX.'"Ttfougto^^XXhTwe““^ on Vote ;; Ac‘c7u"nto “an thinking? Could it have been ? But no, a thousand 

ruled out of order; would fit iu equaUy well ou Indian Budget. Xerteiily nothing in Mr. G.’s appearance to-night suggestive of 

desire or necessity for knooking-ofi work. Others may tire and 
fondly to contemplation of moor, river, or sea. Mr. G. thinks 
there ’s no place like London in mid- August, no scene so healthful or 
I invigorating as House of Commons. Plunged in to-night on one of 

interminable Amendments. A difficult job in hand. Had to 
accept Amendment which Bolicitor-Genkeal and Attoeney- 
General had an hour earlier been put up to show was impossible. 
Began by pummelling Prince Arthur ; proceeded to make little of 
Henry James; turned aside to pink Joseph witli sarcastic reference 
% to inveterate love with which he is cherished in the bosom of his new 
' 0 friends the Tories; finished hy throwing over Attorney-General 

grace and dexterity that made experience rather pleasant than 
otherwise ; and at a quarter to eight accepted an Amendment that 

i\w ‘ It was in conversation round this Debate that Solicitor-General, 
/ \V M accused by Carson of knowing all about a certain point of law, 

f delighted ’House by taking off wig, pitching it ceiling-high, deftly 

catching^ it, ^and observing with a wink at Speaker, ” Ho, I ’m 

^^1 ^ j Business done. — Report Stage Home-Rule Bill. 

^ mW Friday Night. — Grouse to-morrow, Home-R-ule Bill to-night. 

Mr Borthwick says, Home-Rule Bill is like partridge, at least to 

extent, that, in course of a few montlis, its daily appearance on 
the table leads to sensation of palled palate. Truly, toujours 
uiKA-jo!<,o ff perdrix is endurable by comparison with Always Home Rule. 

‘•Bimet 11' ” Members who remain bear op pretty bravely, but glance wistfully 

-n T j- ^ through which have disappeared so many friends and 

B^whenwill Indian Budget be taken? Gobst and Echo answer companions dear, bound Horthward. The holiday, even when it 

! ‘*WEnTlP’> finTTTT>T? 'nrEl'lcif TwrUI,**.™ 4-r. £ -• J 


But no, a thousand 


UIKA- J o!<,o 

’ Bimetallism.” 


‘‘When?” Squire, whilst willing to sacrifice all personal con- 
siderations on the altar of public interest, feels that dutY to his 

/\ -1 i n -I • n . . ’ . 1 . . . . . 


comes for us— the mere residuum, tasting grouse only from the 
bounty of our friends, who are not dead but gone before— will be 


Qiueen and country call him away for an interval of rest. He might but an interval in a prodigiously long Session. “I suppose you 
leave his mper for Dicky Temple to read ; or he might have it find the Autumn Session very popular,” I said to Marjoribanks, 
printed and circulated with the votes. ^ Whilst pondering ou these who still wears a smile. *‘ Yes,” he said; “more especially with 
alternates, happy thought came to him. Why not move adjourn- Members who have paired up to Christmas.” 
ment of House, and so work off speech ? Of course w'ouldn't do to Business done . — Still harping on Home Rule. 
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THE ADVENTURES OF PICKLOCK HOLES. You know Lady HiL»i Caeda- 

(By Cwrmin Toil) “What, the third and loveliest daughter of the Marquis of 

No. in,-LADY HIU)A’S MYSTEBY. Sassaeeas?” f 

. , i*A Av A- . , . , The same. Tw-o days ago she left her boudoir at Sassafras 

A DAT or two after the stirring events which I have related as Court, saying that she would return in a quarter of an hour. A 

taking place at Blobley-in-the-Marsh, and of which, it will be re- quarter of an hour elapsed, the Lady Hilda was still absent. The 

membered, i was niyself an astonished spectator, I happened to be whole household was bunged in grief, and every kind of surmise was 
travelling, partly lor basmess, partly for pleasure, through one of indulged in to account for the lovely girl’s disappearance. Under 
Uie most precipitous of the inaccessible mountain-ranges of these circumstances the Marquis sent fcr me, and that,” said 
Bokhara. ^ it is unnecessary for me to state in detail the reasons HoLEs,“is why I am here.” 

that had induced me once more to go so far a- held. One of the “ But,” I ventured to remark, “ do you really expect to jfind 

primly elements in a physician’s success in his career is, that he Lady Hilda here in Bokhara, on these inhospitable precipices, 

should be ^ole to guard, under a veil of impenetrable silence, the where even the wandering Bactrian dnds his footing insecure ? 
secrets connded to ms care. It cannot, therefore, be expected of me Surely it cannot be that you have tracked the Lady Hilda 
that I should reveal why his Eminence the Cardinal Dacapo, one of hither? ” 

A Princes of the Church, desired that I “ Tush,” said Holes, smiling in spite of himself at my vehemence, 

should set oii to Bokham. When the memoirs of the present “ Why should she not be here ? Listen. She was not at Sassafras 
time come to be published, it is i)ossible that no chapter of Court. Therefore, she must have been outside Sassafras Court, 
them will give rise to bitterer discussion than that which narrates How in Bokhara is outside Sassafras Court, or, to put it 
the interview of the redoubtable Cardinal with the humble author of algebraically, 

this story. Enough, however, of this, at present. On some future in Bokhara = outside Sassafras Court. 


occasion much more will have to be said about it. I cannot endure Substitute ‘ in Bokhara’ for ‘ outside Sassafras Court,’ and you get 
to be for ever the scape-goat of the great, and, if the Cardinal I this result — 

persists in his refusal to do me * RLa mnat have been in Bokhara ’ 


persists in his refusal to do me 
justice, I shall have, in the last 
resort, to tell the whole truth about 
one of the strangest affairs that ever 
furnished gossip for all the most 
brilliant and aristocratic tea-tables 
of the Metropolis. 

I was walking along the narrow 
mountain path that leads from 
Balkh to Samarcand. In my right 
hand I held my trusty kirgniz, 
which I had sharpened only that 
very morning. My head was 
shaded from the blazing sun by a 
broad native mollah, presented to 
me by the Khan of Bokhara, with 
whom I had spent the previous 
day in his Highness’s magnificent 
marble and alabaster palace. As 
I walked I could not but be stn- 
sible of a curiously strained and 
tense feeling in the air — the sort ot 
atmosphere that seems to be, to me 
at least, the invariable concomi- 
tant of country-house guessing- 
games. I was at a loss to account 
for this most curious phenomenor, 
when, looking up suddenly, I saw 
on the top of an elevated crag in 
front of me the solitary and im- 
passive figure of Picklock Holes, 
who was at that moment engaged 
on one of his most brilliant feats 


j|r 






“ Holes opened it, and read it/’ 


‘ She must have been in Bokhara.’ 

Do you see any flaw in my 
reasoning ? ” 

For a moment I was unable to 
answer. The boldness and origi- 
nality of this master-mind had as 
usual taken my breath away. 
Holes observed my emotion with 
sympathy. 

“ Come, come, my dear fellow ! ” 
he said; “try not to be too much 
overcome. Of course, I know it 
is not everybody who could track 
the mazes of a mystery so promptly ; 
but, after all, by this time you of 
all people in the world ought to have 
grown accustomed to my ways. 
However, we must not linger here 
any longer. It is time for us to re- 
store Lady Hilda to her parents.” 

As Holes uttered these words 
a remarkable thing happened. 
Round the corner of the crag on 
which we were standing came a 
little native Bokharan telegraph 
boy. He approached Holes, sa- 
laamed deferentially, and handed 
him a telegram. Holes opened it, 
and read it without moving a 
muscle, and then handed it to me. 
This is what I read : — 


on one of his most brUHant feats , ; “ To Holes, Bokhara. 

of induction. He evinced no surprise^ whatever at seeing me. A I “ Hilda returned jvee minutes after you left. Her watch had 
cold smile lingered for a moment on his firm and secretive lips, and 8toj>2jed, JOeeply grateful to you for all your trouble. SasbaprabP 


he laid the tips of his fingers together in his favourite attitude of 
deep consideration. 


There was a moment’s silence, broken by Holes. 

“Ho,” he said, “we must not blame the Lady Hilda for being 


‘‘ ‘ , ^ ’-JNo," He said, ’’we must not blame tne JLady Hilda tor being 

PoTSON ? he began. at Sassafras Court and not in Bokhara. After all, she is young and 

well? Dear me, dear me, what can it mean? And yet I don’t nPCPSAarilv fhnn^hMpsa 

think it can have been the fifth glass of sherbet which you took with *< gnii Vq. » j retorted with some natural indignation “ I 

» H^s, you extraordinary creature,” I broke in; “whaton earth l^^wa 

^ sherbert with the Khah’s .. i she would do so,” said my friend, calmly. 

- 4 ^ n T ^ T “Holes, you are more wonderful than ever,” was all that I 

just before I saw youanative could murmur. So that is the true story of Lady Hilda Caeda- 
Bokharan goose ran past this rock, makmg, as it passed, a strange return to her family. 

lussing noise, exactly like the noise made by sherbert when — / . 

immersed in water. Five minutes elapsed, and then you appeared. ^ . xrmyp t 

I watched you carefully. Your lips moved, as Bps move only when DAJNCtEKI 

they i)ronounce the word fourteen. You then smiled and scratched In our London streets, for native or stranger, 

your face, from which I immediately concluded you were thinking We ought to have notice-boards warning of “ Danger 1 ” 

of a wife or wives, Do you follow me ? ” Like those on the Thames near the weirs and locks. 

“ Yes, I do, perfectly,” I answered, overjoyed to be able to say When Premiers collide, and when Princes ^et shocks, 

so without deviating from the truth ; for in following his reasoning In cabs or in carriages, King Street way driving, 

I did not admit its accuracy. As to that I said nothing, for I had ’Tis time that street warnings the wise were contriving. 

For now it is clear that you might as well try 
To steer a balloon through a thundery sky, 

Or take a stroll near the setting of sun 
In a suburb where cads upon bicycles run ; 

Or command— 'Or serve in— an ironclad fleet. 

As— take a drive down St. James’s Street I 


I did not admit its accuracy. As to that I said nothing, for I had 
drunk sherbert vdth no one, and consequently had not taken five 
glasses with the fourteenth wife of the Khah. Still, it was a 
glorious piece of guess-work on the part of my matchless friend, 
and I expressed my admiration for his powers in no measured 
terms. 

“Perhaps,” said Holes, after a pause, “you are wondering 


V05, CTt 


I 





There was an Old Woman who lived in her Shoe, 

She had so many Children she didn’t know what to do ; 

So SHE GAVE THEM SOME BrOTH WITHOUT ANY BrBAD, 

Then “Whipped” them all dp, and— sent them to Bed! 


[“Tnspired, as it may be presumed, by the more or less remote prospect of the termination of the Home-Bule debate, the political creditors of the 
Goyemment are yieing with, one another in urging their respective claims to priority of payment.” — Morning I^osL 
“ Their bills are the promises of the Newcastle Programme.’" — Times,\ 


LOVE’S LABOUR ’S LOST. 

My Angelina once en^'oyed 
The mild lawn- tennis all the day, 

And did not scorn to be employed 
In croquef s unexciting fray ; 

0 truly nappy seasons, when 
I think of you, I wish you hack, 

For Angelina had not then 
Become a golfing maniac I 

But now of none of these she thinks, 

All such pursuits she reckons “ slow,’’ 


And spends the days upon the links, 
Where nevermore I mean to go : 

For I recall the heartless snubs. 

Which those enchanting lips let 
fall. 

When I demolished several clubs, 

And lost my temper, and the hall. 

To-day the fickle maid prefers 
With young Macddpf to pass her 
time, 

Because his “putting,” she avers — 
Whatever that be — “ is sublime ; ” 


And when I get a chance to state 
The deep affection felt by me. 

She interrupts me to relate 
How well she did that hole in three ! 

I love my Angelina still, 

Yet he who chose her as a wife 
Would be expected to fulfil 
A caddie’s duties all his life ; 

So, if I turn away instead, 

You will not hold me much to blame ? 
How can I woo her ? She is wed 
Already— to this awful game 1 
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CEOQUET. 

0 FEEBLEST game, how strange if you should 
To favour, vice tennis superseded ! [rise 

And yet beneath such glowing summer skies, 
When wildest energy is invalided. 

Mere hitting balls through little hoops 
Seems work enough. One merely stoops, 
And lounges round, no other toil is needed. 

Upon a breezy lawn beneath the shade 
Of rustling trees that hide the sky so sunny, 

1 ’ll play, no steady game as would be played 
By solemn, earnest folks as though for 

money — 

For love is better. Simply stoop. 

And hit the ball. It ’s through the hoop^ ! 
My partner smiles ; she seems to think it 
funny. 

My pretty partner, whose bright, laughingeyes 
Gaze at me while I aim another blow ; lo, 

I ’ve missed because I looked at her I With 
I murmur an apologetic solo. [sighs 

The proudest athlete here might stoop, 

To hit a ball just through a hoop. 

And say the game— with her— beats golf 
and polo. 

TEUMPS POE TEAMPS. 

[From the Story of a Much-considered Nothing,) 
The Tramp was distinctly one of the Un- 
employed. He had no money, no friends, no 
home. He had obtained some work a short 
while since. The labour, of course, had been 
unskilled, and then there had come a strike, 
and the Tramp and his mates had turned out 


withthe rest. The Tramp was a little annoyed, 
as he had been fairly satisfied to earn bread 
and butter and meat, and above all, and before 
1 all, beer. But the leaders of the strike had 



satisfied him that it was entirely for his benefit. 
That as the Tramp could not work up to their 
standard, it was their duty to work down to 
his— and yet get paid at the same rate of 


wages belonging to the higher scale. This 
seemed to the Tramp pleasant enough. But ! 
while he waited, he starved; so he was not 
sure that the notion of the strike was so ex- 
cellent after all. But then his brain might have 
been clearer— it had not been fed (in common 
with the rest of his body) for several days. 

So the Tramp- weary, ragged, and tanned 
— ^wandered to the spot where Labour was 
holding her Congress. The last meeting had 
been held, and the final squabble settled when 
he reached his destination. There were a 
couple of well-fed, healthy-looking men, 
dressed in good strong broad-cloth, standing 
outside the meeting-place. They regarded 
the Tramp with some surprise. 

“ Surely not a Member ? ” said the first. 

“ And of course not a Delegate ? ” hinted 
the second. 

The tramp shook his head. He knew 
nothing about Members and Delegates. 

“ I thought not,” said Humber One. ^ “ All 
our Members and Delegates are q.uite of 
respectable appearance.” 

‘‘Got nothing to do,” replied the Tramp, 
laconically. 

“Why don’t you try the Colonies ? ” asked 
Humber Two. There has been an immense 
fall in the value of land in Australia. You 
would get it cheap just now. Why not emi- 
grate ? Why not acquire some land ?” 

“I don’t want land, I want food!” re- 
turned the Tramp. 

“Well, when we have a vacancy, you shall 
become one of us. We eat, drink, and talk ; 
but we don’t work. It ’s the best employment 
out.” And the Tramp found it so. 
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If Votes sets women by the ears, as they does men, my winky ! 
’ARRIET ON LABOUR. I guess ’twill make domestic life even more crabbed and kinky. 

PoLLT.-Ihese are pooty times, and donH yon make no herror Wym^^^^^^^ man-yon know >im. Poll - whose temper's real 

They gives me twists, though I am called the Tottenham Court .jg j^g„torehe-and that is simply silky- 






W,/ 


Jl’m.gladto’earit, BAM," 8ez i. • xsux, oaMiai, . I don’t a bit know what they 

Sam gives his greasy curl a tmst, . meant, but if them votes should 

aad looks seven ways lor Sun- ^ 

a i.T _- 1 • As fairly of! our chumps as men, 

Bit bosky, Sam, thick in the clear, tremendous 1 

as usual on Saint Monday. n • i xi. » 

UT T- t»T ttAL Wc s uvc E f uit beauo thcu I 

Labour I ” I sez ‘ O^. Well, I 'm not nuts on voting. 

Sam. Ton orny- anded cod yy^y Your ’Aeuiet’s lay is — better 

palm’s as soft as putty, WE ^^m / ’* 

SAM-aiereglar ArtMDo^ Them spoifting Labour Candi- 

^looKghty'fifeinSsAM: d^es Of women's work they’re 

® ^ tU light the tire to warm hm r 

see yer takes the int, Sam. ^ ^^^y 

That shut him up, the lolloper! ^ bellows! 

He know’d I ’d took his mea- 

AS'siuelching ’nmbugs always Si*’ ’““P’ 

®fowlr-rid^-dido! ^^'or\^‘Maram>nora^^^^^ 

“Bashing a knobstick’s ripping 'V MT Man’s work may be too long 

fun, no doubt — for them as \ sometimes, a woman’s never 

®gin^e“wo?t wk.’^®^‘*Here Zv ///'^'^ "" Leastways, a married 'woman’s, 

Jones’s lashes-. lA Poll. Mick ’ s ’ot on me to 

^ otfes^— **^t*’’'’kmdOT'^’ togl^ Iy~^l \ eighteen bob a week-his 

twinkle.^ Jdl \ screw-ain’t much to bile the 

while working out my winMe. I MiLTreglar^maffal’^^^^^^^^ 

(I’d got a pennorth in a ba^; ■//////// Wiy\ W But - when a woman’s fairly 

they.’re things to which Im ' / // ll spliced, it’s U. P. with the 

bust up Mernopoly,” jll i l a p-ur T 7n love 

sez Sam, a-looking martial. j j , II \ 

“ The ’Oly Cause o’ Labour carn’t j / I \ Theayters, ’ops, and 

be stayed by trifles, ’A eeiet 1 /// \ \ ,, , x 

JxTD AS must ’ang, ’twere weakness /// ImVxTO^w}^ II \ Warm a girl s art a rare sight 

to show mercy to IscAEiOT 1 ” cT/ >s. \ lEore than politics and spout- 

**S V®' ^ y Mick says he ’as his eye upon a 

“You keep It for the club, Sam^^ ^ I, “ liatV’ neat and commojus. 

’Twon’t cohort me, nor yom old ' V JJ\ Mick ’ s a good sort, but tied for 

mother toiling at the tub, Sam. ^ iniilfMMl lifAfnfAil— nt MP-hfppn Oius^ 

The ’Oly Cause o’ Labour, Sam’s, ^M|[a»Hraiteltl1fflP ! r r 

a splendid thing to spout about, fi ffn 1 1 |/| | J Ard Labour, and for life, with- 

Butit’s a thing as skulkers makes fhe hoptioni That s a 

most tremenjus rout about.” sentence 

TJ^^-nWvsvcf o o.iVi Pnrr (Z^ As ’ot US ’Aery ’Oekins’s, and 

Se&e larky dr^lges ’ M/ Ah°loLL ^ mf r^n’s 

As swarm acrost the bridge at v J/ ^mf ami no skulk 

night and ’omeward gaily woA is Labour, and no skulk- 

AtJSfe“7’«-ra-5oom.<fe-at/.” If must go on though ^'er old 

a chaffing of the feUers, man’s out of a job or sulking. 

And flourishing their feathered ’ats bright reds, and blues and i Mothers can’t strike, or unionise, or make demonsterations. 

yellers. The bloke ’as got the bulge on them. Now girls in situations, 

As vulgar as they make ’em, Poll, Leastways the chaps whose Like you and me, Poll, *as a chance of larky nights and jolly days, 
trade is Along of arter bizness ’ours, and, now and then, the ’olidays. 

To write and dror in Comics, call bus “ any think but ladies.” But ’twixt the cradle and the tub, the old man and ’er needle, 

Ladies? Olor! On thirteen bob a week, less sundry tanners A married woman’s tied up tight. Yus, Mick may spoon and 

For fines, it ’s none so easy. Poll, to keep up style and manners. wheedle, 

But work-girls worh. and that is more than Sam and ’zs sort — drat when a woman ’s got four kids, bad ’ealtb, and ^ke for tifhn, 
»em 1 Then marriage is a failnre, Poll, I give yer the straight griflm. 

When I see shirks platforming, Poll, I’m longing to get at ’em. The goodies slate ns shop-girls sharp, say married life or sarvice 
When Women’s Eights include the chaxnce of gettin’ a fair ’earing Are more respectdbler. Oh lor I Just look at poor Jane Jaevts 1 


The goodies slate us shop-girls sharp, say married life or sarvice 
Are more respectabler. Oh lor I Just look at poor Jane Jaevts 1 

r.1 _ _ .I 1 TT - . J*. •_ J Ji XT x.^..T_ -X 


For Women’s Wrongs— wy then there ’ll be less bashing and less She were a dasher, Jenny were, ’er fringe and feathers took it, 
beering. And now — ’er only ’ope ’s that Bill may tire of ’er and ’ook it. 


As for the Yote— well, I dunno. It seems perfcikler curious 
That polities makes a man a hass, they drives the fellers furious. 


You know that purple hostrich plume she were so proud of, Polly ! 
I bought it on ’er for five bob larst week, and it looks jolly 
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In my new ’at. But as she sat a tnivellin’ o’er that dollar, 

Thinks 1 if this is married life ’Arriet ’s not game for collar. 

She looked so suety and sad, and aU them golden tresses 
She was so proud of when it ran to smart new ’ats and dresses, 

Was all tight knotted round ’er knob like oakum on a mop, Pole, 
Her bright blue eyes in mourning, and— well, there, I couldn’t stop, 
Poll. 

Labour? Well yus, the best of hus must work; yer carn’t git 
quit of it ; 

And you and me, Poll, like the rest, must do our little bit of it. 

But oh, I loves freedom. Poll, my hevenings hoff is ’eaven ; 

But wives and slavies ain’t allowed even one day in seven. 

Jigger the men ! Sam spouts and shouts about the'Onest Worker. 
That always means a Man, of course -7ie’s a smart Man, the 
shirker I [diggings, 

But when a Man lives upon his wife, and skulks around his 
Who is the “ ’Quest Worker” then?— Yours truly, 

’Arriet ’Iogings. 

FROM GRAVE TO CAY; OR, THE SECRET OF SUCCESS. 

Dash Blank was a genius. He had been an immense success at 
school, and had done admirably at the University. He then came up 
to town and tried many things. He was a poet, a musician, an 
artist, an inventor. And everyone he knew, said it was absolutely 
wonderful, and that he should m^e a fortune. But just at the 
moment he had a fair income, which had been left to him by his 
deceased relative, and there was no occasion to augment his means. 
On the contrary, if anything, his accomplishments were rather a loss 
to him than a gain. So the situation existed for a time. 

Then came a crash in the City, and poor Dash Blank found him- 
self penniless. It was then he tried to turn his talents to account, 
but found that their market value was nil, or even less. 

But, fortunately, he was “such a genius,” and to persons of that 
class often come what may be termed happy thoughts. 

Dash Blank disappeared— completely, absolutely. His absence 
remained unnoticed for some time, and then, of a sudden, his death 
got into the papers. It was copied from one journal to another, 
until the intelligence was conveyed from one end of the Empire to 
the other. Then some one made the discover:^ that Dash Blank 
had not been appreciated. Immediately all his brilliant failures 
were unearthed, and advertised into popularity. His poems on 
republication realised hundreds, and his pictures thousands ; his 
wonderful invention was patented, turned into a Company of 
Limited Liability, and quickly realised a fortune. Dash Blank 
was a name to conjure with— it was typical of success. 

At length a statue was erected to 
his memory, and the unveiling be- 
came an important function. All sorts 
of smart people were present, and the 
finest things imaginable were said 
about hm career.^ When it was all 

Blank himself ! ” and then the man 
in the cloak threw off that covering, 
and revealed his identity. 

After this came an explanation. The genius noticing that wh^ a 
clever man dies there is always a run upon his works, died himself. 
At any rate that was the impression in the minds of everyone save 
a friendly executor, who collected the money for his estate. Then 
the friendly executor paid the proceeds to the imaginary deceased. 

“ Amd shall you resume work ? ” asked the Sculptor, after he had 
recovered from his astonishment. 

“ Not I. You need be under no alarm that anyone will compare 
your portrait with the original. I have had enough of work, and 


with my recently accumulated capital, shall try my hand at specu- 
lation. ^ Good bye, if you are in my neighbourhood, look me up. 
You w^ find me anywhere between the Arctic and Antarctic 
Zones.” And then he went over to America, put his money into 
wooden nutmegs, and promptly became a millionaire. 

THE ^^ONE-HOESE^^ HOUSEHOLBEE. 

{A Solemn Socicbl IHttyi) 

In a region where freshly-built suburbs lie ending 
’Mid plots of the glum market-gardener’s ground, — 

Its bare, tenantless frontages gloomily blending 
With grime and neglect that are rampant all round, 

Runs the street, so forlorn it could not be forlorner, 

Where, looking straight down a “ no thoroughfare ” road, 
With the bla^e of a new public-house at the corner, 

The sad “One-horse ” Householder finds his abode ! 

’Tis a wilderness wild of dread dilapidations. 

Where one feeble gas-light illumines the street, 

'While right ^ over the way . 

fourteen kitchen founda- 

Of houses unfinished the i? 

aching eye greet ! 

How he first Shanced to find j 

it his friends often wonder. I 

No omnibus runs within ^ ^ 

nules of his door, — | , 

Nor a train, be it either \ 

above-ground or under, VI ^ ^ I 

Wakes life with its thrice \\ . i* ‘ — 

welcome whistle and roar. \\ kin 

If you caU at that house, 
you’ll be knocking and \ 

TiUj^iSi forcible language, I 11 1 

you ’re leaving the place, W M \ 

When a slavey, who comes n\\\ J1 i' ^ 

up the hall gaily singing, \\\i\ ^ 

Flings open the door, with 1 1 

a smut on her face. ' I ‘ , 

You ask “if they’re in,” I 

and she looks you all 'j 

It’s clear she’s quite new , -'ll 

to an afternoon call, — '' 

P’raps takes you for Turpin, 

Bill Sikes, the Bed Bover ; ^ \ 

But she says that she’ll *^^***^^^^[ 

“see,” and leaves you in 


You are ushered upstairs, which a Dutch carpet graces, 
To a drawing-room, curtained at threepence a yard. 
Where Japanese gimcracks appear in odd places, 


Though AsriNALL clearly has proved their trump card ; 

For here it envelopes a plain kitchen-table. 

There a weak wicker lounge which invites not repose ; 

And at length you are seated, as well as you ’re able. 

On a folding arm-chair that half threatens to close. 

But they offer you tea, made with unboiling water, 

A syrupy Souchong at tenpence a pound. 

Which a simpering, woebegone, elderly daughter, 

With stale bread rancid buttered, is handing around. 

And you think you’ll be off : as your talk halts and fiounders. 
For you feel most distinctly, they ’re not in your line, 

And you say to yourself, “Yes, these Johnsons «re bounders,’ 
But before you can go, you have promised to dine ! 

That same dinner will take you some seasons forgetting I 
The claret was sour, the “tinned ” oysters, Blue Point ; 

And moreover ’tis really a little upsetting, 

For the cook to come up very drunk with the joint ! 

And when to crown this you are asked to expel her, 

And find a Policeman, — that is, if you could. 

It may soothe you to hear yourself called “a ffood feller,” 

ras good ? 


It may soothe you to hear yourself called “a ffood feller,” 

But can you admit that the diimer was good ? 

And so when you meet Johnson going up to the City, 

It somehow to-day does not strike you as odd, 

That with feelings of scorn not unmingled with pity, 

You hurry on fast with a stiff little nod. 

Be his craze “ speculation,” “ a crush,” “ a small dinner,” 

A christening, marriage, a death or a birth, — 

There’s a limpness of purpose that shows, though no sinner. 
Why the dim “ One-horse ” Householder cumbers the earth I 




MAKING THEM USEEUL. 

See in tlie papers that school-children at 
Whissendine and elsewhere are tan^rht gar- 
dening. Excellent idea, this. Small Holdings 
for Small Boys I Decide to try it at my 
“ Select A cademy for the Sons of Q-entlemen 
as kitchen garden certainly does want attena- 
ing to, and I can’t afford a gardener. Tell 
the hoys about it. They want to Imow if the 
hour a day which I purpose to deyote to 
Agriculture is to take the place of 
Bradhy's Batin JExercises, On hearing 
that it is, hoys seem relieved, and Sm.ith 
JumoB pronounces the scheme a “jolly 
lark.”^ I confess I am pleased to find this 
appreciation of my new arrangement on the 
part of the most troublesome urchin in the 
school. 

2^xt Day , — ^All the boys are now provided 
with separate plots, spades, rakes, and hoes. 
Youth, in fact, is at the Plough, and 
Myself at the Helm, so we ought to get on 
all right. I purchase for them some young 
cabbage-plants and cucumber-seeds, which 
wm go down as “ extras ” in the bills at the 
end of Term. Boys very active first day. 

Jtoioe breaks his spade, and gets 
fifty lines. Jones astonishes me by talking 
about “ Three Acres and a Cow.” Find 
that his father is a strong Radical. Must 
be careful what I say to Jones. The general 
opimon seems to be that G-ardening is better 
than Bradky" s JExerdses “ by long chalks,” 
Encouraging. 

LaUr,—ln order to gain my prize 
lor best cabbages, boys have been stimulating 
their growth with a guano made of chopped 


bones, slate-pencil dust, and ink I Sur- 
prisingly fine specimens in young Dodgeb's 
allotment. Too good to be true. Go out to 
iunpcct, take up one of his cabbages, and 
find it has no roots. Dodger admits that 
he bought * them from village greengrocer. 
I remark humorously to boys — “ This is 
Dodger’s plot Boys cheer me, and, being 
indignant at Dodger’s cheating, make him 
7~so I hear after wards—** run the gauntlet ” 
in the dormitory the same evening. Hope it 
will do the little sneak good. Smith Junior 
tries to do circus trick on garden roller. 
Nearly killed. Two hundred lines, and a 
page of Bradley'*s Exercises, Hear him 
saying that “ he wishes Old Swats (that ’s 
me) would do his gardening himself, and see 
how he likes it ! ” No, thanks. 

End of the Experiment, — ^Kitchen garden 
a wreck I There has been a battle royal 
between Flashbotites and Smith Junior- 
ITES. Flashbot stole all the spades, and 
entrenched himself in an earthwork, which 
the other side stormed. Smith Junior 
bleeding but triumphant. Says * ‘ gardening 
is much better far than JBrad/ey’a Exercises,''^ 
Cucumbers (bought as missiles) and potatoes 
lying all about. Several have got through 
school- room windows I Letters arrive from 
parents. Thought they would like the new 
agricultural departure as teaching their boys 
something^ really useful. But they don’t. 
Quite indignant. Say their sons are “not 
mtended for market-gardeners.” Smith 
Junior’s parent says his boy is “meant for 
the Church.” Didn’t know this before. 
Smith Junior will be an ornament of the 
ChiHch Militant at any rate. Drop the gar- 
dening, and go back to Bradley, 


“THE USUAL CHANNEL.^' 

To what snug refuge do I fiy 
When glass is low, and billows high. 

And goodness knows what fate is nigh ? — 
My Cabin ! 

Who soothes me when in sickness’ grip, 
Brings a consolatary “ nip,” 

And earns mv blessing, and his tip ? — 

The Steward I 

When persons blessed with fancy rich 
Declare “ she” does not roll, or pitch. 
What say— “ The case is hardly sich ” ? — 
My Senses ! 

What makes me long for real Free Trade, 
When no Douaniers could invade, 

Nor keys, when wanted, be mislaid ?— 

My Luggage ! 

What force myself, perhapf another, 

To think (such thoughts wi%y to smother) 
“ The donkey-engine is our brother ” ?— 
Our Feelings I 

And what, besides a wobbling funnel, 
Screw-throb, oil-smell, unstable gunwale, 
Converts me to a Channel Tunnel? — 

My Crossing I 

COOKED AT HEREFORD. 

The strongest always rule the roast. 

Yes ! we believe it fully ; 

So what ’s the natural result, 

When Cooke ’s opposed by Pulley ? 
Tain contest — ^vain the gallant fight I 
The winner ’s safely booked. 

And forty-four good witnesses 
Affirm the poxdeV^ cooked. 



^YiAll^'So 


THE POOR YICTIM! 

JoHJT. “BMl GOOD; MIGHT BE BETTER!” 

JoNATHAir. ‘‘HM! BAD; MIGHT BE ■WORSE!” 

Thb s^at.. “ THREE MONTHS’ CLOSE-TIME ! HM ! MIGHT HA’ MADE IT TWELVE. . 
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ONLY FANCY! 

Ojsly fancy if the Earth were flat— 

As most of those 'who live upon it are— 
And you 'went too near the edge of it, and 
toppled from the ledge of it, 

And landed on a distant star ! 

Only fancy, if you fell upon your feet, 

And recovered pretty quickly from the iar, 
And you under- 
stood the lingo 
which the people 
speak and sing, 
oh, 

Who dwell upon 
a distant star ! 
Only fancy, only 
fancy, what a 
lot of things 
there are 

Very likely to he 
met with on a 
distant star. 

A goodiah many things would prove 
JTot exactly quite the same as here, I guess ; 
P raps the ladies all are pretty, and the men 
all smart and witty. 

And marriage an unqualified success. 
P’raps, like Washington, they cannot tell 
a lie,^ 

And gossip is excluded from their talk ; 
P’raps with them a thing of course is that 
heef isn’t made of horses. 

And the milkmen haven’t even heard of 
chalk ! 

Only fancy, &c. 

Perhaps they ’ve no occasion for police, 
Though they may keep just a few to spoon 
the cooks ; 

If they do, no doubt they ’re wary whom they 
make Home Secretary, 

And the Chief Commissioner ’s chosen for 
his looks. 

Very likely, if they ever play a farce, 

It contains a pretty moral for the young, 
And perhaps their panorama has a mission, 
and their drama 

To the tune of the Old Hundredth ’s “ said 
or sung.” 

Only fancy, &c. 

Very likely they have guns that will not 
burst, ^ 

And machinery that won’t get out of gear ; 
P’raps they ’ve even ammunition in respect- 
able condition, 

And vessels that are guaranteed to steer. 
And it’s possible they have Vestries who 
refrain ^ [meet ; 

From swearing at each other when they 
And, though this isn’t probable, they may 
have Boards “unjobable,” 

And Contractors who will neither bribe 
nor cheat. 

Only fancy, &c. 

A Parliament perhaps they may require, 
But its Members very likely don’t obstruct, 
And each Government proposition just 
delights the Opposition, 

And anyone who makes a noise is ‘ ‘ chucked.” 
Very possibly they do not care for speech, 
But if indeed they ’ve got a Grand Old Man 
In whom the fancy lingers, why, he talks 
upon his fingers, 

And they answer on the self-same plan I 
Only fancy, &c. 


Mbs. E. says there is such a scare now 
about typhoid, that she always takes a tin 
of dis-oonnecting fluid about with her. She 
also says, a bottle of automatic vinegar is 
very refreshing in church. 


MY GARDENEEESS. 

[*‘ Lady Carlisle is training an entire staff of 
women gardeners, who, she hopes, will keep the 
grounds of hf*r Yorkshire home in as perfect a 
condition as their male predecessors have done.’*— 
Fall Mall Gazette,'\ 

Come into the garden, Maud, 

Why has not the grass been mo'wn ? 

Come into the garden, Maud, 

Those seeds have never been sown ; 

I fear you ’ ve been taking your walks abroad — 
You blush like a rose full-blown. 

When the early snail first moves, 

Before the sun is on high, 

Beginning to gnaw the leaves he loves 
On the beds, you should always try 
To pick him off with your garden gloves, 

And stamp on him— he must die. 

You can’t touch snails ? Let that pass, 

I will smash each one in his shell ; 

But when it rains you can roll the grass. 
When dry can water it well. 

You say you can't wet your boots— alas ! — 
Nor work when it ’s warm, ma belle f 

And yet your wages you claim ; 

I should like to know what you do. 

In truth I can’t bear to blame 
Such a sweet pretty girl as you ; 

So stop as my gardener all the same — 

I ’ll be master and workman too. 

Queen rose of the rosebud garden of girls. 
Rough work should never be done 
By dehoate hands as white as psarls, 

You only began for fun ; 

So sit, 'with your parasol over your curls, 
Wnilst I dig like mad in the sun 



IMPE.OYED COSTUME POE THE METRO- 
POIJTAN POLICE DURING THE GREAT 
HEAT OP 1893. 


WHO IS IT? 

A Folitical Enigma, Compoxcnded from the 
Fress of the Feriod, 

He’s hopeless of heaven, he’s too bad 
for , 

(So say Unionist bards, and they ought to 
know well,) 

He is JuDAS-cum-CAiN with a sonpcon of 
Oates, 

An imperious despot, 
who grovels for 
votes ; 

A mean truckling 
tyrant, an auto- 
crat slave ; 

A Knave who plays 
King, and a 
King who plays 
Knave. 

A haughty Com- 
mander, the tool 
of his troops, 

A swayer of “ items.” 
nose-led by his 
dupes ; 

A Dog- despot, wagged by the tip of Lhis 
tail, 

A Conspirator potent, whose plot ’s bound to 
fail; 

The land’s greatest danger, because such a 
dolt ; 

As ruler a scourge, because breeding revolt ; 
As political guide ever banefi^y strong. 
Because the majority sees he is 'wrong. 

A prolix Polomus who proves his senility 
By taking the shine out of youth and 
ability : 

A veteran lagging superfluous, whose age 
Puts him “ out of it” so, that he fills the 
whole stage : 

So old that his age gives him every claim. 
Save to decent respect, which, of course, is a 
shame. 

And absurd “ fetish- worship.” As Lucifer 
proud 

And imperious, yet supple of knee to the 
crowd ; 

A CoEioLANUS who plays the Jack Cade ; 

A coward of nothing and no one afraid ; 

A blundering batsman whom none can bowl 
out ; 

A craven who staggers opponents most stout ; 
A traitor who gives his whole life to the 
State, 

Whose zeal proves his spite, and his service 
his hate. 

A truckler to treason and trickster for 
place, 

Whose stubbornness oft throws him out of the 
race ; 

A lover of power and public applause. 

Who dares to oppose the most popular cause. 
A talkative sophist who will not explain ; 

A bad-tempered man, ever bland and urbane : 
A casuist no one can half understand, 

But whose sinister purpose is plain as your 
hand ; 

A vituperative and venomous foe, 

Whose speeches with calm magnanimity 
glow. 

In short, an old dolt, who inflicts dire defeat 
On the smartest young foes he can manage to 
meet; 

A powerless provoker of dreadful disasters. 

A master of slaves whose mere slaves are his 
masters ; 

A voluble spliinx, and a simple chimsera 
The Age’s conundrum, the crux of his cera ! 

Mem, : 

If you can’t give a guess at the theme of 
these rhymes. 

Why, peruse all the papers, and move with 
the times! 
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AUSTRALIA THE (WITHOUT) 
GOLDEN. 

Deae Me. Pukch,— I see 
that, with a view to economy, 
the Victorian Legislature have 
out down the salary of their 
future Governors to a reason- 
able sum. Every one will 
applaud an act inspired by so 
worthy a motive. Still, as the 
officials who have been thus 
deprived of some of their 
emoluments have a certain 
state to keep up, I think it 
woald be only lair were that 
state also to undergo revision. 
With a view to assisting in so 
desirable a programme, I jot 
down a few suggestions. 

Uniform, — Future Gover- 
nors not to be required to wear 
gold lace. Yellow braid to 
be sparingly used in decorat- 
ing their frock-coats. Dirks 
to be substituted for swords. 
Cocked-hats no longer to be 
trimmed with feathers. 

Official Entertainments , — 
Governors no longer to be re- 
quired to ask Colonials to 
dinner. Luncheons with chops 
and steaks and boiled potatoes 
to be substituted for extensive 
menus. Balls to be given only 
occasionally, and guests to be 
served with the lightest of light 
refreshments (sandwiches and 
lemonade) ; and if dancing be 
required, dancers to supply 
their own orchestras. 

Attending State Functions, 
— Governors no longer to be 
expected to appear in carriage 
and pair. ^ Their Excellencies 
to be entitled to use tram- 
cars, omnibuses, and bicycles. 
When laying a foundation- 
stone, the Governors to be per- 
mitted to wear double-soled 
boots, and carry umbrellas. ^ 

Miscellaneous, — To avoid 


I; '■!, 
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STILL WILDER IDEAS. 

(Possibilities for the next 
0 Wilde Play.) 

Puppet Number One, Let ’s 
come into the garden, Mau- 
i)XE. I adore the garden. 
Don’t you know that the book 
of at least one good play begins 
with some epigrams in the 

garden, and ends with 

^ Puppet Number Two, Re- 
el tations — strict ly puritani cal . 
Well, let ’s go into the garden : 
there ’s nothing but Nature to 
look at there, so we will dis- 
cuss — 

Puppet Number One, The 
picture shows. Tt seems to 
me there are two principles in 
modern art. The first is— give 
a pio<-ure a good name, and 
thev ’ll hang it. 

Puppet Number Two, 
What’s— ahem I — what is in 
a name ? 

Puppet Number One, Usu- 
ally a good deal more than is 
in the picture. 

Puppet Number Two, And 
the second principle ? 

Puppet Number One, Art 
is short, and the life (of the 
average Academician) is 
long. 

Puppet Number Two, Ah, 
well. I suppose I shall have 
to ask you sooner or later to 
define Art. 

Puppet Number One, Cer- 
tainly. Art is that which 
invariably goes one better 
than Nature. 

Puppet Number Two {with 
a S'qh), And what is Nature ? 

Puppet Number One, Na- 
ture IS that which is not so 
natural as it is painted. 

Puppet Number Two {with 


A SLIGHT CONFUSION OF IDEAS. as iHlpatotS. 

Local Hatter, “I *ope you’ll excuse my calling, Sir George ; but Puppet Number Two {with 
I ’eaeo as her Ladyship was going to give a Play in the Grounds — ^ groan). What about truth 
A Pastoral Play, they told me— so I made so bold as jbsst to come iu- Art then ? 

ROUND AND SAY AS I ’d GOT A LARGE ASSORTMENT OF CLERICAL AtSj AND Puppet Number 0«e. Ah ! 
THAT I SHOULD BE MOST *APPY TO PUT ’EM AT HER Ladyship’s DISPOSAL 1 ’' Truth is that oue infirmity of 


ROUND AND SAY AS I ’d GOT A LARGE ASSORTMENT OF CLERICAL Ats, AND ^Puppet Number One, Ah! 
at ^ SHOULD BE MOST ’appy TO PUT ’EM AT HER Ladyship’s DISPOSAL 1 ’' Truth IS that oue infirmity of 

p^sed ^tn as much as pos- — — - — — a noble mind. 

S, e* When gims are^ fired, tubes to he used without cartridges. Puppet Number Two, Truth is nothing if not respectable, 
h lags not to be in wet weather, ^d Chairs of State always Puppet Number One, Remember, respectability is an affectation, 
r with brown holland. Gaslights to be sparingly of cynics, dramatic authors— and other people of no importance 

.. generally. {Exeunt severally. Curtain. 

There, my dear Sir, this should he a relief both to the goose and -- 


uear oir, wus Buouiu oe a reuei dolq to the goose and 
the gander. It is quite right to economise, hufc it is a little strange 
to hnd that we get our first hint in this direction from the Antipodes. 
Yours truly, Gay without Pat, 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

EXTRACTED PROM THE DIARY OF TOBY, M.P. 

Mouse of Commons, Monday, August 14.— duite shocked to see 
Asher to-day. Strong constitutiou and a happy disposition united 
to make him a picture of buoyant health. Observing him walk up I 
floor ot House just now, hardly knew him. Shoulders bowed ; arms 
hanging limp ; cheeks sallow ; an unspeakable sorrow in his dimmed 
eyes. 

« matter, Mr, Solicitor?” I asked, instinctively 

tamng into the wlnspermg tone proper in sick rooms, “ Is it the 
state or Scotch business that weighs upon your mind ? or is it true, 
as whispered, that necessity has been discovered for hriuging in Bill 
cSS^? ” Police and Health Act, 1892, with its 435 

As^r; “Pm thinkin? of neither. My thoughts 
tend m quite another direction. My heart is at Deeside, my heart 
iff • 1 • ® ^ 5 understand me— not a person 

much conversation, disposes of his 
mte with the assistance of a pillow. But a stretch of moorland, 
gorse-scented, grouse-haunted. I awoke early on Saturday morning 


Mas. R. observes, “it is only too true that Summer pleasures, as 
I the poet says, are nearly always effervescent.” 


hearing the popping of the guns in far-off Aboyne. Mere fancy, of 
course. You remember Charles Lamb's story about supping with 
some Scotchmen, and incidentally observing he only wished, to 
make the joy complete that Burns were there ? One by one the Scotch- 
men got up and explained to him that Burns had been dead for ever 
so many years, and that it was practically impossible in view of the 
circum^tance8, that he could have been present ; even, one of 
them added, supposing they knew Burhs, and it had occurred to 
thena to invite Mm. So you will sav that Deeside, being hundreds 
of miles away, I could not hear the birds on the wing, or the potter- 
ing of the guns. In a sen«e, that is true ; but I heard them all the 
same ; worse still, heard them when I was in church yesterday, and 
should have been hearing something else. I wouldn’t mind missing 
a day, a week, or, in the service of my Queen and country, a fort- 
night. What I see, and what gars me greet, is the endless vista of 
nights and days we shall spend here. If we get any shooting at aU 
we shall begin with the pheasants. 

0 my Bartley, shallow-pated ! 0 my Tommy, such a bore ! 

0, my dear beloved moorland, shall I see thee evermore ? 

Asher’s case representative of many ; only his despair is the more 
eloquent. 

Business done, — Marking time in Home-Rule debate. 





FATHER THAWES PURIFIED AND GLORIFIED, AS PROMISED BY 
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Tmsday.—Jmt before eight belle, Tfhen all hands were piped 
below, Admiral Field turned up in favourite character as the 
honest British sailor. Rather modelled on transpontine style; a 
little unnecessarily noisy ; too humorously aggressive ; hopelessly 
obvious. But in present circumstances House grateful for any- 
thing; gleefully laughed whilst the Admiral shivered his timbers, 






should do without Tommy Bowles. The spectacle of his white 
ducks is to me as the shadow of a great rock in a weary land. They 
talk about an army of men in the basement working machinery 
that keeps the temperature ten degrees below what it is marked 
on the Terrace. Also there is, it seems, a ton and a half of ico 
melting in ventilating chambers at the taxpayers* expense for our 
comfort. But I don’t think ice is in it with^ Tommy’s ducks. Even 
if they were stationary it would be something. But observe how, 
coming and going, Tommy’s brain an argosy of great thoughts, the 
ducks sfem to tkim over our prosaic Boor, calling u]p even to the 
unimaginative mind a vision of deep, tree- shaded, quietly-iippling 
Broad, over which the wild duck swiftly moves, waving white 
wings.” „ . , 

Only Plunket, I fancy, could evolve poesy out of to-night s 
scene; hot above precedent, dull beyond endurance. 

“Pluneet's duck picture cool ^and refreshing.^ But,” said 
Edward of Armagh, drawing on his military experiences, “what 
we ’re doing just now may be much more accurately described as the 
goose step.” 

Ouite so. We sit all ^ternoon and far into the night, always 
talking, sometimes dividing; every appearance of motion, no 
advance; feet lifted with due sign of walking, but when midnight 
strikes and parade dismissed we are found posted exactly at the 
same spot as that on which we took our stand at half- past three in | 
the afternoon. 

If Mr. Gr. means business the sooner he gets about it the better. 

Business done, — None. | 

Friday,— Mr. G. does mean business. Commences on Mondav, i 
when Motion will be made to close Report Stage of Home-Rule Bill. 
Mere reference to it set House bubbling with excitement. Mr. G.’s 
proposed Resolution not yet drafted. “ You know how it is,” he 
said, smiling blandly at Prince Arthur ; “ you ’ve had a good deal 
of experience in drawing Resolutions of this nature.” But if 
Ministers not ready with their Resolution, Joseph prepared with 
Amendment. Read it out amid lively interruption. 

Conversation later conducted with much vigour across the Gang- 
way, where, a fortnight ago, Gunter received an Irish Member (not 
icedl full in i^it of stomach. Once the Blameless Bartley signalled 
out Member tor South Donegal, mentioning him by name as respon- 
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Admiral I ield as the honest British Sailor, 

talked abont losing his soundings in a fog, declared against all shams, 
referred to himself as “honest and modest sailor who believed Ld 
straightforward action, and refused to have his eyes blinded by 
abstract proposals.” 

That last phrase didn’t sonnd seafaring, but, as another honest 
sailor was accustomed to say, its bearings lay in the application ol 
R. Motion before House was to eliminate Second Chamber from 
Home- Rule scheme; brought forward by Radicals; situation 
difucmt for Op]position. If theyr voted against tbe Government they 
wo^d be de (daring against principle of House of Lord s. If they voted 
with them they would he approving a proposition of the hated Bill. 
Joseph judiciously got out of difficulty hy declining to vote at all. 

^THUB elaborately explained that in going into Lobby with 
the Radicals he was voting against a concrete proposal and in favour 
of an ahs^act principle. This too^ subtle for Courtney, who 
announced his intention of vesting with Government who happened i 
to agree wi'^ him in approving principle of Second Chamber. It 
was ami(i these cross blades that the Admiral, bitching uu his I 
teousers, danced a horni>ipe, Tomlinson attempting to bring House 
T ^ to Lttoi^ serious views, Members with one accord rushed into 
Lobby, and Government came out with majority of 83. 

Business done,- Seventh night in Report Stage Home-Rule Bill. 

“ Whewl ” said the Member for Sark. “I don’t 
toow what wUl become of ns if things go on much longer like this, 
mth a Premier over eighty, and the thermometer over 90, the 
situation is at least unusual. Even Joseph not able to maintain his 
lavoTOte attitude, grafted on the iced cucumber. Just now 
Mr. made a TOssing remark, quite mild compared -with Joey’s 
Wts. instant, 'with koding bro'w and angry 

pla^that G. had attempted to slay him -with a aneer.” 

Yes, said Pitjeket, “tunes are hot. I don’t knonr ivhat we 
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Swift MacNeill refuses to be named. 

sible for particular exclamations. “Don’t presume to mention my 
name,” said MacNeill, leaning across gangway. 

“Look here, Bartley,” said Tommy Bowles, “if you’re going 
on that tack, you must come and sit at this side. When I saw 
MacNeill open his month to s^eak, I confess I thought 1 was going 
to be swallowed whole. You sit here ; there ’s more of you.” 
Business done , — Notice given that business is about to commence. 
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LETTERS TO ABSTRACTIONS. 

TO FAILURE 

EooEiterum! Well, why not? Solon^ as I do not exanimate 
you with my letters, T remain content. Besides, I have not yet fully- 
developed all my theories. Let us, therefore, continue to chat 
together for a little. 

1 cannot proceed for ever by the negative method. No doubt I 
might in the end, exhaust the list of those who are not your subjects, 
but the process would be long, and, I fear, tedious. No ; I must 
come to the point and produce my cases. What shall we say of 
' them, then ? Hood declares that — 

There is a silence where hath been no sound, 

There is a silence where no sound may he. 

In the cold grave, under the deep, deep sea.” 
and so forth ; doubtless you remember the sonnet. Not there, how- i 
ever, is the true silence — 

** But in green ruins, in the desolate walls 

Of antique palaces, where Man hath been, 

Though the dun fox, or wild hyena calls, 

And owls, that flit continually between. 

Shriek to the echo, and the low winds moan, — 

There the true Silence is, self-conscious and alone.” 

As with silence, so with failure, say I. The 
man who has never felt the spur of ambition nor 
the intoxication of a success, who has travelled 
always upon the level tracts of an unaspiring 
satisfaction, on him, surely, failure sets no mark, 
and disappointment^has for him no stings. But 
the poor souls who soar only to sink, who melt ^ 
their waxen wings in the fierce heat of the sun, 
and fall crashing to earth, theirs is the lot for 
pity. And yet it is not well to be too sure. For 
in the eyes of the world a man may be cheated 
of his purpose, and yet gam for himseH the 
peace, the sober, contented joy, which is more 
to him than the fiaunting trophies of open suc- 
cess. And some clasp the goddess in their arms, 
only to wither and decay in the embrace they 
sought with so eager a passion. But I tarry, 
while time creeps on. 

From the mist of memory rises a scene. A 
knot of laughing Freshmen is gathered in the 
ancient Court outside the lecture-room stair- 
case. It wants a minute or two to the hour. 

They are jesting and chaffing with all the 
delightful xmconcern of emancipated youth, 
and their cheerful faces shine brighter in the 
October sunshine. Some thirty yards away 
from them a strange figure, in dingy cap and 
gown, paces wearily along. It is that of a 
prematurely aged man, his back » bent, his head ^ 
sunk upon his chest. The Freshmen begin to 
knock one another about ; there is what we 
used to call a “rag,” and one of them, seizing 
a small lump of turf, throws it at a companion. 

It misses him, and strikes the old, weary figure 

on the back of the neck. He totters forward 
with outstretched hands, just saves himself from falling, and turns 
round. There is a terrible, hunted, despairing look on the face, 
made more pitiful by the grey, straggling beard. The Freshmem 
has darted forward with an apology. The old man mutters, halt 
to himself, “What was it? Did some one call for me^P I am 

quite alone, and I scarcely remember ” and then shuffles away 

quickly, without listening to the words of apology. The adventoe 
Sinis the laughter of the young men, the clock strikes, and they 
vanish to the lecture-room. 

This poor, rambling, distraught wreck of a man, was all that 
was left in those days of a great and brilliant scholar, whose fame a 
quarter of a century before had been alive in the mouths of Cam- 
bridge men. From the moment that he entered at^ St. Mark’s, 
Henry Arkweioht began /a glorious career of | prize- winning. 
Scholarships were to him a part of his daily bread. He swallowed 
them as other men swallow rolls for breakfast. A magic infiuence 
seemed to smooth for him the rough and rocky paths of learning. 
While his comrades stumbled along with bruised limbs, he marched 
with firm and triumphant step to the summit. And he had other 
advantages. He was handsome, his manner was frank and winning, 
he was an athlete of distinction, he spoke with fiery and epigram- 
matic eloquence at the Union. It is needless to add that his popu- 
larity was unbounded amongst his companions. He took the best 
degree of his year, and was made a Fellow of his College. 

There was no lack of glowing prophecies about his future. 
only doubt was whether the Lord Chancellorship or the post of Prime 
Minister would more attract his genius. Nobody supposed that he 


would stay on at Cambridge, But he did, A few years after taking 
his degree he published a monumental edition of a Greek classic, 
which is still one of the fountain-heads of authority, even amongst 
the severe scholars of the Fatherland. And after that there was an 
end of him. Nobody quite knew what had happened to him, and as 
the years rolled on fewer and fewer cared to inquire. He went to 
haU, he sat silent in the Combination-room, he withdrew himself 
gradually from all intercourse with friends. His whole appearance 
changed, he became dishevelled, his face grew old and wrinkled, and 
his hair turned grey before his time. And thus dwindling and shrink- 
ing he had come to be the pitiable shadow who, as I nave related, 
faded dismally across the College Court before a knot of cheerful 
Undergraduates on an October morning many years ago. What was 
the reason ? I have often wondered. Did his labours over his book 
displace by a hair’s-breadth some minute particle of matter in his 
brain ? Or was there in his nature a lack of the genuine manly 
fibre, unsuspected even by himself until he felt mmself fatally 
recoiling from the larger life of which the 
triumphs seemed to be within his grasp, if only 
he would stretch out his hand and seize them ? 
I know not. Somebody once hinted that there 
was a woman at the bottom of it. There may 
have been, but it is a canon of criticism to 
reject the easier solution, WTien he died a few 
years ago, it ^appeared to be a shock to all but 
a few to remember that he had not died ages 
before. 

And as I write this, I am reminded, I scarce 
know why, of poor Mrs. HiaHFLYER. Poor 
Mrs. Hiohplyer 1 I hear somebody exclaim in 
astonishment. Why is she poor? Why must 
we pity her ? Is she not rich ? Do not the 
great and the titled throng to her parties during 
I the London Season? Has she not entertained 
I Princes in the country ? What lot can be more 
enviable? Granted, I reply, as to the riches 
and the parties. But can it be seriously sup- 
posed that a life spent in a feverish struggle for 
recognition, its days and nights devoted to 
schemes for social advancement, to little plots 
by which Lady Mottlino, the wife of the mil- 
lionaire Member of Parliament, shall be out- 
witted : or Mrs. Ftjrber, the wife of the returned 
Australian, shall be made to pale her ineffec- 
tual fires ; to conspiracies which shall end in a 
higher rung of the giddy ladder of party-giving 
ambition — can such a life, I ask, with aU its 
petty miseries, its desperations, its snubs, and 
its successes no less perilous than desperation, 
be considered an enviable one ? Ask Mrs. High- 
flyer herself. Yisit that poor lady, as she is 
laying her parallels for her tenth attempt to 
captx&e some stout and red-faced royalty for 
her dance or her country-house, and see for 
yourself how she feels. She may bear ^oft a 
smiling face, but there is unhappiness in her 
heart, and all her glories are as nothing to her, 
because she has read in the Weekly Treadmill 
that Lady Mottling’ s latest party was attended 
by a Koyal Duke, two Ambassadors, and a Kamtchatkan Chieftain. 
There is failure in the meanest shape. Was I right to pity her ? 

Are there not, moreover, critics and literary celebrities who 

but I dare too much, my pen refuses its office, so tremendous is the 
subject on which I have rashly entered. And with that, farewell. 

D. It. 

EFFEMINACY OF THE AGE. 

Mr. James Payn says that “ some boys are really missed at home.” 
Well, Mr* Punch has observed that some fond and foolish parents 
tog and tittivate their boys till they look behind like girls. But to 
“miss” them, as though they were maidens or barmaids is too 
bad. To adapt Eo-Ko’s celebrated song, he would say : — 

A boy may wear his hair in curls, or bear a pudding face, 

Some mothers, as you wist, that folly can’t resist ! 

Of true boy in dress and manners they may leave him scarce a trace, 
But he never should be missed ” — he never should be “ missed.” 
Maternal idiots molly-coddle little lads they own, ^ 

Till they ’re girlish in demeanour, and effeminate in tone, 

But the mater who her “ Tommy ” spoils, and dresses like a guy, 

Till he doesn't think he crickets, and has no desire to try ; 

Is a sOly, weak anomaly who ought to be well hissed; 

Boys never should be “ missy,” and they never should be “ missed.” 

Mrs. R. is delighted. “My youngest niece,” she says,, “has 
lately become engaged to a very illegible young man.” 
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THE DIVER. 

[Fragments of a Modem Parliamentary Version, A very long way after Schiller,) 
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I where is thejyoxith or man so bold 
To dive mid yon billowy din f 
There ’s a cup of the pnrest (Hibernian) grold, 
the whirlpool has snoked it in ! 

Xis a crown of glory, that golden otm, 
lo the venturous hand that ^shaD^ bear it 


They listened, that goodly Company, 

And were mute both squire and knight ; 
Tor they; liked not the look of that wild 
A 1 /. , [strom’s might, 

And they funked a £ght with that mael- 
Ana a voice, for the second time, loudly 
spake, Lsake ? ” 

“.Will no man dive 'for Quid Oireland’s 


But silently still they gaze and stand, 

Till a grey-pate grand and old 
Steps lightly forth from the shuddering 
band. 

Oh, the glances that greet him are stern 
and cold I 

And a whispered warning around doth pass : 
“Now, Grand Old Diver, don’t be an assl ” 
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And lo ! as he stands on the uttermost 
verge, 

He sees, in the dark seas rushing, 
Obstructive monsters that swell and 
surge 

From tne depths of the muttering 
whirlpool rushing, 

And their sound is the sound of hoot 
and hiss,^ 

And they leap in foam from the black 
abyss. 

Then quick, ere his fellows were half 
awake, 

That old man grand and grey 
Plunged headlong I Ah ! it made them 

csff" "X ^^3*^ 6 

As he whirled in the whirling stream 
away ; 

And they cried. “ ’Tis pity the land 
should suffer 

This suicide of the Grand Old Duffer I ” 
* * * ♦ 

Down I down he shot like a lightning 
flash I 

When lol from the depth of the 
rocky ground. 

Did a thundering torrent to meet him 
dash. 

Like a child’s frail tophe spanaround. 
Powerless and pale ; for how should he 
fight 

With the double stream in Its banded 
might ? 

The obstructive darkness of the deep 

Lay all beneath him, above, about ; 
And goggle-eyed monsters that made 
him creep. 

Glared at him there in a menacing 
rout ; [dark 

For the dismal depths of those waters 
Seemed alive with the kraken, the 
sword-fish, the shark. 

There, there they clustered in grisly 
swarm, [knot, 

Curled up into many a labyrinth 
The octopus with its horrible arms, 

And the sea-snake fierce, with a 
mouth like a slot ; 

And the glassy-eyed dog-fijsh with 
threatening teeth. 

Hyena fierce of the sea beneath. 

And the Grand Old Diver he felt half- 
choked. 

And he mused to himself, ** Must I 
give it up ? ” 

In ledge and rock-cranny he peered 
and poked, 

Till he oaughtr' the glint of that 
golden cup 

Hung on a rook, as though it had grown 
In the depth which the sea-snake calls 
her own. 





tremens. Scandalous I All of them i 
had fiery serpents coming out of their I 
boots, too, which they set at me directly 
I appeared. What the police are 
about in allowing such peo]^e at large 
I cannot understand. 0 Wiged to defend 
myself against the serpents. I believe 
a shindy ensued, and I was accused — 
most unjustly— of being intoxicated, 
whereas I had purposely abstained 
from taking more than half a bottle 
of neat Cognac that morning, in order 
to have my head quite clear for the 
interview. ^ However, had a chat with 
the Enthusiast, who said he thought 
I would “ do very well.” Wants me 
to get a couple of “ good testimonials” 
from my friends, saying that I have 
“really made a hopeless beast of 
myself for at least two years past.” 
Rather awkward this*, as most of mv 
old chums refuse to see me now. Such 
is friendship I 

Testimomals secured at last. Had 
to create a slight disturbance outside 
the houses of my friends before I could 
get them to do what I wanted. When 
they did really understand what was 
expected, they gave me the highest 
character for inebriety. One says that 
he “ has good reason for knowing that 
I have not been really sober for more 
than a dav at a time for tiie last five 
years.” The other “willingly certi- 
fies ” that “ a more absolutely besotted 
specimen of gin-soddened humanity ” 
it would be impossible to find. Sent 
the replies off to the Enthusiast, who 
returns me some of the Patent Re- 
medy in a bottle, “to be taken as 
directed.” but no money! What a 
swindle ! Pawnbroker round the comer 
declines to advance a farthing on the 
Remedy. Hothing left but to try it ! 

Have tried it ! Awfully good stuff ! 
Must have gin in it, 1 think. Leave 
off my nightly potation of spirits, and 
drink half the bottle instead. Re- 
freshing sleep. Haven’t had such a 
night for ages. Enthusiast calls to 
see how I am getting on. Immensely 
pleased. Leaves me another bottle of 
the Remedy, and— on my threatening 
to strike unless he gives me some 
money— half a sovereign, (^t in more 
gin. I 

Extraordinary thing has happened. ' 
Gin seems positively nasty to me now I ' 
Forcedmyself todrink alittle. Deadly I 
sick ! There must be something very | 
unwholesome about the Remedy. Pitch : 
rest of it out of window. ' 

Glad to say that my taste for ^in 
has come back. Was able to finish 
half a bottle at a sitting. Go round 
to Enthusiast’s ofdoe, to teU him 


But see I What shines from the dark ea/rly 
flood there gets 

As a swan’s soft plumage white P 

A thin, wan face, scant, wave- washed hair, 
And arms that move with a summer’s 
might. 

It is he, and lo ! in Ms left hand Mgh 
He waveth the goblet exultingly I 


‘^SUIMT LACHRYIVI>E RERUM-NOS ET has come back. Was able to finish 

MUTANIUR IN ILLIS!” tf %~hfm 

Old Adonis (gazing at his lustf which was done m the about dangerous effect of Ms alleged 
ea/rly Fifties). “AhI it never did mb jttstiob! and it Remedy. He says “the sickness and j 
GETS LESS AND LESS LIKE ME EVERY DAY !” the dlstaste foT gm was just what he 

-7 wanted to produce.” The inhuman 

.air, PTTP”F TOTT^ I monster! Give him a little of my mind, 

mer’s retreats into an inner room, and his 

Saw advertisement to-day, “Wanted, a Clerk comes out to try and remove me from 
few hopeless Drunkards,” from a person the premises. Curiously enough, the Clerk’s 
who has a new Patent Remedy for Dipso- front teeth all suddenly drop out and turn 


He waveth the goblet einltingly I who has a new Patent Remedy for Dipso- front teeth all suddeidy drop out and turn 

TT . -L . 1 . -1 1 . . , mania. Fancy that I answer the desorip- into green and red dragons, wMch writhe 

He IS breathmg deep, he is gasping long, tion. Why should I not apply P Funds about the floor. Some sort of disturbance 

V ^ rock— for Ms strength rather low just at present, and 1 might get happens — believe Clerk tries to kill me — 

halt tails. . „ , « . , the price of a few bottles of gin out of tliis forget aU the rest. 

By J^e, he has got it I ’ yelled forth the Anti-Alcoholic Enthusiast. He asks ns to Later. Appear to be in a Police eeU 1 

T> j. 1 . i “ apply by letter.” Better to see if it’s all Why don’t mey shut up the keyhole to 


‘By Jove, he has got it! 
throng. 


He lives ! he is safe I ” But he pants, a hoax or not. Shall go in person, 
he pales! ' ^ .. .. 


prevent those gamboge-coloured elephants 


Have just made my api^oation. Four getting through P Why has the Warder 


. 1 * o other inebriates had also gone in person, fifteen heads P Shall complain to the Home 
Willhelivetoliftitwme-bnmmedtohislipsP They were in the waiting-room when I Secretary. Also shall make it hot for that 

arrived, in advanced stage of delirium IMthnsiast when I get out. 
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THE ADVENTURES OF PICKLOCK HOLES. 

{By Gmrnin Toil.) 

ITo. IV.— THE ESCAPE OF THE BULL-DOO. 


“ I beg yoTir pardon, Colonel,’^ said the new^ arrival, bringing Ms 
hand to his college cap with an awkward imitation of the military 
salute. “ I am sorry to disturb the harmony of the evening, but 1 
have the Vice-Chancellor’s orders to inform you that the largest and 
fiercest of our pack of bull-dogs has escaped from his kennel. I am 


I TTTrwTr I have mentioned that the vast intellect of my friend to request you to send a detachment aft^ him immediately. He 
Holes took as great a delight in unravelling the petty complexities of was last heard barking on the Newmarket E.(^d. j- j 

some slight secret as in tracing back to its source the turbid torrent In a moment all was confusion. Colonel Bagnet brandished an 
of a crime that had set all Europe ablaze. Nothing, in fact, was empty champagne bottle, and in a voice broken with emotion 
too small for this great man ; he lived only to unravel ; Ms days and ordered the regiment to form in half- sections, an intricate 
nights were spent in deciphering criminal cryptograms. Many and manoeuvre, which was fortunately carried out without bloodshed, 
many a time nave 1 said to Mm, “ Holes, you ought to marry, and What might have happened next I know not. Everybody was 
train up an offspring of detective marvels. It is a sin to allow such dangerously excited, and it needed but a ^ spark ^ to kmdle an 
a genius as yours to remain unreproduced.” But he only smiled at explosion. Suddenly I heard a well-known voice behind^ me. 
mein his calm, impassive, unmuscular, and unemotional manner, ^ ^ — - 


mein his calm, impassive, unmuscular, and unemotional manner, “ One moment, Colonel,” said Picklock Holes, for it was nnne 
and put me off with some such phrase as, “I am wedded to my other, though how he had obtained an entrance 1 have never dis- 
art,” or, “ Detection is my wife ; she loves, honours, andoJeysme — covered; “you desire to find your lost canine assistant? I can 
qualities I could never find in a mate of flesh and blood.” I merely help you, but first tell me why a soldier of your age and experience 
mention these trifles in order to give my readers some further in- should^insist on wearing a lamb’s-wool undervest.” 
sight into the character of a remarkable man with whom it was my The guests were speechless. Colonel Bagnet was blue with 
privilege to be associated on more than one occasion during those suppressed rage. 

investigations of which the mere account has astonished innumer- “How now, Sirrah?” he replied; “how dare you insinuate 


able Continents. 

Durmg the early Summer of the 
year before last a matter of scientific 
research took me to Cambridge. It 
will be remembered that at that time 
an obscure disease had appeared in 
London, and had claimed many 
victims. Careful study had con- 
vinced me that tMs illness, the 
symptoms of wMch were sudden 
fear, followed by an inclination to 
run away, and ending in complete 
prostration, were due to the presence 
in the blood of what is now known 
as the Proctor Bacillus, so called on 
account of two wMte patches on its 
chest, wMch had all the appearance 
of the bands worn by the Proctor 
during the discharge of Ms un- 
pleasant constabulary functions in 
the streets and purlieus of Univer- 
sity towns. In order to carry on my 
investigations at the very fountain- 
head, as it were, I had accepted a 
long-standing invitation from my 
old friend Colonel the Reverend 
Henbt Bagnet, who not only com- 
manded the Cambridge University 
Volunteers, but was, in addition, one 
of the most distinguished scholarly 
ornaments of the great College of 
St. Baldred’s. 

I On the evening to wMch my story 
relates we had dined together in the 

K is mess-room which custom 
e liberality of the University 
authorities have consecrated to the 
use of the gallant corps whose motto 





How now, Sirrah ? ” he replied ; “ how dare you insinuate 
that »» 


“ Tush, CoMnel Bagket,” said my 
wonderful friend, pointing ^ to the 
furious warrior’s mess - waistcoat ; 
“ it is impossible to deceive me. That 
stain of mint-sauce extending across 
your chest can be explained only on 
the hypothesis that you wear under- 
clotMng manufactured from lamb. 
That,” he continued, smiling coldly 
at me, “must be obvious to the 
meanest capacity.” For once in his 
life the Colonel had no retort handy. 

“I am at your orders,” he said, 
shortly. “ The man who can prove 
that 1 wear lamb’s-wool when I am 
actually wearing silk is the man for 
my money.” In another moment 
Holes had organised the pursuit. 

“It would be as well,” he re- 
marked, “to have an accurate de- 
scription of the animal we are in 

search of. He was ” 

Here the impatient Colonel inter- 
rupted. “A brindled bull, very 
deep in the chest, with two kinks in 
his tail; has lost one of his front 
teeth, and snores violently.” 

“ (iuite right,” said Holes ; “ the 
description tallies.” 

“ But, Holes,” I ventured to say, 
“this is most extraordinary. You, 
who have never been in Cambridge 
before, know all the details of the 
dog. It is wonderful.” 

Holes waved me ^off with as near 
an approach to impatience as I have 
ever seen Mm exhibit. Having 


A-C 1 J. 7 -I -i . . CYCi DC/CJLL 1.1 tiu JLXaVlliJg 

9^ scarab<Bum f has been borne triumphantly done this, he once more addressed the Colonel. 

ml 0^ the Downs of Brighton and “Your best plan,” he said, “ will be to scour the King’s Parade. 

countless delicacies appropriate to the season, You will not find Mm there. Next you must visit the Esquire 
array of grey umforms, the^ heavy gold plate wMch Bedell, and thorougMy search Ms palace from basement to attic. 
®^^®~hcard, the choice vmtages of France and The dog will not be there, but the search will give you several 
^ermany, all these had (^mbmed with the clank of swords, the valuable clues. You will then proceed to the University Library, 
L? sjpurs, the emphatic military words of command uttered by and in the fifth gallery, devoted to Chinese manuscripts, you will 

light-hearted undergraduates, and the delightful semi-military, find ” ® ^ 

« anecdotes of that old war-dog, ^ Colonel Bagnet, to As Holes uttered these words the mathematical moderator again 

“Pfieiice of a oarewom eutered. “ Sir,” he said to the Colonel, “ it was all a mistake. The 
M He has never been out of his kennel.” 

bloody battle-held of Tantia-Tee, in the “That,” said Hobbs, “is exactly what I was coming’ to. In the 

SfaU.^, devoted to Cheese manuscripts, you will find no 
i. .1?^ ^be he^ mess- waiter to produce readers. BEurrying on theuce, and guiding your stepsbytheall- 

w^Messorl^^^e ^0^ by Ms pervasive odour of meat-fibrine biscuits, you -will eventually arrive 

pr^eoessor in the oo^and dnmg the great town and gown riots of at the kennel, and find the dog.” 

■ Hniye^ty Tduntews “ Zounds ! Mr. Hobbs,” said the admiring Colonel,’ in the midst 

themselves hr of the laugh that followed on Holes’s last words, “you are an 

truculent Mavor rrf ®f^cution of the astounding fellow.” And that is why, at the last Cambridge Corn- 

commotion mover m the menoement, the degree of LL.D. honoris causa was conferred on 

flow and ^nversationwas Picklock Holes, together with a FeHowsMp at St. Baldred’s, 

! m^dSfrsduat^^^rinn?^ worth £800 a year. But my friend is modesty itself. “Itisnot,” 

ColonS on the coi^atiHatmg the he said, ‘ the honorary degree that I value half so much as the 

1 opened, and a man of consciousness that I did my duty, and helped a Colonel in the hour 

mSdeSf entered gaimeats of a mathematical of lis need.” And with tiiese simple wmds Dr. Picklock Holes 

moaerator, entered the mess-room, dismissed one of Ms finest acMevements. 
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THE LAY OY THE « ANCIENT.^' 

As I sit in my chambers, old and bare, 

That look on the bnsy street, 

And hear the roar of the town below, 

And the tramp of hurrying feet, 

I think, as I smoke my well-worn pipe, 
Ensconced in my old arm-chair, 

Of the days that have passed, like the sigh 
of the blast, 

When the world was fresh and fair. 






my 


Of the joyous time when I joined the inn, 
Nearly forty years ago, 

When the fire of youth was in my veins, 
Where the blood now runs so slow. 

’Twas well in that far off happy time, 

That I could not see before. 

When we fiirted and gambled, and] some- 
times worked. 

In the student days of yore. 

When all was common to him in need. 

And nothing we called our own. 

Q-one are those days, and can never return — 
We reap the crop we have sown. 

Each of us thought that we should succeed. 
Though others of course might fail ; 

And we went with the tide in our youthful 
pride, 

Like a ship without a sail. 

Where are they now all these friends of cur 
youth ? 

Scattered abroad o’er the earth. 

Some few are famous and some are dead. 

And the world knew not their worth. 

Some, like myself, are still found in “Hall,” 
Pitied by those we nieet, 

And who pray that their end it may never be 
To sit in the ancients’ seat. 


NO OOT I 

REiCHEMBEBa and (jOT declare 

La Maison de Moliere 

They ’ll resign and leave for ever. 

Ahl Suzanne, the sparkling, clever. 
Long the Comidie^s pride and pet. 

Don’t desert your votaries — ^yet. 

Try a quarter-century longer, 

Years but make you brighter, stronger ; 
And G-ot’s “ go ” we can’t spare. No, 
Chaos comes if Got should go 1 

Pedestrian Poetry. — “ The pleasures that 
lie about our feeV ^ — Comfortable slippers 
after a long walk. 


HAUNTED! 

The quarter where I linger, 

My square, is Fashion’s acme ; 

I ’m conscious that the finger 
Of scorn may well attack me ; 

At number six a Viscount 
Besides, in proper season ; 

No wonder, then, that I count 
As vulgar now, with reason. 

To stay in London, here too It* 

This neighbourhood majestic 1 
Oh ! what must it appear to 
A nobleman’s domestic ? 

I feel, I can’t help stating, 

Each morn I feel (it tries me), 

His Lordship’s IcMrds-in-waiting 
Both pity and despise me. 

His blinds are drawn sedately ; 

Mine blazon low disaster ; 

How desolate, how stately, 

That mansion mourns its master I 
His Lordship is at Como— 

At least so folks are saying ; 

His Lordship’s Major-Domo 
Reproaches me for staying. 

But, prowling, like a Polar 
Bear, up and down the pavement 
Last eve, and grinding molar 
Teeth over forced enslavement, 

A miracle 1 noted, 

A “spook,” deserving quires 
Of commentaries quoted 
By “psychic” Mr. Myers. 

Upon his Lordship’s hinges 
Revolved his Lordship’s portal, 
TOl thence, with stealthy twinges, 
Emerged what seemed a mortal j 
A lamp was nigh to show him, — 

I ’d not been quaffing toddy,— 

I ’m privilwd to know him, — 

It was — His Lordship’s Body, 









That London still detained him — 
Him one of Britain’s leaders ! 

And frank avowal pained him. — 
Wen, you must judge, my readers. 


HER SAILOR HAT. 








Now. ^yhis Major-Domo 
Told truth— and who can doubt him ? 
His Lordship was at Como, 

And number six without him. 

His Lordship, I refiected. 

Can earthly trammels o’er step, 

And, “astrally projected” 

From Como, reach his doorstep 

’Twas very odd— I know that ; 

But then the “ spook ’’-deriding 
Must undertake to show that 
His Lo:l3hip was in hiding ; 


Oh, Amaryllis, in the shade 
Of Rotten Row, with ribbons, feather. 
And wide-spread brim your hat is made I 
Down by the sea, in windy weather, 

A sailor hat, 

So small and fiat, 

Is far more natty altogether. 

Down by, or on, the waves where swim 
The tribes which poets christen “ finny,” 
This hat might not, with narrow brim, 
Become a spinster sear and skinny — 
Some say “ old cat” — 

Nor one too fat. 

Nor little brat, small piccaninny. 

But, with it fixed upon your hair, 

When breezes blow your fiapping dresses. 
You look, if possible, more fair ; 

There ’s one beholder who confesses 
He dotes on that 
Sweet sailor hat. 

When gazing at those sweeter tresses. 


BALFOUR’S BOON. 

{By an admiring M.P.) 

Afier hours of dullard, rasper, ranter. 

Sweet an interlude of Balfour’s banter I ^ 
.Joseph’s venom, Harcourt’s heavy clowning, 
Tired us, in a sea of dulness drowning ; 

When, hillo! here is Prince Arthur chaffing 
Mr. G. and all the Honse is laughing ! 

Never were such light artistic raillery, 
Nothing spiteful, naught played to the 
gallery; , , 

Finished fnn, ad unguem, poignant, polished. 
Fled fatigne, and dulness was demolished. 
Even the great victim chortled merrily. 

That short speech should be “ selected,” 
verily, 

For the next edition of the Speaher, 

No coarse slogger, and no crude nose-tweaker 
Is Prince Arthur. Gladstone first is 
reckoned 

At gay chafi, but Balfour’s a good second. 
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TRYING HER STRENGTH. 

[“ The one certain result of the elections 'will be 

to give increased stability to the Republic.”— 

Daily Chronicle,] 

Madcme La B^jpuhUqm Uqwiiur 

OuE I What a pull .T Who said my mnscu- 
lari^ 

W as^ dwindling ? It is truly Amazonian ! 

M^<n! Phraseurs are not all blessed with 
clarity, 

Even when their eloquence is Ciceronian. 

How now, MiLLEVoyE? How now, mad 

DinOTJtEDE ? 

And what of the grim prophecies you made ? 

Both out of it — as prophets and as Strong- 
Men I 

_ J^isOTechted, disqualified, defeated I 

Ine Malhes too! Eesults prove them the 
wrong men. 

How the Gazette de’ France has blared and 
bleated I 

mat lots of foes have I left in the lurch !— 

Thanks ^^^elyi to “Ihe attitude of the 

GlSrtcahsme^ votla b'^ennetni f Non I 

That phrase, oft-quoted, comes not now so 
readily. 

Perennially beautiful as Hnroir, 

^ ^^S'SaSl^ clsiia to power of pulling 

^st ^e my rowing lads upon the Seine, 

Who^esh(^ big Bull that strength can go 
with brain. ® j 

From Revolution round to firm Stability 1 1 

Upon my word, I think that pull is splendid* J 


Les dames, long pooh-poohed, now display , 
ability 

To do— most things as well as ever men did. | 
Because I’m gai and witty, fools — of course — 
Fancied me destitute of sinewy force. 

Ah, Delahate, Bkitmont, and Andeieux, 
verily 

You ’ve found the game was hardly worth 
the — scandal I 

My firebrand foes played up that game right 
merrily ; 

Against me anything would serve as handle ; 
Yet, after Wilson, Panama, [and Siam), 

They find that if there is an athlete, I am. 

Babblers of “British Gold,” canard^aya.- 
cocters. 

Reactionaries, Palliis, Rowdies, Royalists — 
AU who would act as my exclusive doctors — 

You ^d the Yqters are the real loyalists, 
And, spite of partial failures in the past, 

I ’ve pulled this State Machine right round — 
at last ! 

BRUTUS OF BRUMMAGEM. 

On a “False Foe ” my venom I may spend. 
But what of my “ Right Honourable 
Friend”? 

Ask *‘the ironic fiend.” He’ll give an 
answer,^ 

iNeaHy combining Scorpio with Cancer. 

As Right” I’ll prove him ever in the 
wrong ; 

^ “Honourable,” trickiest of the throng : 
While as “my friend,” weU there, I would 
not swagger, 

But C^assAE Siaipest found the “friendly” 
dagger I 


I WORDS! WORDS! WORDS! 

[By an Unpaired M,P,, who has Sat it Out,'^) 

M.P.’s gagged ? Why, tongues have wagged 
Seventy days, or eighty. 

Little said on any head 

Has been wise or weighty. 

Gag ’s all hum I How shall we sum 
Seven long weeks’ oration ? — 
Polyphrasticontinomemegahndulationl 
Bartley, Bowles— loquacious souls ! — 
Hanbttey and Russell, 

Have kept going, seldom “ slowing ” 

In the talky tussle. 

Saunderson went sparring on, 

Joe pursued jobation. — 
Polyphrasticontinomemegalondulation ! 
Righteous causes, wicked clauses. 

All meant bleats and blethers. 

Beaming Bolton had to moult on. 

Gone his old Rad feathers. 

“ Yaller launders ” seized on Saunders. 

All drew “ explanation I 
Polyphrastieontinomemegalondulation ! 

Grim MacGregor— dogged beggar i — 

Had “ ideas ” — and told them ; 

So had bores in tens and scores, 

Why should they withhold^them ? 

What result from all this cult " 

Of roundaboutation ? — 
Polyphrasticontinomemegalondulation 
With composure I the Closure 
Welcome — our sole saviour 
From the gabble of the rabble, 

And their bad behaviour. 

The Front Benches ? Well, one blenches 
E’en from their “ oration 
Polyphrasticontinomi megalondulation 1 
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MEETING OE THE ANTI-BIOGEAPHERS. 

{From Notes supplied by Superhuman Revorters, ) 

A. MEETING was recently held in the early dawn to consider 
“ Biographies in General, and the liyes of British Celebrities in 
Particular.” The site chosen for the gathering was so indefinite, 
that it is impossible to give it accurate geographical expression. 
There was a large number of shades present, and Dr. Samuel 
Johnson was unanimously yoted to the chair. 

The President, in thanking those who had done him the fayour 
of thus honouring him, obseryed that, although he apraeciated the 
compliment that had been bestowed upon him, he coma not express 
any particular esteem for the intelligence of those who had been 
the cause of his occupying his present position. {Laughter.) He 
did not understand the reason which had prompted merriment as 
a fitting recognition of his remarks. If the^ were satisfied, he was 
content. He had been called to take the chair, he supposed, because 
he had nothing to do with his own biography. That had been 
written by a Scottish gentleman, with whom he had no sympathy. 

Mr. Boswell : I hope. Sir, you do not mean what you say. 

The President (with great seyerity) : Yes, Sir, I do. I think 
that the man who would write the life of another without his 
sanction is unwort^ — ^ {Cries of Agreed.’^) The learned 
, Doctor continued. He did not wish to force his sentiments upon 
any one.^ No doubt his opinions were considered behind the time. 
Eyerything had changed nowadays, and eyen his Dictionary was, 

, more or less, superseded by an American Lexicon. He called upon 
the Emperor Napoleon Buonapahte to moye the first resolution. 

The Emperor Napoleon Buonapahte expressed his satisfaction that 
he should haye been allowed to take the lead in this matter. It re- 
‘ minded him of old times, when he tookjthe lead in eyerything. 

; JSTear, hearJ^) He represented, he sui>posed, “ Biogra;^hies in 
, General,”— as he had not much sympathy with British worthies. He 
. wished bygones to be bygones (“JTear, hear ”), but he must say that 

' the conduct of Sir Hudson Lowe was {Interruption.) "WeE, he 

. did not wish to press the matter further. (“ Hear, heart^) There 
’ was no doubt that unless a man wrote his autobiography he was always 
, misrepresented. ( Cheers. ) It was high time that some control should 


be put upon the publication of the liyes of those who had joined the 
majority. He had much pleasure in proposing the following resolu- 
tion : “It is the opinion of this meeting of Shades assembled in 
council in Elysium that steps should be taken to preyent the dis- 
semination of false information about their prior existences.” 

Sir Walteh Scott said that it gaye him ^reat pleasure to second 
a resolution moyed with such admirable ^discretion by his imperial 
and heroic friend the last speaker. He had the greater satisfaction 
in doing this as it might lead to a new and amended edition of his 
own “ Life of Napoleon. 

A Shade, who refused to giye either his name or address, begged 
to oppose the motion. In his opinion modern biographies were a 
great deal better than work of the same kind of an earlier date. 
(“iVb, no.”) But he said “Yes, yes.” It was now quite the 
fashion to whitewash eyeryone. He would testify that he recently 
read a biog^raphy of himself without recognising the subject. Since 
then his self esteem had increased a hundred fold. {Laughter.) He 
thought it would be a great mistake to interfere. They had much 
better leaye things as they were. 

Mr. William Shaespeahe (who was receiyed with applause) 
asked permission to offer a practical suggestion. Although he was a 
poet, ne was also a man of business. (Laughter.) He spoke 
smarting imder a personal grieyance. It was common knowledge 
that only a short while ago the bulk of his works was declared to 
haye been written by Bacon. (Cries of “ Shame.”) Howeyer, it 
was no use to pass resolutions unless they could carry them into 
effect. He would therefore moye an amendment to the resolution 
already before them, to the following effect: “That to carry out 
any arrangement that may be considered necessary, those present 
pledge themselves to subscribe a crown a piece.” He proposed ; 
this under the impression that, granted the requisite funds, it would 
be possible to communicate with the mundane authorities. 

Sir Isaac Newton had much pleasure in seconding the amend- 
ment. He might add, that it was quite within the resources of 
science to do all that was required. He would explain in detail 
how it could be done. 

The learned gentleman then began a lecture, with the effect that 
the meetiug rapidly dissolved, iiter he had been speaking for an 
hour and a quarter, he discovered that he had no auditors. 




“BALLADE JOYEUSE” 

{J^OT hy TTiiodore de Banville . ) 

Thottgb: you ’re pent up in town 
While you pant for the breeze 
Upon moorland and down, 

For the whispers of trees, 

And the hum of the bees 
Wingmg home to the hive, 

Brain your cup to the lees — 

Aren’t you glad you ’re alive ? 

Though you miss the renown 
Yonder dolt wins with ease, 

And you ’re mocked by the clown 
You ’ve a fancy to squeeze. 

Though your blood boil and freeze 
When folk say he will wive 
With the maid you would please — 
Aren’t you glad you ’re alive 1* 

Tlmugh with pout, or with frown, 

Or in shrillest of keys, 

Madam seek a new gown, 
no less will appease, 

While your creditors tease, 

Or by dozens arrive. 

And behave like Pawnees — 

Aren’t you glad you ’re alive ? 

Though your argosies drown 
In the deepest of seas. 

And you lose your last crown, 

JNot to say bread and cheese*; 
Though you cough and you wheeze 
Till you barely survive. 

At existence don’t sneeze — 

Aren’t you glad you ’re alive ? 


Janvoi. 

0 my friendsj paying fees, 
The physicians still thrive, 
For your motto is “ spes ” 
Aren’t you glad you ’r 


you ’re alive ? 


TEA AND TWADDLE. 

A somewhat mawkish sentimentalism, of 
which Germany is still the fountain-head in Art, 
and perhaps also in Letters.” — Illmtrated London 
NetoSf in oWuary notice of Brofeasor Carl Muller 
of the Duaaeldorf SchooL] 

A FoxnsfTAiN’-HEAD — of Weak and tepid tea, 
Esthetic catlap, bleat” — infused Bohea I 
A strange Pierian Spring for the stark 
Teuton I 

God Phoebus cannot play the German flute 
on. 

MAug-BmiiLOLCXC, TniAir^ stalwarts 

Who would not twaddle at “[-Esthetic 
Teas ; ” 

to^CLES-YiECHow is a valorous slayer, 
And J oviAJsr GoErm: proves a splendid 
stayer ) 

But the xnild, mawkish, modern German 
muse 

Olympian nectar will for ** slops ” refuse. 
Stibmerged in sentimentalism utter, 

Asked for Art-bread she proffers— Bread- 
and-butter I 

!* Obdeb ” (in August). 

— Shirt-sleeves and Sherbet,” 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

EXTRACTED FROM 

THE DIAEY OF TOBY, M.P. 

Sbvae of Commor^, Monday ^ August 21.— 
Some excellent speaking to-night. Squiee 
OP Maxwood in fine form. Opportunity made 
to his hand. With Joseph, friend and ally of 
Conservative Ministry that had invented and 
applied Guillotine Closure, indignantly pro- 
testing against the “gag,” there was room 
for obvious remark. Then there was J. C.’s 
article in monthly magazine of so recent date 
as 1890j in which, in his forcible manner, he 
had, with circumstance, demanded applica- 
tion of gag not only to successive stages in 
imwrtant measures, but to Supply. 

^Oh^ that mine enemy would write an 
article Nineteenth Century exclaimed 
Geobgb Cubzon. “Amyone could make a 
speech with such opportunity as the Squibb 
has.” 

“Exactly,” said the Member for Sabb; 
“but perhaps they mightn’t do it so 
j well.” 

I Another good speech from unexpected 
auarter was Whitb read ’s. Whitbbead is 
Gie Serious Person of the Liberal Party. 
Whenever Mr. G. gets into difficulties on 
constitutional questions or points of Parlia- 
mentary practice, Whitbbead solemnly 
marches to tout, ^d says nothing particular 
with imposing air that carries conviction. 
To-day came out quite in new style ; almost 
epiCTammatic, certainly pointed, duite a 
model of Parliamentary speech of the old 
stately, yet flexible style now little known. 
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Best of all, PRiiircE Arthur. Never heard him to greater advan- 
tage. As a former Leader once said, the House of Commons, above 
all things, likes to be shown sport. Prince Arthur showed the 
way to-night, crowded House merrily following. It was ticklish 
ground, for he was chaffing Mr. Or, Not^ a good subject upon which 
to expend wit or satire. The Prince did it so daintily, with such 

light, graceful touch, such 

f sMning absence of acerbity, 

such brimming over with 
contagious good humour, 
that the cloud vanished 
from the brow of Jove. 
Beginning to listen with a 
frown, Mr. G-. presently 
beamed into a laugh. ^ As 
for his colleagues on either 
hand, their merriment was 
as unrestrained as it was on 
remoter benches. Only 
Mundella. managed to keep 
a Ministerial countenance. 
The play was good, but the 
theme too sacred to be 
lightly handled. To him, 
seated on the left, Mr. Gr. 
gratefully turned in earlier 
stages of the speech and 
whispered his scathing com- 
ment. Mundella. behaved i 
nobly. The Solicitor- 
General, who had his share 
in the genial roasting, might 
roar with Homeric laughter. 
Mundella gravely shook 
his head in response to Mr. 
G.’s whispered remarks. 
Fancy, however, he was 
grateful when Mr. G. began 
Prince Arthur the Jester. laugh and the President 

of the Board of Trade was 
free to smile. Speech as useful as it was delightful. Showed to 
whom it may concern that venerable age may be criticised without 
discourtesy, and high position attacked without insolence. 

Business done, — Settled that Report Stage of Home-Rule Bill shall 
close on Friday. 

Wednesday,—''' Mr. Speaker, Sir. One or two ideas occur to 
me.’* It was the voice of MacGregor uplifted from back bench, 
where a retiring disposition (he retired from medical practice some 
years a^o) leads him to take his seat. Moment critical ; debate long 
proceeding on Amendment moved by Napoleon Boltonparty, 
which had called down on Imperial head a fearsome whack from 
hand of Mr. G. ; House growing impatient for Division ; Speaker 
risen to put question, when The MacGregor interposed. Evidently 
in for long clinical lecture. Hand partly extended, palm down- 
wards; eyes half closed; head thrown hack, and the voice 
impressively intoned. 

“ Mr. Speaker, Sir, a few ideas have occurred to me.” 

The MacGregor got no further ; a shout of hilarious laughter 
broke in upon his reverie. Opened his eyes, and looked hastily 
round. He, Donald ‘MacGregor, First Prizeman in Chemistry 
and Surgery; Second Prizeman in Physiology and Midwifery; 
Licentiate of both the Royal Colleges of Physicians and of Surgeons, 
Edinburgh; practised at Penrith, Cumberland, and in Loudon; 
formerly Medical Officer and Public Yaccinator for Penrith and 
district ; Resident Physician at the Peebles Hydropathic Institute ; 
Medical Superintendent of the Barnhill Hospital and Asylum, 
Glasgow — yes, all this, and House of Commons was laughing 
at him! 

“What — what,” he gasped, making motion as if he would feel 
the Spe-^er’s pulse. “ 1 don’t understand. I very rarely speak ; 
have said nothing before on this Bill. Now, when something 
occurs to me hon. members laugh.” 

House touched by this appeal; generously cheered. Doctor, 
resaming his oratorical attitude, proceeded. 

‘‘ I think,” he remarked, with hand again outstretched, eyes half 
closed, and head thrown back as before, “it was Sidney Smith 
who said, When doctors diifer who shall decide,” 

The Doctor was awakened out of his oratorical trance by another 
sbont of laughter. What on earth was the matter now ? Perhaps 
m open he would see better where the joke came in. 

Took the precaution, but had not proceeded more than two minutes 
before Speaker doiyn on him; after which he thought it best to 
resume his seat. 

“ I give it up, Toby,” he said; “-as Asquith yesterday gave up 
that conundrum I put to him as to why, if repeated breaches of 


the vaccination law justify the remission of penalties, the same 
practice should not apply in case of breaches of the land laws. The 
House of Commons tor pleasure, I suppose ; but for ordinary sanity 
give me Peebles and its Hydropathic Institute.” 

Business done , — Report Stage of Home-Rule Bill 


L) Ja hic7 






“ All ’s well that ends well.” 


Thursday, — “Been up to see Fulham,” said Member for Sark, 
hurrying in just in time to miss Division. “ The place fascinates 
me. No lions there, and no necessity for getting up a lamp-post ; so 
would not interest Grandolph. But Hayes Fisher is Member for 
Fulham, and he, you know, is the man who discovered, after (as he 
said) he had taken Logan by the scruff of the neck and ‘ so begun 
the scrimmage,’ that Mr, G. was more criminally responsible for 
what followed ‘ even than Logan.’ That is delightful. Fulham not 
to be outdone by its Member. Last night indignation meeting 
held in Town Hall to protest against conduct of Hayes Fisher 
and ‘ proceedings in House of Commons on Thursday, July 27.’ Hall 
crowded ; indignation seething ; gentlemen of Fulham could hardly 
contain themselves in contemplation of iniquity of a man who, 
differing from another on matter of opinion, took him by the coat- 
collar and shook him. Meeting summoned at instance of Fulham 
Liberal and Radical Association. Seemed at first that all in room 
were good Radicals. As evening advanced, presence of one or two 
gentlemen of another way of thinking manifested. One called out, 
‘ Three cheers for Fisher ! ’ and what, my Toby, did these men of 
Fulham do—these gentlemen met in solemn conclave with avowed 
object of denouncing physical outrage and clearing fair name of 
Fulham from slur brought upon it by athletic proceedings of Hayes 
Fisher? ^Why, they up and at the Fisherites, with the result, 
as I read in the i)apers, ‘that a struggle ensued, one man being 
seized and violently hnstled from the Hall,’ After this the meeting 
settled down, and unanimously passed a resolution expressing its 
condemnation of ‘ the disorderly and disgraceful scene in the House 
of Commons on Thursday, July 27.’ Don’t know how it strikes 
you. But to me that is most delightful incident in the day’s news. 
Felt constrained to make pilgrimage to Fulham, to see a place where 
Member and Constituency are so rarely matched. Don’t suppose 
I ’ve missed much here ? ” 

No. nothing ; just filling up time ; waiting for to-morrow night, 
and Closure to come. 

Business done, — None, 

Friday midnight, — Report Stage Home-Rule Bill just agreed to; 
a dull evening till the last quarter of ^ an hour, wnen Tim Healy 
took the fiqor and thoroughly enjoyed himself. Everyone concerned, 
more especially those concerned in prolonging debate, glad it ’s over, 
Donald Craweoj^ so excited at prospect of approaching holidays 
that on first Division he got into wrong Lobby ; voted against one of 
John Morley’s new Clauses, reducing Ministerial majority to 3d* 
On two subsequent Divisions was carefully watched into right 
Lobby, and majority maintained at 38. 

Business done, — Report Stage Home-Rule Bill Passed. 


' Great Fall in Government Securities.' 
Guillotine. 


-The dropping of the 
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A BEOWN STUDY IN 
AUTUMK TINTS. 

{Being a Fragment from a 
Matter-of-fact Bomaiice,) 

And he walked along the _ 

deserted streets and could 
see no one. Here and 
there would he a pile of ^ ^ 

stones and wooden blocks, 
telling of an impeded 
thoroughfare, but the place — 
itself was empty. There 
were seemiugly no in- 
habitants in this deserted — - 

city. They had Tanished 
into thin, or, rather, murky 
air. 

Then he looked at what j j ^ 

T^ doors were (Sosed, and 

the bni-boards were pasted 

over with blue paper. “ — 

Evidently the portals of — 

the theatre had not been 

open for weeks, perchance ^ ^ ■ 

for months. 

And it was the same in 
the parks. Only the leaves ^ ^ 

moved^ and then only when ^ 
the wind agitated them. ^ '7^ 

There were a few sparrows \ ^ 

in the trees, but they 
seemed to be ashamed of ^ 

themselves, and chirruped ^ 

(so to speak) with bated ' 

breath. Oh it was indeed ^ 

a scene of desolation. 

And the shops, too ! ^ Mk 

Many of them were closed, ^ j 

and those which were open 
seemed to be tenantless. 

There were no customers ; 
no counter attendants. 

Trade seemed to be as dead 
as the proverbial door-nail . 

And the hoardings too! Porteait of i 
Even they had suffered. 

Old posters, manifestly out " 
of date, fluttered in tatters ; it had been no 
one’s business to restore the rotting paper, 
and it had gone the way of other grass. The 




^ ' - 





MINOR ILLS 


LIFE. 


Portrait of a Gentleman attempting to regain his Tent after the 
Morning Bath. 


of date, fluttered in tatters ; it had been no JABEZWOCKY 

[“1“ -aouse of Lords a BiU rtrengtheiUBg 
and it had gone the wny of other grass. The power of making Directors liable in respect of 
plac^ds were worse than useless ; they could misconduct or neglect in the winding-up of Com- 
not be deciphered. panies passed its second reading.*' — I)a%ly Faper,'\ 


not be aecipnerea. panies passed its second reading.*' — J)a\ 

And yet again he marched on. There were ,r« . « • t a j at. o. nr j. 

exhibitions , and no one to see them ; museums, Yv\^s Euin . i\md the S mall Tnvest- 
and no visitors to inspect them ; and churches, ^ gyred and gimbjed in despair ; 
and no one to fill thU. At length he came Common as dirt were Shareholders, 
Upon a guardian of the public peace who was assets very rare I 


But assets very rare ! 


lazily gazing into the sluggish river over the “ Beware the Jabezwock, my Lord! 


parapet of an embankment. 


The jaws that bite, the claws that dig ; 


“ Good sir,*’ said he, “ can you teE me if Beware the Hobbs-hobbs bird, and shun 


this dreadful, lonely, deserted place is the 
City of the Dead ? ” 

“Go along with you!” cried the police- 


The saintly Guinea-pig ! ” 

The Peer set out, his Bill in hand ; 
He had to be extremely leary 


Man. good-£™edly; “it’s only Won i,, teokUng^'s^oh 


in September I ” 

And then he felt that he had been deceived 
by appearances I 


History Hep eats Itself Again. 


[“The alleged unemployed who assemble on tbrouffh * 

Tower mi are bewming worse |ven than mounte- stages passed tke Bitt like win 

banks. One of the speakers declared yesterday i .r 

that ‘The secret societies of London are going -^^d this is what the P^rs just then 
to-night to wait on Mr. Gladstone, to ask what Most probably were thinking . 


"Whose weapon was Suppressio Veri! \ 
And as he mused o’er blighted lives, 

The Jabezwock, as yet unfloored, 

Came snuffling piously to join 
A meeting of its Board. 

One, two! One, two! And through and 
through 

AU stages passed the Bill like winking ; 


he is going to do. If the Prime Minister does “ And have we scotched the Jabezwock, 


not give a definite reply, they will take him on 
their backs and throw him into the Thames.* *' — 
The Baity Telegraphy Sept 1.] 

The gennts loci haunts 
Historic Tower HOI, 

For, judging by their vaunts, 

Men lose their heads there still. 


And spoiled him of his false Prospectus ! 
0 frabjous day ! "What Bad will say 


NEW NURSERY 
RHYME. 

{By a Sporting itf.P.) 

[“Official opinion will be, 
and indeed has been, brought 
to bear upon Mr. Haneury 
and his small knot of obstruc- 
tionists to avert an unreason- 
V able discussion of the Esti- 

^ mates.” — Baxly Chronicle.'] 

\ \ Autumn Session P Of 

y conrse ! 

Lw\ \ Isn’t Hanbttrt cross 

3K\\ \ — To see the Grand Old Man 

=^v;, \ So ride the high horse ? 

IV I But why should we linger 

Afar from the grouse, 

To help the obstructives 
Discredit the House ? 

BARNETT OF BRISTOL 
^ , CITY. 

WMHjjMWjh A Song of St, Jude's, 

i, [The Rev. S- A. Barnett, 
late Vicar of St . J ude’ s, “White- 
chapel, has been promoted to 
the Canonry of Bristol.] 

‘ Air — Mancy of Bristol 

^ City:^ 

r ' • ' / Barnett is Canon of Bris- 

tol City ! 

Pass the news around, 
^ _ my boys! 

7. ^ > To leave Whitechapel 

^ seems half a pity ; 

^ , Sorrow wiU go round, 

“ my boys I 

St. Jude’s, and thy great 
Hall, Toynbee, 

Some right good (Jhristians 
doubtless see ; 

But they *re aU small 
shakes along o* he ! 

' AFTER THE Pass Ms health around, 

my hoys ! 

Barnett I Barnett ! 

Well did he “ arn” it— 

That Bristol Canonree ! 

And when he gets to Bristol City, 

Pass the cheers around, my hoys U 
He *11 draw the wisfe, the kind, the pretty ; 

They must gather round, my boys. 

The slum he sweetened in London’s east. 
With Charity’s boon, and Fine Arts’ feast, 
Will miss this good, sage, gentle priest; 
Pass his health around, my boys ! 
Barnett I Barnett ! 

Your lose we ’ll larn it. 

You were the Man for we I 
Your healthy wherever you he ! 


NOUS AND NERYES. 

[It is said by some of his friends that Dr. Char- 
cot. lately dead, who spent a considerable part of 
his life in the study of neurosis, found this disease 
everywhere at last, especially in the naturalistic 
school of French writers.] 

If this Neurosis, 

As some suppose, is 
The causa causans of Naturalism, 

The spring ubiquitous 
Of aught iniquitous 

That puts ’twixt genius and sense a schism; 
Then must we pray 
For the dawn of a day 


That from this House he’d now eject us ?” ^en the Glorious Gift that the world so 


’Twas Ruin rained I And the dupes 
Quite chortled such a sight to see ; 
The smug Director brought to book 
Near to the Dividend Tree ! 


serves 

May out chlorosis, 

And shun neurosis ; 

In fact, that Genius may have no “nerves,” 


VOL. cv. 










m. 












Master John Ball ‘ JirsT you wait Two ob Three Years, till I m:a.b:e her Swim, — then I*ll show you 1*’ 

[Sir Edward Reed said that with the armoured citadel intact, and an the same manner ; the reason being that instead of the armed citadel being 
imarmoured end destroyed, the ship is in imininent danger of upsetting. The the major part of the structure, and the unarmoured ends the minor portion, 
Victoria was bound to capsize with the injury she received. There were we had chosen to make the unarmoured ends the major part, measuring more 
other ships that were equally bound to capsize, when they were injured in than half the entire length of the ship. The ships likeiy to capsize in a 




September 9, 1893.] 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


Ill 



SOITNET. 

{By a Failure , ) 

Why 

Long:, 

Strongr 

Sigh? 

I 

Wrong 

Song 

Tryl 

ITe’er 
Muse 
Dare 
Use 
Worse 
Terse 1 1 


From Colchester.— 
The oysters are trem- 
hling in their beds. On 
October 6th the Duke 
of Cambridge is ex- 
pected to attack the 
natives at Colchester in 
full force. Last year, 
when Sir D. Evans was 
in the chair at the ban- 
quet, 20,000 oysters 
were consumed I Good 
Evans ! I 


A Tert Annoying 
Stream. — The Eiver 
Tees, 


similar manner, if they received like injury in peace or in action, were the 
Agamemnon^ AjaXj Anson, Benbow^ Campe^'down, Collingwood, Colossus, 
Edinburgh, Howe, Inflexible, Bodney, and Sans Bareil,"] 


LETTERS FOR THE SILLY SEASOJ!^*. 
{Apparently intended for some of our Contemporaries,) 


Air — “ Hearts of Oak,^^ 

Come, cheer up, my lads I His to Davy we steer I 
(We add to his Locker ’bout one ship per year.) 

To capsizing we call you in cheeriest staves, 

For what is so certain as death ’neath the waves ? 

Iron coflans our ships. 

Death-doomed tars are our men. 

Our ships are unsteady I 
Ready, aye ready I 

We ’R sink or turn turtle again'and again I 

We ne’er see our ships (for which millions they pay). 

The Ajax, the Anson, and such, but we say, 

“ Will they ram, or capsize, or but run slap ashore ? 

When we go to the bottom John Bull must — ^build more I ” 
Iron coffins our ships, &c. 

Our Camperdowns, ColUngwoods, Hodneys, Benlows, 

Reed says are all “ dangerous ^^^not to our foes ! 

If struck in their unarmoured ends they turn o’er, 

And go to the bottom ! How Davy must roar ! 

Iron coffins our ships, &c. 

The Frenchy and Rooshian must laugh as they look. 

And see Jom?’ Bull trying, by hook or by crook, 

To get his tin-kettles to keep'right side up, 

Agin touch of a ram, agin tap of a Krupp I 
Iron coffins our ships, &o. 

“ J ustwaittwoor three years,” grumbles John, “and lUl show, 
H my ships will hut swim, I can stiR whop the foe. 

Stop a bit— whilst my big-wigs build, blunder, debate I ” 

Ah I that’s all mighty flne, but, my John, wUl they wait ? 
Iron coffins our ships, &c. 

Britannia triumphant we all wish to see, 

Quite equal to two foreign fleets, perhaps three ; 

So cheer up, my hearties, and banish your fears I 
They will build us a ship as will float—in three years ! 
{Meanwhile, my lads, “ chorus as before if you please, until 
further orders from our Naval Oracles I) 

Iron coflSns our ships, 

Davy’s wictims our men; 

In wessels unsteady. 

We ’re ready, aye ready, 

. To sink or turn turtle again and again 1 


Sir,— Of course I do not wish to be frivolous, but do you not 
think that “ too sweet quite too darling j'* and other 

expressions in italics are miss-used words P At any^rate, they are 
constantly in the mouths of my daughters and nieces. 

Yours truly, Paterpamilias. 

Sir,— I give a list of misused words that have occurred to me during 
a month on the Continent. I put the words I consider inappro- 
priately applied in italics. Paris is inexpensive, Boulogne is beautiful, 
Cologne is inodorous, German cookery is good, ’Aery on his travels is 
pleasant, garlic is agreeable, hotel cnarges in Italy are moderate, 
railway travelling in Belgium is expeditious, washing-basins in Swiss 
hotels are large, a rough passage across the Channel is delightful, 
and the Continent is like home. 

I could extend the list indefinitely, but have written enough to 
show how imperfect the English language really is to convey accu- 
rately one’s most ordinary ideas. I may add that when I have used 
and not misused words, I have been told that I have no right to 
swear— so what can I do ? Yours truly, Common Sense. 

Sir, — I am rfad to see that there is a correspondence upon mis- 
used words. However, I can say that such words as “excellent,” 
“admirable,” “wonderful,” “sffiendid,” and “glorious,” are not 

misused when applied to Thanking you in advance, 

1 remain, yours truly. Puff Puff. 

* Editorially suppreBsed. Applications for insertion of advertisements 
should be addressed to another quarter. 


AH OLD DOGGEREL COUPLET RE-DRESSED. 

[M. Zola is understood to have accepted an invitation to the Institute ot 
Journalists* Conference in London.] 

Fairer subject never rose our graphic pens to task aR, 

Than the presence (and paper) amidst the Children of Letters, the 
new Grub Street geniuses, the Poets and Press-men and penny- 
a-liners, the Sages and “ all the rages,” the Haturalistio Hovelists 
and Hew Humourists, the literary “ Strong Men ” and Anti- 
Sentimentalists, the Impressionists aud Symbolists, and Stylists, 
and Superior Sniflers, and “Manljr” Muse-hunters, and Man- 
despising Mugwumps, and Minor Minstrels and Minor-Minstrel- 
fiouters, and would-be Laureates, and would-be-laureate-exter- 
minators, and Mummer-Idolators and Mummer-Iconoclasts, and 
Up-to-date Oracles, and Fin-de-siecle obscurantists, of the 
pyramidal author of Dr, Pascall 


Motto of our Military Authorities.— “ Put up your Dukes 1 ” 
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Scene I. 


UNDER THE ROSE. 

{A Story in Scenes,) 

decor oxislt/’- furnished Drawing’-room at Hornbeam 


recent commercial disasters, and the sinfulness of speculation in 
professing: Christians. I wish you could have heard him. 

ilTr. T. A— a deprivation indeed, my love. But I was 

better at home— better at home. 

Mrs, T, You will have other opportunities ; he announces a course 


Lodge^ Clapham^ the residence of Theophilus Toovet, hsg. weekday addresses, at the Mission Kooms, on “ The Thin End of 
It is Sunday evening, Mr. Toovet, an elderly Gentleman with Wedge of Aohan.” Cha.ele8, I gave you one of the circulars to 
a high forehead^ a rabbit mouthy and a long but somewhat wispy fo,. uie. Where is it ? 

r - J* -T _ A. - '4.1. — ^..<.^^7.7^ mvmnn »nht/th t ■» j -r j 1 • ^ i i m ^11 T . . 1 , • t 


beard, is discovered sitting alone with a suitable booh, upon which | Charles, In my overcoat, I think, Aunt. Shall I go and get it ? 
he is endeavouring to fix his thoughts, apparently without success. ^ [Althea, enters, 

Mr. Toovey [reading), “With what a mixture of indescribable Mrs, T, Not now; I haven’t my spectacles by me. Thea, didyoii 
emotions did I find myself actually standing upon the very tell Phcebe to pack your trunk the first thing to-morrow ? 
brink [To himself, as he puts the volume down?) It ’s no use, Althea, Yes, Mamma ; but there is plenty of time. Cecilia doesn t 
I can’t concentrate my mind on Palestine to-night, I can’t forget expect me till the afternoon. 

this horrible “Eldorado.” Ever since I got that official warrant, or Charles, So Thea’s going up to town for a few days’ spree, eh, 
demand, or whatever it was, yesterday, I ’ve been haunted by the ! Aunt Cornelia ? 

name. It seems to meet me everywhere ; even on the very hoard- j Mrs, T, [severely). Tour cousin is going on a visit to a married 
ings I Why, why didn’t I invest Aunt Eliza’s legacy in consols, as schoolfellow, who is her senior by two 9r three years, and who, I 
Cornelia told me, instead of putting it into a gold-mine ? I think ; understand, was the most exemplary pupil Miss Pruins ever had.^ I 
Larkins said it was a gold-^mme. If only I had never met him that ' have no doubt Mrs, Merridew will take Althea to such entertain- 
day last year — but he seemed to think he ments as are fit and proper for her — 

was doing me such a favour in letting ^ picture - galleries, museums, concerts, 

me have some of hia shares at all ; he ’d. ' possibly a lecture — but I should not de- 


day last year — but he seemed to think he 
was doing me such a favour in letting 
me have some of his sha-res at all ; he ’a 
been allotted more than he wanted, he 
told me, and he was so confident the 
Company was going to be a success that I 
—and now, after hearing nothing all this 
time, I ’m suddenly called upon to pay a 
hundred and seventy-five pounds, and 
that ’s only for one half year, as far as 
I can make out, . , . How can I draw a 
cheque for all that without Cornelia 
finding out ? I never dared tell her, and 
i§he overlooks all my accounts. Why did 
I, who have never been a follower after 
Mammon, fall so easily into that accursed 
mine ? I am no business man. AH the 
time 1 was a partner in that fioorcloth 
factory, I never interfered in the con- 
duct of it, beyond signing my name 
occasionally— -which was all they allowed 
me to do — and they took the earliest 
opportunity of buying me out. And yet 
I must needs go and speculate with Aunt 
Eliza’s five hundred pounds, and— what 
is worse — ^lose every penny, and more I 
I, a Churchwarden, looked up to by every 
member of an Evangelical congregation, 
the head of a household like this ! . . . . 
How shall I ever tell Cornelia? And 
yet I must— I never had a secret from her 
in my life. I shall know no peace till 1 
have confessed all. I will confess — ^this 
very night — when we are alone. If I 
could speak to Charles first, or to that 
young Mr. Curphew— they will both be 
here to supper — and Charles is in a 
Solicitor’s office. But my nephew is too 
young, and Mr. Curphew, though he is 
a journalist, is wise and serious beyond 
his years-^and if, as Cornelia thinks, he 
is beginning to feel a tenderness for 
Altedea, why, it might cause him to re- 
consider his No, I can’t tell anyone 

but my wife. [Sounds are heard in the 






^ scribe that myself as a “ spree.” 

^ Charles, No more should I, Aunt, not 

" by any means. 

Mrs, T, I never met this Mrs. Merri- 
DEW, but I was favourably impressed by 
the way she wrote. A very sensible letter. 

' Alth, [to herself). Elxcept the post- 

' 8 crip|;. But I didn’t like to show Mamma 

Charles, But you ’ll go to a theatre or 
two, or a dance, or something, while 
you/re with her, won’t you ? 

[A.LTHEA tries to signal to him to be silent, \ 

Mrs, T, Charles, you forget where 
you are. A daughter of ours set foot in a 
- ^ ' playhouse ! Surely you know your Uncle’s 

objection to anything in the nature of a 

0 theatrical entertainment? Did he not 

threaten to resign the Yice- 

/ Presidency of the Lower Clapham Athe- 

1 Dfoum at the mere hint of a performance 

/ of scenes from some play by that dissolute 

/ writer SHEE:pAN — even without costumes 

/ and scenery ? His protest was most ad- 

/ mirably worded. I remember I drafted it 

/ myself. 

Mr, T, [with some complacency). Yes, 
j yos, I ’ve always been extremely firm on 
That subject, and also on the dangers of 
\ dancing— indeed, I have almost succeeded 

— in putting an entire stop to the children 

V,\ dancing to piano-organs in the streets of 

ly this neighbourhood — a most reprehensible 

custom ! 

Mrs. T. Yes, Theophilus, and you 
might have stopped it long before you did, 
if you had taken my suggestion earlier. 

I hope I am not to infer, from your 
__ manner, that you are yourself addicted 

to these so-called y)leasures, Charles ? 

^ Charles, Dancing in the street to a 
ell Cornelia piano-organ, Aunt? Never did such a 

thing in my life I 

Mrs, T, That was not my meaning, Charles, as you very well 














iis , . “ii™.ii.ui.,eti.nc™.ii.i" ss'is'i^iisr * 

from Church already ! (He catches up his booh,) I must try to he Mrs, T, That was not my meaning, Charles, as you very well 
^ present! ^ know. I hope you employ your evenings in improving yonrknow- 

+ i ♦ (owteme). I ve left my things downstairs, Phcebe ; you ledge of your profession. 1 should be sorry to think you frequented 
can take them up to my room. [Entering,) Well, Pa, I hope you theatres. 

[demurely). Theatres? rather not, Aunt, never go near 
fiTnA^^nS a peaceful em. [To himself ,) Catch me going where I can’t smoke I [Aloud,) 

T«v Peregrinations in Palestine, A a most absorbing hook, You see, when a fellow has lodgings in a nice cheerful street in 
myiove, . Bloomshnrv. it iFi-n’t HItaIv want. +.tTrm mif. on ononinn. 


w 


Vnn A A >4. T.* T. ... Bloomsbury, it isn’t likely he ’d want to turn out of an evening after 

Mrs, T, You would ^d it more absorbing, Pa, if you held it the sticking hard at the office all day I 

^^^Mr^¥^o + * T V J j ^ ^ hear you say so, Charles. It is quite a 

nfF inr a rvirttwonf ^ Wish I that IS I may have dropped mistake for a young man to think he cannot do without amusement. 

r 1, \ jf 77 J 7 1 \ ^ Your Uncle never thought of amusing himself when he was young — 

miSh .Ton wouldn’t have had or our married life would not be what it is. And look^at Mr. 

^rs T Vo ' , . COEPHEW, who is coming in to cupper to-night, see how hard he 

di^^e fi TS a most awakening works--np to town eyery afternoon, and not back tiU long after 

ttisMnrse, which I am glad to find Chabxes appreciated. midnight. ’i The hell rinas 

haye i^rMtn&I^It’(flfirB^‘+«Ti^ your pew, unole; you onght to Charles. Bather ijueer hours to work. Aunt. Are you sure he 
TrV T W. doesn’t go up just to read the paper? 

Pfl Mr PnwT’Dfi! «n A ^ Churoh to comfortable, C h a r les. Althea [with a slight firnh). He goes up to write it, Charles. 
Pa, Mr. PowiES aUuded yery powerfully, from the pulpit, to the Mr. Cusphew is on tKe press, and hal taken rwnm hew &^e™f 
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the Common. And— and he is 
very clever, and works very 
hard indeed ; yon can see that 
from his looks. 

Phoshe [announcing)* Mr. 
CURPHEW. 

[A tall slim young man enters^ 
with a paky smooth-shaven 
facSy and rather melan- 
choly eyesy which light up 
as he greets Althea. 

Mrs, T, How do you do, 
Mr. CuBPHEw? You are a 
little late— hut some services 
last longer than others. Oh, 
Phcebe, now I think of it, just 
bring me a paper you will find 
in one of the pockets of Mr. 
Collimore’s overcoat : it ’s 
hanging up in the hall— the 
drab one with grey velvet on 
the collar. (jPhcebe goes,) 
It *s a circular, Mr. Curphew, 
which was given out in our 
Church this evening, and may 
interest you to see. 

Phoehe {returning). If you 
please, m’m, this is the only 
paper I could find, 

Mrs, T, {taking it from the 
salver y without looking at it). 
Quite right, Phoebe— we shall 
be ready for supper when 1 
ring, {When Phcebb has 
gone,) I can’t see anything 

without my Althea, just 

go and see if I have left my 
spectacle-case in my room, my 
dear. It^s astonishing how 
they’re always getting mis- 
laid, and I ’m so helpless with- 
out them. (Althea goes,) 
Mr. Curphew. perhaps you 
will read this aloud for me ; 1 
want my husband to hear. 

Curphew {suppressing a 
sKght start). May! ask if they 
distribute papers of this sort 
at your Church — and — and 



SOMETHIIMQ WRONG SOMEWHERE. 

September 1. Partridge Shooting, 


YORKSHIRE YICTOR. 

Farewell to eminence at-, 
tained of yore, 

Great Surrey heads the County 
list no more ! 

For though you give a Rich- 
ardson or Havward, 

Dame Fortune stiR will be a 
trifle wayward ; 

Though one was sorely missed, 
and surely no man 
Can teU where they’dhave been 
if they ’d had Lohmann. 
Surrey has had (like every 
dog) its day, 

In 1893, perforce, makes way 
For sturdy Yorkshire. Mr, 
Punch admires 
This famous county of the 
Northern Shires. 

For many a season past the 
worst of luck 

Has dogged their steps, though 
not decreased their pluck ; 
And though each cricketer may 
have his likes, 

There ’s not a man who *11 not 
say— WeU-played, Tykes ! 

COPHETUA, L.C.O. 

Mr. Grant Allen charges 
London with being “ a squalid 
village.” Sir Lepel Grippin 
suggests that the “ Postpran- 
dial Philosopher” must have 
been dining badly. He — Sir 
Lepel— contends that “Like 
the beggar-maidin Mr. Burne- 
Jones’s picture, London is a 
beautiful woman, fair of face 
and noble of form, and only 
needs the transforming hand 
of some future King Cophetua 
to strip her of her sordid rags, 
and clothe her in the lustrous 
raiment which befits her.” 

. This is what ’Arrt would call 


at your Church — and — and OU Twmiysiun {reviewing his symptoms), “Dear mb! Mos’ ’straor- This is what ’Arry would call 
why youthmk it is likely to din art, this shortness o’ breath. Le’ me see — ‘Goon plain pood and “the straight Giimn”! By 
interest me in particular f* {To best quality o’ hrink,-’ Doctor said. Tha ’s all right — ^neter stinted a.R means make Cophetua 
himself.) Wonder if this can myself for either. ‘Never overdo yourself,’ says he. Haven’t. Chairman of^ the London 

Never walked a step if I could heip it since last Season. ‘Go to County Counci^ as soon as 


be a trap ! 


[Goes home to consult Doctor again. 


Mrs, T, {taking ^ hack the bed early.* So I havf, and never hurried up either. Mos’ ’stra- you find him I Sir Lepel, in- 
documenty and holding it close ordinary 1 Mos’ ’straordinary ! ” [Goes home to consult Doctor again, stead of joining in the parrot- 

to her nose). Gracious good- — — : chorus of disparagement, 

ness ! this isn’t the — ^ Charles, perhaps yon will explain how you actually says, “ The best hope of the regeneration of London is in the 
come to have a paper in your pocket covered with pictures of females County Council ” ! I ! He thinks “it is a mistake ” to distrust them, 
iu shamelessly ^ort skirts ? and would hand over to them (says the Chronicle) most of the 

Charles {to himself). In for a pie-jaw this time ! What an owl machinery and material of our municipal life. Quite so. ^ And as 


documenty and holding it close ordinary 1 Mos’ ’straordinary ! ” 

to her nose). Gracious good- — — : — 

ness ! this isn’t the — ^ Charles, perhaps yon will explain how you 


that girl is! {Aloud,) It’s only a programme, Aunt; thing they the Gryphon (which is-mnch the same thing as GrMn) said to the 

give you at a music-hall, you know. Mock Turtle (suggestive this of the Civic Corporation), in Alice m 

Mrs, T, {in an awful voice). Only a programme I Pa, tell this Wonderland, Punch would say to Sir Lepel or his problematic 

unhappy boy your opinion of his conduct I Cophetua, “ Drive on, old fellow! Don’t be aH day about it ! ’’ 

Mr, T, {rising magisterially), Charles, am I to understand that When AiiCE ventured to say she had never heard of “IJglifica- 
a nephew of mine allows himself to be seen in a disreputable resort tion,” the Gryi>hon lifted up both its paws in surprise. “ What ! 

such as Never heard of uglifying I ” it exclaimed. “ You know what to 

Charles, Oh come, Uncle, yon can’t know much about the beautify is, I suppose?” — “Yes,” said Alice, doubtfully; “it 
Eldorado, if-^ — means— to— make— anything— prettier.’’ — “Well, then,” the Grt- 

Mr, T, {with a hound). The Eldorado . How dare you bring that phon (who must have been a Postprandial Philosopher, snrely) went 
name up here. Sir ? What do you mean, by it P on. “ if you don’t know what to uglify is, you must be a simpleton.” 

Charles {surprised^), Wiiy, you must have beard of it — ^it ’s one of By the way, why should not Sir Lepel himself essay the role^ of 

the leading music-halls. King Cophetua, L.C.C., and help to beautify the modem Babylonian 

Mr, T, {gasping), A mnsic-hallP the Eldorado! {To himself,) beggar-maid? He says that “ the general administration of London 
If it should turn ont to be — but no, my nerves are upset, it can't be is infinitely mean and inemcient,” adding that “vested interests are 
—and yet— what am I to say to him? oMefly to blame for the national disgrace.” Very well. Let Sir 

[He falls hack into his chair with a groan, Lepel help to give those same Tested Interests “ vm in the veskit,” 
Mrs, T, Charles, if you can stand there and feel no shame when squelch the Jsrry BuHder, and ^est the J^srch of U^fieation, 
yon see how disturbed and disgusted even Mr. Curphew looks, and and then— why tl^n London w^, w m 
the agitated state to which you have reduced your poor Uncle, you m place, ^d on the site of, that ^h^, and 

must indeed be hardened ! ^ ^ ^lueh is the very mcarnation of Uglifioation, and material emhodi- 

[CuRPHEW has considerately walked to the window ; Mr. Toovrt ® eeotian iim e om 

endeavours to collect his faculties ; Charles looks from one 

to the other in bewilderment, Girl for Hot Weather. — One who “ makes sunshine 

End of Scene I. in a shady place.” 



PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


[September 9, 1893. 


LITTLE BILL-EE. 

{Latest Souse of Lords^ Version of 
Thackeray's Song») 

Thebe were three sailors of 
Londoii City, 

Who took a boat and went to 
sea: 

There was puzzling Bob and 
gorging Haetx, 

And the youngest— he was 
Little Bill~ee I 

Poor Little Bill-ee was but a 
sailor-boy, 

And a very hard time in sooth 
had he. 

With a rope’s-end he was fully 
familiar, ^ 

And a marline- spike he shud- 
dered to see. 

He had sailed in the ship of 
one Captain WniTUM. ^ 

Who had taught him sailing, 
and algebree, 

The use of the sextant, and 
navigation, 

Likewise the hornpipe, and 
fiddle-de-dee. 

The Captain’s pet for a long, 
long voyage 

Had been this sailor - boy 
Little Bill-ee ; 

Though some of the crew of the 
same were jealous, 

And larruped him sore— on 
the strict Q-.T. 

But being paid ofE from Will- 
yum’s wessel. 

The kid was kidnapped, and 
taken to sea 

By ^zzling Bob and gorging 
Harty, 

Who had long had their eye 
on poor Little Bill-ee. 

For guzzling Bob hated Captain 
Willyum, 

While gorging Harty— weU, 
there, you see, 

Ha’d been Willyum’s mate, 
but had cut the connection, 

And he couldn’t abide poor 
Little Bill-ee. 


HAPPY THOUOHT. ^ 

„ ^ order. Well, yes, you wul do 

Why not import a Brigade oe respectable Ghiffonnierb ” nothing without our approval, 
FROM Paris, and let them loose on Hampstead Heath after a or it will be the worse for you. 




• 


Poor Littb Bill-ee, he shrank HAPPY THOUGHT We never suggest. We 

and shuddered . , _ * order. Well, yes, you will do 

At gomg aboard; for he says, Why not import a Brigade of respectable ^^Ghiffonnierb"" nothing without our approval, 
says he — from Paris, and let them loose on Hampstead Heath after a or it will be the worse for you. 

“ When they get me aloft they Bank Holiday ? Sov. Why, this is absolute 

will spifflicate me, ^ ; ; — buUying I 

And there’ll be an end of poor Little Heis anoosance, he’Ube ariddance, Pray don’t say that, your Majesty. 

Bill-ee I ” And we ’ll both get thanked for devouring Although I speak plainly, T msh to treat you 

Which same seemed a sad foregone conclusion, with every respect. 

Though Captain Willtdm he liipped with To guzzling Bob says gorging Harty, nothing, 1 

glee, ‘ ‘ On this here pint we both agree— abdicate in your favour. Shall I ? 

And cried, ** Little Bill-ee, keep up your This precious Bill must be spifflioated, ^^9* You will do as you like, your 

pecker I And we ’re both hungry, so let ’s eat he I ” Majesty, My instructions are to treat your 

You shall yet be the Captain of a.Seventy- # # ♦ * * will as law. I have no wish to control your 


Which same seemed a sad foregone conclusion, 

Though Captain Willtdm he lapped with To guzzling Bob says gorging Harty, 

On this here pint we both agree — 
And cnem Little Bill-ee, keep up your This precious Bill must be spifflioated. 


And cried, “Little Bill-ee, keep up your 
pecker I 

You shall jet be the Captain of a. Seventy- 
three I ” 

* ♦ ♦ ♦ 

How, to keep up your pecker with naught to 
peck at 

Tfl mighty har^ as a fool may see ; 

And Bob and Harty (who loved not short 
eommons) 

Cast eager eyes upon Little Bul-be. 

Says guzzling Bob to gorging Harty, 

“ I am^ exiiemely hungaree ; ” 


we ’re both hungry, so let ’s eat he I ” 


. as law. I have no wish to control your 


“ OK, Bni-isE 1 we ’re gomg to kill and eat S’®*!®**!* J accept you as the ^nst^tional 
® ® sovereign of an independent state. Do what 

So uido’the button of your chemie ! ” please, and what pleases you mU please 

When Bun reoeiyed this information, me also. My mstmotipns are to give you 

He used his pocket-handkerchie. freedom of aotion-so long as ^t 

- A 1 • freedom chimes in with our reguirements I 

. . \_Scene closes upon the pleasing proceedings. 

Which Capting WnLYDM taught to me I f f if f y 

Make haste, make haste h” says gorging 

n a ^ T » , Private and Confidential.— Mr. Bigg 

While Bob pulled out his snickersee. Stdffer writes to us. “ I see the Princess 


Private and Confidential.— M r. Bigg 


To guzzling Bob says gorging ’Hartt vvniie uob puUed out ins snickersee. Stdffer writes to us, “I seethe Princess 

“ Let ’s make a breakfast of Little bWee. >« «« • J x i J t * i dangMers visited the grandest gorge 

‘‘ITa’, anf Lv iv- I* * ,anornl)letale”andlspwoefeeleciual m Norway. _WeU, after a day- s touring ■mth 


‘ He ’s got no friends — that are worth the 
mention ; 

He ’ll never he missed by his conntaree* 


To telling it all as Was told to me. 

Some other day you may learn the sequel 
Of the sorrowful story of Little Bill-ee I 


my friend Hrubber, I think the pair of ns 
will show any traveller about the biggest 
gorge anywhere.” 
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THE ABSTRACT AND THE CONCRETE. 

Mamma {solemnly), 

“ ' But hb lay like a Warrior taking his rest, 
With his Martial Cloak around him.*” 

Small Child, ^*And did he really get it from Marshall 
Snelgrove’s, Mummy?” 

AN OLD ^^ADELPHI TRIUMPH 

Passing through town from one country place to another. Sparse 
attendance at club. Am regarded with surprise by the few members 
present, aU anxious to explain why it is they are not out of London. 
“ Autumn Session ” splendid excuse for everybody generally, “ Com- 
pelled to sto^ in town, dear boy. Autumn Session, dash it “But 
you*re not in the House.” ‘‘Ho,” is the ready rejoinder, “if I 
were I would ‘ pair ’ and fly to the moors. But Tbusiness connected 
with the House ” (this given with that mysterious nod and wink 
which together, or apart, are accounted as equally intelligible to a 
blind horse), “business, my dear chap, detains me.” Great chance 
for the club bore to get an audience of one. The Ancient Mariner’s 
time is in the dead season, when he can stop the shootist en route, 
I am wary, and^ avoid him. I will dine earlyish, and go to— let me 
see, what hospitable house of theatrical entertainment is open? 
The Adelphi. Here I can see A Woman's JRevenge^ as written by 
Henry Pettitt. Q,uite so. Dine at 6.30, and see it all out, as I 
hear the final scene, an Old Bailey Trial, realistic to the last degree, 
is the great attraction. Clearly to understand the ple'adings on 
behalf of the prisoner at the Bar I must be conversant with the 
details of the entire story. By 8'10 I am in my seat, regretting the 
loss of ten minutes’ worth of the plot. Regret soon ceases on finding 
that I am among old friends acting a story more or less familiar to 
every playgoer. The house is literally crowded in every part, and 
this, too, on a far from cold night at the very end of August. Town 
may be empty, but the Adelphi is full, and “The Heavenly Twins,” 
the Messrs. Gatti, must be rejoicing greatly. 

Por a cool, calm, calculating villain, recommend me to Mr. Charles 
Cartwright, the very best of gentlemanly scoundrels of modern 
melodrama. He is admirable : but directly the honest, outspoken 
Adelphi audience nose his villainy he has a bad time of it, as no 
matter what he may say or do, no matter whether he speaks slowly 
or quickly, runs off, saunters off, lounges in or hurries in, he is at 
once met, and so to speak “countered,” bv a storm of fiercely indig- 
nant hisses. Surely an actor whose rSle is sheer villainy of the 
deepest dye must be able to command enormous terms, seeing what 
a long training it must require to arrive at taking cursing for com- 


pliments 1 An Adelphi audience personally hate and detest 
the stage villain, but for all that, they couldn’t do without 
him, any more than can the melodramatic author or the Messrs. 
Gatti. 

n. Alter the villain, who certainly holds the first place in popular 
W unpopularity, comes the Heroic Boy, Charles Warner, all 

m heartiness and simplicity, a very “bounding Achilles;” and 

m next to him, the suffering heroine who defends herself with a 

|f revolver, who is finally charged with murder, and gallantly 

m defended by the Heroic Boy, who, attired in wig, gown, and 

H bands, appears in the last scene of all that ends this eventful 

11 his'tory as Counsel for the Defence, pleading for his wife before 

» a full court, much less crowded than is the Old Bailey gene- 

rally, and apparently far loftier, and much better ventilated. 
H The case does not attract considerable public attention, as there 

^ is only a sparse attendance of nobodies m the gallery. Through- 

H out the drama Mr. Gardiner and Miss Fanny Brough oapi- 

|l tally represent the comic interest, which is brightly written, and 

m “ goes ” uncommonly well. 

1 The other scoundrel is only young 'in his villainy— a mere 
|l amateur as compared with Mr. Charles Cartwright, and 

m were it not for the things he does and says, he might at any 

I moment be taken for a comedian neither light nor eccentric, 

f but a fairly all-round and superior sort of “Charles his 

I friend,” whose lines fall in pleasant places as feeders. Poor 

I Junior Scoundrel ! from the first he has no chance of appearing 

I either gay or light-hearted, as he is invariably at the mercy ol 

I the Senior Rascal, and is finally shot by his own revolver which, 

I after being used against him on several occasions, for the poor 

i Junior Rascal never has a chance with it himself, falls into the 

I hands of aforementioned Senior Rascal, and so he goes to his 

dramatic grave without having had one solitary opportunity 
I of making a light and airy speech, or doing anything to bring 

p down the house. He comes in for his share of the hissing, poor 

[1 fellow I as does also Miss Alma Stanley, in the costume of a 

}j kind of Madame Mephistopheles — a female villain of the deepest 

? scarlet and black dye. She, too, is one of the trio only created 

to be hooted at by an enthusiastically virtuous public. This 
monster of female depravity, however, is not a bad sort, and 
shows some signs of repentance— a repentance not too late, 
though it is deferred till 10.50, when it just comes in time to 
assist the plot and unite two loving hearts. 

There is a clever child in the story; far and away the best 
child I remember to have seen, since the child in A Man's 
Shadow at the Haymarket, who also figured in a trial and 
gave evidence against a father (or mother, I forget which). 
There was another wise child woo did much the same sort 
of thing and got its own father convicted in Proo/, also at 
I the Adelphi. As to the trial scene (which seems to lack Sul- 
livan’s setting of Gilbert’s words), it seemed to me that Mr. 
Warner was counsel, witnesses, prosecutor, and defender, all in 
one, and, even considering the peculiar circumstances of the case, 
anyone, from a purely protessioual point of view, would be inclined 
to blame the presiding judge, Mr. Howard Russell, for such an 
exhibition of Job-like patience, and for bis quite unexampled tolera- 
tion of an advocate’s irregularities. However, his summing up was 
a model of conciseness and brevity, as it took for granted the jury’s 
perfect knowledge of facts and law, and its delivery occupied just 
about a couple of minutes. Had Mr. Warner been the judge, and 
Mr, , Howard Russell the counsel, the above-mentioned allotment 
of time would, probably, have been reversed. The jury, an intelli- 
gent-looking set of men, utterly belied their appearance by acquitting 
the prisoner in face of the most damning circumstantial evidence. 
Bat as it was close on ten minutes past eleven, and as the author had 
provided no sensational incident to follow, and had given no Fifth 
Act to finish with, the decision of the Jury was much applauded by 
the crowded audience in the auditorium, which then began to clear 
out. highly satisfied with the excellent bill of fare provided for them 
by Messieurs Gatti, the worthy restaurateurs of the old Adelphi 
Drama, 

An M. P-erruquier.— M. Chiuvin, the theatrical perruquier, 
the Clarkson of the Th§&tre Fran<;ais, has been recently elected 
Deputy for St, Denis. He will not neglect his business, but will 
get up all the heads of his parliamentary discourses in the afternoon, 
and be ready to “ get np ” the heads of the house of MomiiRE in the 
evening. To those who oppose him in political matters he is prepared, 
without any hair-splitting, to give a regular good wigging all 
round. Shonld “onrMr. CIlabkson” stand for some constituency 
and be elected, he would of course appear in the House as the 
representative of the old Whigs, 

His Two Religions. — Though “Mr. G.” is a sound Church-of- 
En^land man, yet has he recently shown himself an uncommonly 
strict Mnzzle-man. 
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JOHN BULL’S NAVAL 
VADE MEGUM. 

{Frepa/red for Ms use hy the 
Avikorities at the Admi- 
ralty,) 

Question* Does not Eng* 
land possess the best pos- 
sible neet ? 

Answer* Certainly, and 
always has enjoyed that 
advantage. 

Q* Bat do not the iron- 
clads comprising this fleet 
frequently tarn turtle ? 

A* Assuredly. In fact, 
whenever they have the 
smallest opportunity. 

Q* And do not the guns 
with which the ships are 
armed occasionally burst ? 

A* ISTot only occasionally, 
but frequently. 

Q* And are not the com- 
manders of the fleet some- 
times guilty of errors of 
judgment? 

^ A* To be sure, and some- 
times these errors of judg- 
ment lead to absolute dis- 
aster. 

Q* And are not the ships 
considerably undermanned, 
and some of the companies 
of inferior material ? 

A* Quite so. In fact, 
when there is a special 
strain — manoeuvres on a 
large scale, or for a kindred 
reason — crews have to be 
obtained from here, there, 
and everywhere. 

Q. And is it not quite 
a question whether some 
dozen of our first-rate men- 
of - war are practically 
valueless ? 

A* Well, scarcely a 
question, because it is all 
but certain that they are 
practically valueless. 

And;isn’t there bully- 
ing in the Britannia, and 



A PROMISING WITNESS! 

Scotch Counsel {addressing an, Old Woman in a case before Judge and Jury), 
*‘Pray, my good Woman, do you keep a Diary?*' 

Witness. ‘*Naw, Sir, I kups a Whuskby Shop!’* 


a general laxity in the 
training of young oflSlcers to 
take important commands ? 

A. Yes, but this is a 
matter of small importance, 
as all naval officers are 
merely machines, and have 
no right to think or act on 
their own responsibility. 

Q* And does not a com- 
mander-in-chief sometimes 
make a grave and obvious 
mistake, and do not all his 
subordinates, knowing the 
consequences, implicitly 
obey him ? 

A* Of course, for this is 
the rule of the Stfr\ice. 

Q* And is it not a fact 
that the navy is in want of 
the appliances to repair 
ships tnat have suffered 
damage abroad ? 

A* Assuredly, 

Q, And is not our officers’ 
acquaintance with the cha- 
racteristics of the sea rather 
indefinite and distinctly 
limited ? 

A* It is bound to be with 
defective charts and other 
false guides to naval know- 
ledge. 

Q* Then may it be justly 
assumed that we cannot 
count upon our ships, guns, 
and commanders ? 

A* Why, certainly. 

Q* And yet you declare 
that England possesses the 
best possible fleet ? 

A* 1 do, and the little 
drawbacks I have admitted 
have no force in qualify- 
ing the assertion. 

Q* Why have they not ? 

A* Because all the draw- 
backs exist in the piping 
times of peace, ana con- 
sequently the British navy 
mil prove its superiority 
in the more dangerous days 
of war. 


ITEW Kim COAL CORRECTED. 

*t J? ^^^.^^•^3'ding of 3fr* Punch's Up-to-Date Nursery Rhyme, 
New King Coal ’(August 19, p, 74), a very obvious error was 
made in speaking of the colliers of Northumberland and Durham as 
■u'v? » - . "^hen in fact they were only “considering the advisa- i 

bility” of lo^g their Welsh “brothers” and Midland “ mates” 
m a collective stand against the coal-owners. Since then, 
Mr* Punch is glad to knpw, they have “ thought better of it,” and 
nave »oc joined the s^ike— having, perhaps, given “thoughtful 
eonsideration to Mr* Punch's friendly conundrum. ‘ ‘ The bearings ” 
Nursery Rhyme “ lie in its appKoation.” and are not 
^ ^ ’^tioh, however, 

S ’twas Punchius spoke : 

A j ^ Capitalist can drink fizz and can smoke : 

7 ^ see,' ^ 

h oUw fi^ls like a lamb, and lose much £ $, d* 
D^thumberland, Durham decline to come forth. 

When strikes suit the south they may not suit the north : 

So let every man who loves honour and right, 

Essay Arbitration in lieu of brute fight I ” 

’V 

admission detracts from our 

MAcNE^LisapS^n ve^yy “TS” 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

EXTRACTED FROM THE DIARY OP TOBY, M.P. 

Mouse of Comrrions, Monday , — In Committee of Sapply at last; 
Home-Rule Bui laid aside for day or two awaiting Third Reading. 
Meanwhile trifle of ten millions to be voted for the Navy. Members 
generally, taking into account the long grind of the Session, regard 
opportumty as favourable for making little holiday. Benches 
occupied chiefly with Admirals,^ Captains, Secretaries to the 
Admiralty and' ex-Secretaries, with the Chancellor of the 
ExcraquER and his predecessor thrown in ; also Alpheus Cleophas, 
sUent through debate ou Home-Rule Bill, has a few words to say. 
Imposing demonstration on bench behind ex-Ministers. Hanbury 
m corner seat representing Youth at the Prow ; at the other end sits 
Experience at the Helm, the part taken (not for this time only) by 
lOMMT Bowles. Mdway sits the Blameless Blushing Bartley, 
Always blameless. To-nigbt blushing, since Mr. G., accidentally 
as casual observers take it, with prophetic soul as one of his hearers 
weU toows, referred to him just now as “ the honourable baronet.” 
Enect upon Bartley striking and wholesome. Did not once there- 
^ stroke of midnight, open his Hps. Sat in pleased 

meditation, brooding over the prospect of a censorious world, 
^ture, hailing him as B. B. K., a title assumed 
pubHc k ^ohleman who long ago languished from the 

After miiMght spell broken; Bartley, Bart., woke up, 
^gOTously aud indiscriminately objecting to progress witn any business 
on paper. Meantime Hanbury and Tommy nad made up for any 
remissness on part of their esteemed colleague. Tommy arrived 
• ^^^^^^^^ct-lo-den with cargo of Blue Books and Reports ; 
i sumcient m weight and bulk to sink a less trim-built wherry. 





DOOMED ! 






PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


[September 9 , 1893 . 


piled them up on either side of him.^ “ In laager,” as Ughteed 
Shuttlewobth ruefully said, glancing across the table at his 
adversary. 

! “ Have looked forward to this day with keen anticipation,” said 

ToMMr. “Have dropped a word 

f in season occasionally in debate 

on Home-B/Ule Bill, I admit. But 
it’s to Committee of Supply I have 
looked forward for full oppor- 
tunity of serving my duEEif and 
country. Now here we are in 
Supply, and here we rest for a week 
or two. I feel like the Walrus.” 

“ How ’s that ? ” I asked, fearmg 
for a moment that much talking 
had made Tommy mad. 

‘ * Don’t you remember ? Haven’t 
you been Through a Looking^ 

‘ The time has come,’ the Walrus said, 

* To^talk of many things : 

Of shoes, and sticks, and sealing-wax, 

And why the sea is boiling hot— 

And whether pigs have wings.* 

You bet that somewhere in the 
icy north that Walrus had been 
Bowles as the Walrus. aooustomed to sit on the Opposition 
benches m Committee of Supply. 
Couldn’t otherwise have so accurately described situation.” 

Business done. — In Committee of Supply. 

Tuesday. — BmEorrE burning with curiosity to know whether ’tis 
true, as boldly rumoured, that Duke of Connaught has been appointed 
to chief command of Army at Aldershot ? If so. on what grounds ? 
Campbell-Bannieman with strategic brevity answered that 
appointment had been made in accordance with principle of selection 
of the fittest. House, moderately full at moment, received the 
explanation with muck less enthusiasm than might have been 
expected. This encouraged gentlemen below gangway to persist in 
divers enquiries designed to illustrate, and perchance establish, 
C.-B.’s position. Alpheus Cleophas joined in hunt ; parti- 
cularly anxious to know what experience in real fighting the new 
Commander had enjoyed ? “ He was in command of brigade in 
Egyptian expedition,” said C.-B., making an involuntary sword-pass 
at Alpheus. 

“ Yes,” persisted that matter-of-fact person ; “ but will the right 
hon. gentleman tell us how near or how far away from the real 
fighting the Duke of Connaught stood? ” 

No authentic record being in archives of War Office, Secretary 
op State declined to commit himself to reply. Later, in Committee, 
Aipheus staggered Civil Lord of the Admiralty with enquiry as to 
I steam-launch built at Portsmouth dockyard for Duke of Connaught 
“at the expense of the people.” “What has become of that 
launch?” Alpheus asked, fixing Robertson with gleaming eye, 
as if he suspected he might have it concealed somewhere about Ms 
person. Robertson tremblingly answered that he knew notMng 
about it. Alpheus not by any means mollified; means to bring up 
whole pbject in Committee on Army Estimates. 

Business done.—^Oyev four millions voted on Navy Estimates by 
some twenty or thirty Members representing House of Commons. 

Wednesday. — Mr. Q-. made fine speech to-day, moving Third 
Reading of Home-Rule Bill, Benefited immensely by compression ; 
only an hour long; but full of meat and matter. Long grown 
accustomed to these supreme efforts of Perennial Youth. A series 
tMs Session which, in respect of eloquence, vitality, and force, wM 
stand comparison with any equal number delivered in what was 
(erroneously it now turns out) regarded as Ms prime. 

More interesting as an episode was the reappearance on the Parlia- 
mentary stage of a Disraeli. Coningsby has sat in House for full 
Session; wiselyabstainedfromimprudeneeof young Member of to-day, 
who takes the oath at four o’clockand catches the Speaker’s eye at ten. 
Now, in these closing days of Session, on seventy-ninth day debate 
Home-Rule Bill. Coningsby modestly thinks “the time has come 
when they shall hear me.” 

House did so with pleasure. Only a small gathering. Mr. H. 
aMent, wMch was a pity. On the 7th of December, 1837, Mr. G., 
sitting on back bench on Conservatiye side, lifted up “ a fine head of 
jet- mack hR^* OQ-TefuHy parted from the crown downward to 

i nis brow, to listen to an earlier maiden speech delivered by an ^ 
elderly young man, “ringed and curled like an Assyrian buU,” his I 
^olet velvet waistcoat garlanded with gold chains. Across the 
badge of fi±ty-six years a marvellous memory might hare recalled 
this figure had the ex-Member for Newark to-day been in his place 
to look across the House at the dapper young man, with quiet self- 
possessed manner, who, haying considered tMs Government Bill, had 


come to the conclusion that it is “ a measure born in deceit, nurtured 
in concealment, swaddled in the gag, and thrust upon the country 
without the sanction of the people.” The old Disraelian ring about 
that phrase. House sees again D’Israeli the Younger ; only 
Younger than ever. But that is a reproach Coningsby may outlive. 
Business done. — Third Reading of Home-Rule Bill moved. 

Saturday^ 1.30 A.M. — Eighty-second day of debate on Home- Rule 
Bill. After being “gagged” through all those days and nights of 
rutMess talk, a House crowded on every Bench, filling galleries and 
thxonging^^^ B^, 

Yard caught sight Finished at Last ! 

of him as he 

tripped along. A ringing cheer woke echoes of the stilly night ; 
Mr. G. escorted home in triumph to Downing Street. 

“Dear me!” said the Member for Sark. “Now I wonder how 
many of those who are now cheering Mr, G. helped fifteen years ago 
to break Ms windows ? ” 

The Member for Sark always thinks of cheerful things. 

Business cfowa.— Home-Rule Bill read Third Time. 


GOING TO THE COUNTRY. 

[By another Sporting M.P.) 

We have talked and divided and sat till we ’re ill. 

At the mercy of every pestiferous bore. 

It”s a Wilde kind of thing to he saying, but still 
Now like Oliver Twist we keep “ asking for moor.” 

There are some who think politics naught but a game 
’Twixt the Ins and the Outs that is played in the House, 

But the game that we sigh for (and are we to blame ;) 

Is the covey of partridge or moor-loving grouse. 

Now we ’re well in September, and work nearly finished, 

J’w off, whilst the Commons get lost in the bogs 
Of Supply and stay on with their zeal undiminished, 

For the Country may go~like myself— to the dogs I 

Legal Promotion {Comment hy an Indigng>nt B^dical). — Lord 
J ustioe Bowen made a Lord of Appeal, vice Lord Hannen, resigned. 
Yery natural— there’s no “ Justice” in the House of Lords ! 

liOve and Time; or, Tlie Three Stages of Passion. 

[** The question whether gifts bestowed during an engagement should be 
returned when it is broken off has always been a debated one .” — James Payn.] 

Debated 9 Sentiment must surely weep 1 
If passion, hot at first, should cool at last, 

How should a loveless Future stoop to keep 
The Present of the Past ? 

Why is a man who has dined a little too well at the “ Star and 
Garter” like Richard the Third? — Because he sees *‘six Rich- 
monds in the field,” 
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A CROWDED HOUSE. 

ATigry Voice {from ahacTc seat), “Ea.rs off in Front there, please!’ 


THE STRIKEE^S VADE MEC'UM. 

Question, You think it is a good thing to strike ? 

Answer, Yes, when there is no other remedy, 

Q. Is there ever any other remedy ? 

A, Never, At least, so say the secretaries. 

Q. Then you stand by the opinions of the officials ? 

A, Why, of course ; because they are paid to give them. 

Q, But have not the employers any interests ? 

A, Lots, but they are not worthy the working-man’s con- 
sideration. 

Q. But are not their interests yours ? 

A, Yes, and that is the way we guard over them. 

Q, But surely it is the case of cutting off the nose to spite 
the mouth ? 

A, And why not, if the mouth is too well fed. 

Q, But are not arguments better than bludgeons? 

A. No, and bludgeons are less effective than revolvers. 

Q, But may not the use of revolvers produce the military ? 

A, Yes, but they can do nothing without a magistrate reading 
the Biot Act. 

Q, But, the Riot Act read, does not the work become serious ? 
A. Probably. But at any rate the work is lawful, because 
unremunerative. 

Q. But how are the wives and children of [strikers to live if 
their husbands and fathers earn no wages ? 

A, On strike money. 

Q, But does all the strike money go to the maintenance of 
the hearth and the home ? 

A, Of course not, for a good share of it is wanted for the 
baccy-shop and the public-house. 

Q, But if strikes continue will not trade suffer ? 

A, Yery likely, but trade represents the masters. 

Q, And if trade is driven away from the country will it 
come back ? 

A, Most likely not, but that is a matter for the future. 

Q, But is not the future of eq.ual importance to the present ? 
A, Not at all, for a day’s thought is quite enough for a 
day’s work. 

Q, Then a strike represents either nothing or idleness ? 

A, Yes, bludgeons or beer. 

Q, And what is the value of reason ? 

A, Why, something less than smoke. 


A NOVEL SHOW. 

[“ A popular place of entertainment is arranging 
a Burglars’ Exhibition .” — Daily Telegraph.'\ 

Oh, gladly will the public pay 
Its shillings for admission, 

To study in a careful way 
This most original display, 

The Burglars’ Exhibition. 

Professor Sizes will here explain, 

With practical instruction, 

How best to break a window-pane, 
Through which his classic form may gain 
Judicious introduction. 

The jemmies, and revolvers, too, 

Will doubtless prove enthralling. 

And all the implements we ’ll view 
With which these scientists pursue 
Their fascinating calling ; 

The most efficient type of gag 
To silence all intrusion, 

The latest kind of carpet-bag 
Wherein to bear the bulky “ swag ” 

To some remote seclusion^ 

Then, by this exhibition’s aid. 

The art will spread to others, 

And those who ply this busy trade 
Will, in a year or two, be made 
A noble band of brothers. 

The thief of olden time we ’ll see 
As seldom as the dodo ; 

The burglar’s future aim will be 
To join ^<efortiter in re 
And suaviter in modo ! 

The Most Unpardonable ‘‘Misuse of 
Words.”— Making after-dinner speeches. 


CONVERSION A LA MODE. 

Scene — A Government Office, A Govern- 
ment Official discovered. 

To him enter a Petitioner. 

Petitioner, I really think, Sir, that the 
time has arrived for a grant. 

Official, Impossible, my dear Sir, impos- 
sible. I can assure you the reports are 
greatly exaggerated. 

Pet, But do you know that the ports can- 
not properly be guarded without further 
finanuial assistance ? 

Off, Yery likely ; at least, that may be the 
general opinion. 

Pet, And Science could be far more certain 
did the funds permit— you are aware of that ? 

Off, Faddists never consider the cost of 
anr thing. 

Pet, And I suppose you are aware that 
it is marching towards the metropolis ? 

Off, When it gets there it will be time to 
consider the situation. 

Pet, Then you have not heard of the re- 
cent affair in Westminster? 

Off, In Westminster ! Why that is close 
to the Houses of Parliament I 

Pet, And if I tell you that it has been 
traced to the Lobby of the Commons. 

Off, Don’t say another word, my de^ Sir, 
not another word. YHiat, appeared in the 
House of Commons! Why, several millions 
shall be granted at once I 
\ Scene closes in upon preparations of the 
most active character. 


Announcement. — The Heavenly Twins 
has had a success. It will be followed by a 
treatise on gout by Mrs. Sarah Gamp, M.D., 
to be entitled The Unedvenly Twinge, 


SOCIAL TE8T-WOEDS» 

[An American writer in The Critic has an article 

on this subject.] 

Two “ social questions ” soon, we may expect. 

Will, in two continents, raise a social 
storm : — 

“ Is it correct to say a thing ’s ‘ correct ’ ” ? 

“Is it good form to use the phrase ‘ good 
form ’ ” ? 

Or will both go, with those who finely feel. 

The way of “ gentlemanly,” and “ genteel” ? 

Shall Punch attempt to settle it? No, 
thankee ! 

He rather thinks he ’R leave it to the Yankee^ 

What matters it about our played-out tongue ? 

(In which some good things have been said 
and sung. ) 

Let those the war of “ Saxon versus Slang ” 
wage, 

Who have the charge of “the American 
Language,” 

That has a future (HowELu’slaw, and Fate’s I) 

“The language of the Great United States ” 

(Unless through cant and coarseness it goes 
rotten) 

The world wiRj’speak when “English” is 
forgotten. 


The Coming Fall. 

The Autumn comes. We welcome it— 

A change from Summer heat appalling. 
The birds once more begin to fiit 
To warmer climes, the leaves are falling. 
But portent clear as clear can be, 

We know that Autumn comes by 
reasoning 

‘ ‘ From all the papers that we see 
Are daily stuffed with silly seasoniug.” 


VOL. cv. 
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A QUIET PIPE.” 


‘One touch, of nature” kins 
To-day 

With, classical Arcadia. 

This faun-like “ niiiper,” 

Tree-perched, is tootling, toot- 
ling on, 

Though Pan he dead, Arcadia 
gone, 

And wild “ Kazoos” are played 
upon 

By the cheap tripper. 

Half imp, half animal, behold 

The ^ Arry of the Age of Q-old 

In this young satyr 1 

Lover of pleasure and of ‘ * lush ’ ’ 

(Silenus at the slang might 
blush). 

Of haunted Kature’s'_holylhush 

Irreverent hater. 

Mischief and music, mockery. 

Swift eyes obliq.ue in goblin 
glee, 

And nimble finger ; 

Sardonic lips that slide with 




Athwart the ranged pastoral 
reed; 

Upon these things will fancy 
feed, 

And memory linger. 

Imp-urchin of the budding 
horn, 

Native to Nature’s nascent 
mom, 

The same quaint pranks 

You played ’midst the Arcadian 
shade, 

By satyrs of to-day are played ; 

Their nether limbs in “tweeds” arrayed 
Not shaggy shanks. 

Not cheap tan kids and Kino’s best 

Can hide the frolic faun eonfest, 

Or coarse Silenus ; 

Like Spenser’s satyrs, they attack us, 



With rompings rouse, with noises rack | 
us, 

Brutes in the train of beery Bacchus, 

And vulgar Venus. 

’Arrt’s mouth-organ is, indeed, 

Par shriekier than your shrilling reed, 
Pan-fathered piper ; 


While his tin- whistle a wood- 

g:od, 

AVhose tympanum that sound 
should prod, 

Would start, and shriek, as 
though he trod 
Upon a viper. 

Ah, yes, my little satvr- friend, 

BeHer Arcadia than Southend 
On a Bank-Holiday ! 

You and your Pan-pipe might 
appear, 

And tootle, yet not rend my 
ear. 

Or with a novel Panic fear 
Upset a jolly day. 

Aperch upon your branch, you 
carry 

A certain likeness to our ’Aery, 
Yet ’tis but slight. 

He could not sit, the noisy 
brute I 

And natural music mildly iinte, 

Till the assembled nymphs were 
mute 

With sheer delight. 

He’d’ want the banjo and the 
hones, 

And rowdy words, and raucous 
tones, 

And roaring chorus. 

Urchin, I ’ve done you grievous 
wrong! 

No echoes of Arcadian song 

Sound in the screech the holiday 
throng 

Battle and roar us. 


I To your shrill flutings I could listen 
When on the grass-blades dewdrops glisten, 
^ And morn is ripe. 

! Could sit and hear your pastoral reed, 

I i n peace, and do myself, indeed 
(Fair laden with “ the fragant weed ”), 

I “ A 4uiet Pipe I” 


THE HIGHLAND “CADDIE.” 

[There has been a strike among the Golf Caddies.] 

Air — “ The Blue Bell of Scotland,"^ 

Oh ! where, and oh ! where is your Highland “ Caddie ” gone ? 
He’s gone to join the Strike, and now “ Caddie ” I have none ; 
And it ’s oh I in my heart that I wish the Strike were done ! 

Oh I what, and oh! what does your Highland “ Caddie ” cl dm ? 
He wants sixpence for a round of nineholes. It is a shame, 
And it ’s oh I in my heart that I fear ’twill spoil the game. 

And what, tell me what, are your Highland Caddie’s tricks ? 

He has “ picketed the links ’’just to keep out all “ knobsticks,” 
And it ’s oh ! in my heart, that I feel I ’m in a fix ! 

Suppose, oh I suppose that all Highland Caddies strike I 
I might have to turn up golf, and to tennis take, or “ bike,” 
But it ’s oh I in my heart that I do not think ’tis like I 


“Name! Name I In a recent report from the East occurs the 
delightfully-suggestive name of “ Seyd Bin Abed.” Of course he 
is a relative to “Setd im Gotup Agen.” Or perhaps he has 
changed his name from “Seyd had Bin Abed” to “Seyd Ikon 
^PBLA.” If “ Seyd ” be not pronounced as “Seed but as “ Said,” 
the above titles can be altered to match. True or not, yet “so it is 
^yd.” The news in which this name occurs appears to have reached 
the correspondent through a person called “ Bumaliza.” Can any- 
thing coming from a female styled “Bum Eliza” be credible ? 


Out op Court.— A sharp young lady listening to a conversation 
about witnesses being sworn in Court, interrupted with “I don’t 
know much about kissing the book, but if I didirt like him, I’d soon 
bring the kisser to book.” 


AT THE SHAFTESBURY. 

The few theatres now open seem to be doing uncommonly good 
business. The Shaftesbury, with Morocco Bound, was as nearly full 
as it could be in the first week of September, when the cry is not 
yet “ They are coming back,” but thev are remaining away. Another 
week will make all the difference. Morocco Bound is not a piece at 
all, but a sort of variety show, just held together by the thinnest 
thread of what, for want of a better word, may be temporarily digni- 
fied as “ plot.” Mr. Charles Danby is decidedly funny in it. Mr. 
Templar Saxe is a pretty singer. Mr. George Grossmith well 
sustains the eccentric reputation of his family name ; and, if any 
opposition manager could induce the present representative of 
Spoof ah Bey to appear at another house, it would be “all up” 
with Morocco Bounds as such a trausier would entirely take 
“ the Shine ” out of this piece. Miss Jennie McNulty does nothing 
in particular admirably ; and Miss Letty Lind, charming in her 
entr'acte of skirt-dancing, is still better in her really capital dance 
with the agile [Charles Danby. This ent 'rtainment has reached 
its hundred and fiftieth night (! I I), and all those who are pre- 
vented from going North to stalk the wily grouse may do worse 
I than spend a night among the Moors in Morocco Bound. Oddly 
enough, but quite appropriately, the acting-manager in front, who 
looks after the fortunes of Morocco and its Moors, is Mr. A. Black- 
more. Out of compliment he might have let in an “a” after the 
“ k,” dipped the final “ e,” and given himself a second “ o.” Still, 
in keeping with the fitness of things, he has done^well in being there. 


ANCIENT SAWS RESET. 

“ All work and no pay makes Jack a striking boy.” 

“ All pay and no work makes Jack’s employer go without a shirt.” 


During the^ recent tropical weather, Mrs. B. observed that it was 
the only time in her life when she would have given anything “just 
to have got a little cold.” 
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THE BOOK THAT BAILED/' 

[A publisher writes to The Author to sav that, for the first time iu his 
experience, the writer of a book which was not a success has sent him an 
unsolicited cheque to compensate him for the loss he has sustained by 
producing it.] 

As Things are To-dat, 

Publisher [nastily/], I tell you that it’s no earthly use your ashing 
about profits, because there are none. 

Author {amazed), No profits ! And you really mean to tell me 
that the public has not thought fit to purchase my shilling work of 
genius— TAe Maiming of Mendoza"? By our agreement only a 
paltry six thousand copies of the work had to be bought before my 
royalty of a penny a volume began. 

Publisher, I am quite aware of it. The sale of the six thousand 
copies would just about have repaid us for cost of production. 
As a matter of fact, only three thousand have been sold. We ’ve lost 
heavily, and very much regret we were ever induced to accept 
the work. 

Author, And you really ask me to believe that after such a sale as 
that a loss on your part is possible ? Why, if you take price^ of 
printing at \_Goes elaborately into cost of production. 

Publisher, Yes, but you see the price of everything has gone up 
in our trade. Binding is now ten per cent, dearer, composing is—; — 
[Also goes into precise and prolonged details. 

Author [turning desperate at last). Oh, let us end this chatter I 
You really say that no cheque whatever is due to me for all my 
labours^ 

Publisher, Not a single penny. It ’s the other way about. 

Author [leaving). And you call this “the beneficial system of 
royalties,” do you ? Q-ooddayl And if I don’t set the Society of 
Authors at you before I am a day older, then my name ’s not BtTLWEE 
Makepeace Deeoe Smith ! [Exit tempestuously. 

As They may be To-moerow. 


uncle in the Literary Spy, and a few other relatives on the daily 
press, has not upon the whole been a decided success ? 

Publisher, Well, it’s useless to conceal the fact, that from a mere 
base material point of view, the publication of The Boiling of 
Benjamin has not quite ^answered our expectations. In fact, we 
have lost a couple of thousand pounds over it. But [more 
cheerfully) what of that? It is a pleasure to lose money over 
introducing good work to the public; a positive privilege to be 
sacrificed on such an altar as The Boiling of Benjamin, So say no 
more on that head ! 

U, XT, Novelist [enthusiastically). Good and generous man! ^ But I 
will say more ! You recollect that the terms you made with me 
were a thousand pounds down, and a hundred pounds a month for 
life or until the copyright expired ? 

Publisher [groaning slightly). Oh, yes ! I remember it very well. 

TI, XT, Novelist, And that I have already received cheques for 
one thousand and five hundred pounds, without your mentioning a 
word about the loss you have been nobly and silently enduring ? 

Publisher, An agreement ’s an agreement, and you are only ex- 
periencing one result of the beneficial system of royalties. 

U, XT, Novelist, Quite so I But if there is to be division of profits, 
there should be division of losses as well. So [taking out cheque- 
book, and hurriedly writing in it) there! Not a word of thanks! 
It ’s merely repaying you the fifteen hundred 1 ’ve received, with 
another thousand to compensate you for the loss on production. 

Publisher [melted into tears). Oh, thanks, thanks! You have 
averted ruin from my starving little ones I And if you should wish 

to bring out any other work of . He is gone, to escape my 

gratitude! [Takes up cheque,) far the best thing he ever 
wrote ! ( Curtain . ) 

PoLiTiCAi. Parallel. — ^Mr. Chamberlain declared the other day 
the Government were in a hole. Was it in reference to this that the 
Duke of Argyll spoke in the Lords of Lord Kosebery’s “ Pitt ” ? 


Utterly Unknown Novelist, Then I am afraid that my last three- 

volumed work of fiction, in spite of the cordial way in which it was A Glass too Much (eor Oxttsiders last Wednesday).- 
reviewed by my brother-in-law in the Weekly Dotard, my maternal Isinglass, 
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iiMr\cD TUP Dnccr Broken-down Plunger, you know. 

UlMDcR Tnt KQob. repudiates any knowledge of this type,) He’s got one song 

{A Story in Scenes,) about a Hansom Cabby who has to drive the girl he was engaged to 

a ^ Tir m* -77 • before he was broke, and she ’s married some other fellow since, and 

ScENB IT. Same as preceding, Mr. Tootey ?s slowly recovering j^g^g little daughter with her, and the child gives him his 

from the mental collapse produced by the mention of the word fare, and — well, somehow it makes you feel choky when he sings it. 

Eldorado, Even Mr. Ourphew couldn’t find anything to complain of in Walter 

Mrs, Toovey, Althea is out of the room, Pa, so there is no Wildfire ! 
reason why you should not speak out plainly. Althea {who has entered during this speech). Mamma, I can’t find 

Mr, Toovey [to himself ). No reason— oh! But I must say some- ynur spectacles anywhere. Mr. Curphew, who is this Walter 
thing. If only I knew whether it was my Eldorado— but, no, it ’s a Wildfire Charles is so enthusiastic about ? 
mere coincidence! [Aloud— shakily,) Charles, my boy, you— you ’ve Mi's, T, [hastily). No one that Mr. Curphew knows anything of 


reason why you should not speak out plainly. Althea {who has entered during this speech). Mamma, I can’t find 

Mr, Toovey [to himself ), No reason— oh! But I must say some- ynur spectacles anywhere. Mr. Curphew, who is this Walter 
thing. If only I knew whether it was my Eldorado— but, no, it ’s a Wildfire Charles is so enthusiastic about ? 
mere coincidence! [Aloud— shakily,) Charles, my boy, you— you ’ve Mi's, T, [hastily). No one that Mr. Curphew knows anything of 

shocked me very much indeed, as you can see. But, about the — and certainly not a fit person to be mentioned in your hearing, my 
name of this establishment, now— isn’t it a curious one for — ^for dear, so let us say no more about it. Supper must be on the table 


a music-hall^ Charles ? M— mightn’t it be 
— say a mine ^ now ? 

Mrs, T, Theophilus, this is scarcely the tone 


M— mightn’t it be confused with — well by this time ; we had better go in, and try to find a more befitting 

topic for conversation, Charles, have the goodness to put this— 
s is scarcely the tone . I expected you this paper in your pocket, and let me see no more of it. 


to do that, {Aloud,) I do, 
Charles, I do — though at the 
same time, I can quite under- 
stand how one may, unwittingly 
— I mean, you might not be 
aware of 

Mrs, T, You, Pa, of all people 
in the world, trying to find ex- 
cuses for his depravity ! The 
very name of the place is enough 
to indicate its nature ! 

Mr, T, {hastily). No, my lover- 
surely not. There I think you go 
too far— too far altogether I 

Mrs, T, I appeal to Mr. Cur- 
phew to say whether such a 
place is a proper resort for any 
young man. 

Curphew [to himself). Wish I 
was well out of this ! {Aloud.) 
I— I really don’t feel qualified to 
give an opinion, Mrs. Toovey. i 
Many young men do go to them, 

I believe. 

Charles^ {to himself). Is this I 
chap a prig, or a humbug ? I ’ll ' 
draw him. {Aloud,) I suppose, 
from that, you never t hink of 
going yourself ? 

Mrs, T, Mr. Cuephew’s tastes 
are rather different from yours, 
Charles. I am very sure that 
he is never to be seen among the 
audience at any music-hall, are 
you, Mr. Curphew ? 

Curph, (to himself). Could I 
break it to her gently, I won- 
der. (Aloud,) Never — my pro- 
fessional duties make that im- 
possible. 

Charles {to himself), I knew 
he was a muff! (AloudJ) I 
should have thought you could 






















... “If Iwereyou It..«M„’*>ne«ioathistoAuut.- raSirt^^otWCow 

A ^ wanted to go— m your profession. And they’ve demanded a hundred and seventy-five pounds over 

(to Mmself), He suspects something. (Aloud,) Should and above the five hundred he paid on his shares. Now ^/owknow 
^ 07,^ A > , ^ do that, Charles ? Is he legally liable to pay ? 

i a newspaper, you know. Don’t they Charles, Couldn’t possibly say without knowing all the facts. 

. 7 ^ It’s a Limited Company, I suppose ? ^ me i 

^ occasion to make use of it. Mr, T, I— I don’t know, Charles, but I can show you the 

hall, may turn up youi nose at music- offloM document -wMoh— ah.— happens to be in my hands. I’m 

JoteUectud enough fox yon. , afraid I didn’t examine it yery carefuUy-I was too upset. ( He 


), Yes, my love, I shall certainly 
very seriously. (To himself) And 
end this awful uncertainty ! 

Curph, (to himself as he fol- 
lows to the Dining-room), “Not 
a fit person to be mentioned in 
her hearing ! ” I wonder. Would 
she say the same if she knew? 
When shall I be able to tell her ? 
It would be madness as yet. 

Scene III. — The Study, Mr. 
Toovey and Charles are alone 
together, ^ Mr. Toovey has 
found it impossible to come to 
the point, 

Charles (looking at his watch), 

I say, Uncle, I’m afraid I must 
trouble you for that wigging at 
once, if I’m going to catch my 
train back. You ’ve only seven- 
and-a-half minutes left to exhort 
, me in, so make the most of it. 

Mr, T, (with embarrassment), 

/ Yes, Charles, but— I don’t wish 
to be hard on you, my boy — ^we 
are all liable to err, and — and, in | 
y point of fact, the reason I was 
' a little upset at the mention of 
the Eldorado is, that a very dear 
■ old friend of mine, Charles, 
has latel5r:Lost a considerable sum 
through investing in a Company 
of the same name— and, just for 
the moment, it struck me that 
it mighty have been the music- 
hall— which of course is absurd, 
eh? 

Charles, Bather ! SHel^couldn’t 
possibly have lost it in the music- 
hall, Uncle ; it ’s ridiculous ! 

Mr, T, (relieved). Just what 1 
thought. A man in 'his — ah — 
responsible position — oh no. But 


Charles, Couldn’t possibly say without knowing all the facts. 
It’s a Limited Company, I suppose ? 

Mr, T, I— I don’t know, Charles, but I can show you the 
omcial document which — ah — happens to be in my hands. I ’m 
afraid I didn’t examine it very carefully— I was too upset. ( He 


T 4 .VA jvu.. aiiaiu. x UJ.UJJ. b tjiaiiimtj iu Tory careiuuy — ± was too upset. {lie 

thon?^voii’ll t^ed up my nose at them, goes ^ his seeritaire, and returns with a paper, which he offers 

^ ‘ ^ CHiEiiis’s inspection.) You won’t miid my covering up the 

OTifirJfitt T-P +ViA'tr vr u X lA TV -r name? My— my friend wouldn’t care for it to be seen — I’m 

LnarCes, ii they did, you wouldn t catch me there. But I can tell sure. 

get hold^S^reallv (p/ances at the top of the paper, and roars with 

the El or might do worse than drop mto laughter), I say, Uncle, your friend must be a jolly old juggins ! 

tfhe^* Walter WttDFiBl^^^^^^ evening-jnst 1 think he could be'^descibel as>% 

^ haagine myself going there ^^Charies. l^but I mean, not all there, you know-trifle weak 


supose Mr. Cpkphkw would allow him- ™.^r. 


self to be corrupted by a hoy li& you- 


Mr, T, {with dignity). He never professed to be a man of busi- 
ness, Charles, any more than myself, and his inexperience was 
shamefully abused — most shamefully ! 

Charles, Abused ! But look here. Uncle, do you mean to say you 
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Mr, T, I believe that is 
-what they call it. And—and 
is he bound to send them a 
cheque for it at once, 
Charles ? 

Charles, Send, them a 
cheque ? Great Scott ! Why 
it is a cheque ! They ’re pay- 
ings Atm. It’s the half-yearly 
dividend on his five hundred, 
at the rate of seventy per cent. 

And he was going to Oh, 

Lord ! 

Mr, T, {rising^ and shaking 
C. s hands with effusion). My 
dear Charles; how can *I 
thank you ? If you hneio 
what a load you ’ve taken ofp 
my mind! Then the Com- 
pany isnH bankrupt — it’s 
paying seventy per cent. ! 
Why, I needn’t mind telling 
your Aunt. ( With restored 
complacency,) Of course, my 
boy, I have never occupied 
myself with City matters — 
but, none the less, I believe 
I can trust my natural 
shrewdness— I had a sort of 
instinct, Charles, from the 
first, that that mine was 
perfectly sound. I knew I 
could trust Larsins. 

^ Charles, You, Uncle ! Then 
it was you who was your 
friend all the time? Oh, 
you ’re really too rich, you 
know! 

^ Mr, T, I have never desired 
it; but it will certainly be a 
very useful addition to our — 
ah — ^modest income, Charles. 
But you should check yourself, 
my boy, in this — ah — immo- 
derate laughter. There is 
nothing that I can see to cause 
such mirth in the fact of your 
uncle having made a for- 
tunate investment in a gold- 
mine. 





















1 n 


5 ' 


BREAKING IT GENTLY. 

Son of the Home (who wishes to say something politf ahout our friend 

1.^.* 7/ •^T. j. 1 . . j \ tt-r . 


j . astounding shooting, hut who cannot palter with the truth), 

i^nari^ (as soon as he can think vott were awfully clever at Books, Sib 1 ” 
iak). But it ain't a mine, ^ — — — 


POLITICS IN SOUTH 
AMERICA 

(From our Special Correspondent 
on the Spot) 

Monday, — Everyone is 
afraid that the action of the 
Government in imposing a tax 
upon cycles will nave serious 
effects. Although the fieet do 
not use the carriages thus sur- 
charged, it is not unlikely the 
armour-plated cruised Impar- 
tial may threaten to bombard 
the capital. Altogether the 
situation is critical. 

Tuesday, — My fears were 
well-founded. The capital has 
been bombarded, but not on 
account of the cycle tax, but 
to [show that the commander 
of the armour-plated cruiser 
Impartial objects toj^the pro- 
posed equalisation of Poor 
Bates. Fortunately the Go- 
vernment torpedo - catcher 
Cupid was able to beat off the 
Impartial before serious dam- 
age could be done. StiB, the 
question of the acquisition of 
the telegraphs is causing 
much excitement amongst the 
army. 

Wednesday, — My worst 
fears are realised. The General 
in command of the garrison 
has made the Church Tithes 
question a casus belli. As the 
Government insisted upon pro- 
ceeding with the second read- 
ing, the General thought it his 
duty to set fire to all tne public 
offices. This is considered to 
be an extreme step by many 
important members of the 
Opposition, 

Thursday, — This morning 
dense bodies of troops arrived 
opposite the House of Repre- 
sentatives, with a view to 
bringing pressure to hear upon 


uneie, 1 C— It s the music-hall I Give you my word it is. If you the opponents to the Public Baths and Wash-house Bill, which it 
^ look at the address on the warrant, and you ’ll see will be remembered passed through the Committee stage with the 

H s tne same as on this programme. You’re a shareholder in the assistance of a cavalry regiment and three batteries of artillery, 
hil^racm Palace of Yarieties, Piccadilly ! ^ Friday, — The Budget has disappointed both the fieet and the 

Mr, i. (falling hack), No, CHARLES I I— I acquired them iu'^the army, the combined forces have tien possession of the capital, and 
most periect innocence ! the Government is practioaUy overturned. 

T ^ + a L Innocence I I ’d hack you for that against an entire /S^a^wrday.— Matters are still unsettled. The capital is still in 
intant bcnool, Uncle, ^ But I say, I must be off now. If I were you, possession of the insurgents. The Premier has been released on con- 
I woulan t nmntion this to Aunt. And look here. I ’d better leave dition that he promises to bring in a Bill for the improvement of the 
you tms. {Me hands him the Eldorado programme,) It ’s more in Law of Bankruptcy early next Session. It is rumoured that a body 
mine now. [He goes out, and is heard chuckling in of fresh troops are on their way to the metropolis in charge of a 
the halt and ddwn to the front gate, measure for the Abolition of Tithes, which they desire to carry 

T> a ribald, unfeeling boy I What a Sunday through the Upper House at the point of the bayonet. 

f And how am I ever to tell Cornelia now? (A hell rings,) Sunday, — The^ Admiral commanding the fleet, having proclaimed 
luat s to call the servants up to prayers. (He stuffs the programme himself Dictator,” attended church in state. On his way hack to his 
mto hxs pocket hastily, and rises,) No, I can’t. I can't conduct family palace he was surrounded by the troops, and, after a tough engage- 
j knowledge that I ’m a shareholder in— in a Palace ment, was forced to retire to his flag-ship with heavy loss. The gar- 
A ^ shall slip quietly off to bed. risen would have attended the afternoon service en grande tenue had 

rhcebe (entering). Missus wished me to tell you she was only wait- not the fleet opened fire upon the recently evacuated cathedral. In 
ing tor vom Sir. spite of recent events the popdlace still exhibit uneasiness. 

3ir, 1 , FHOEBE, tell your mistress I ’m feeling poorly again, and — . ... 

have gone to bed. (To himself,) If I could only be sure I don’t talk 

m my sleep I [He shuffles upstairs, 'Piste Subject for Heroic Historical Cartooh.—** ‘ Tommy ’ 

End of Scene IIT. Bowles challenging a division.” Imagine it ! Grand I but unfor- 

■ -- — - tunately the subject too late for pictorial treatment by one of 

A \ -r, xr x. nr m ^ -n . .... -Mr. P.’s youug meu tbis wcck. Think how many would go to make 

rrct- Rising- M.P.— Mr, T. G. Botoes is qiute a up a “ Division ” I ! Remember that Tommy is but a Unit* “ Unit 

new Doy m the House, yet has he none of the diifidence of most is strength,” says T. G, B. 

otner new boys. His continuous questions and his easy oratory will 

styles and titles of “The Flowing Bowles” and 

The Spark^g Bowles.” ^ If Mr, P, adopts him as a frequent and The Unexpected. — Youthful Hereditary Legislator (seen for the 

lavounte subject for an object lesson, such as were Sibthorpe and first time in the neighbourhood of Westminster last week, inquires of 
some others in past times, he may attain the very highest position as Policeman), “ Aw — can you — ar^direct me to the — aw — House of 
Bowles of Punch." Lords ? ” 
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“OVER THE HILLS AHD FAR AWAY I” 

[Mr. Gladstone has gone on a visit to Mr. 
Geobge A.JRMITSTEAD, ,at Black Craig Castle, 
Perthshire. Mr. Henry Gladstone stated that 
the Prime Minister would receive no deputations, 
and that the holiday would be purely recuperative.] 

Pensive Premier museth : — 

Purely recuperative ! Ah! precisely. 

Leave me alone, and I shall manage nicely. 
How the bees boom amidst the pnr^e heather ! 
Better than Bowles and B aetlet ! ( Yawn,) 
Wonder whether 

They'xQ “ booming” still about Sir Willi ak’s 
head; 

Buz-wuz ! Buz-wiiz I And raspy Russell, 
red [crest ? 

With Orange rage, shakes he a towzled 
Creaks he continual challenge, spear in rest ? 
Wags he a menacing fore-finger still 
At me through stout Sir William? Poor 
Sir Will ! ^ [that ! 

How he’d like this I How little he Kkes 
Purely recuperative ! ^ Here I ’ve sat 
Since limcheon — ruminating, reading, nap- 
ping, [clapping 

Thank heaven I cannot hear Lord Kelvin 
Castletowtn’s callow clap- trap. All is still. 
There ’s nothing near I wish to stalk or kill. 
Like Melancholy Jaques, I can note 
The branchy antlers and the dappled coat 
Of “poor sequestered stag,” and yet not 
yearn 

To~make him venison. Yon brabbling burn 
Makes mellower music in my Scottish ears. 
Then the Macallum’s slogan. How the 
cheers 

Of SALiSBUEYmust have fired him as’he smote ; 
Hacked at my character, hewed at my throat 
Like * ‘ sullen spearsman ” upon Plodden field. 
The claymore, like his sires, he loved to 
wield. 


They lost their heads he says, for England’s 
weal, 

And he — well, has he not lost his f 

I feel 

The mellow moorland air, gorse-scented, 
bland [hand 

With heather odour, soothes me, like the 
Of gentle woman on an angry brow. 

Were the great-little Scotsman with me now. 
Like ppud McGeegoe on his native heath. 
Breathing pure-scented, honey-laden breath, 
How his cock- nose would drop, his flaming 
crest 

Droop and unruffle I He’s a scold confest, 

A pedagogue incarnate ; horn-book, tawse. 
Cramming and chastisement, not making 
laws, 

His talent and his temperament best befit. 
Yet— once he lent his eloquence and wit 
To aid the man he now maligns. Ah, me ! 
“Tricky!” — “corrupt!” What arrant 
fiddle-de-dee [blue 

It sounds— upon these moors, beneath the 
Of unpolluted skies I j 

Homee, to you 
I turn. Achilles in his wrath could rage, 
But scarce would stoop the wordy war to 
wage 

With poisoned epithet and shrewish flout 
Like soorpion-tongued Theesites. 

Here, no doubt, 

By Black Craig Castle party wasps would 
turn 

To honey-hiviug bees.* Oh, tinkling burn, 
You set my soul to music. Honest John, 
Yaliant Sir William, you must still fight on 
A little longer. Would ye both were here, 
Aemitstead’s guests, like me, like me with 
cheer 

“ Purely recuperative” holiday 
To take — “ Over the Hills and Far Away I ” 
\Lefli lolling like a Lotus-eater^ 


AH OLD FRIEND DUE NORTH. 

Foe a really humorous drawing commend 
me to the picture in the Daily Graphic of 
Saturday, September 9, representing “the 
civic procession to the luncheon given to Lord 
and Lady Abeedeen by the Lord Mayor of 
Liverpool.” The stately party is preceded 
by a Piper — of course, it is his worship the 
Mayor and common councillors wh 9 pay the 
piper and call the tune on this occasion — who 
is stepping out jauntily. But notice his 
glance ; notice the Mayor’s expression as he 
tries to prevent himself laughing, and hides 
one eye with the sword of State ; notice Lord 
and Lady Abeedeen, the latter lookiug a 
trifle annoyed, while his Lordship is struggling 
with painfully suppressed merriment. What 
is it that has nearly upset their gravity and 
spoilt the procession ? The explanation is at 
hand. On the left of the picture in the 
foreground stands, en evidence it is true, but 
with a reverential air as of one who knows 
his place in society and keeps it. our old 
friend and contributor, Pobert the Waiter ! ! 
It must be he. It is the very man, unless 
he has a Scotch double, or unless he was born 
a twin, and the other Robeet was a Scotch- 
man. There he is. Get the paper and see. 


Noah’s Ark Masonry.— For the first 
time Mr, Punchy G.A.U.W.G.M., and Past 
Grand Everybody, met with mention of the 
“ Royal Ark Mariners.” Do they belong to 
an offshoot, or rather an OKve Branch, of 
Free-Masonry ? “ There are 3980 of them,” 
says the Daily Telegraph, Where do they 
meet ? In an Ark ? Do they enter in pairs ? 
Of course, Noah himself was a Mason, seemg 
that aboard his own,,^vessel he was Sailing 
Master of the Craft. 



OVEE THE HILLS AND FAE AWAY 










ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

EXTRACTED FRO^I THE DIARY OF TOBY, M.P. 

Souse of Commons^ Monday^ Sepieruber 4. — What happened to- 
night in connection with the Blameless Baetley, Bart., should haye 
useM effect in checking the tendencies of the censorious. Haying 
settled businefcs arrangements by moving Resolution, Mr. G. skipped 
out of House to pack up for his journey to Scotland. No boy at 
of term more eager tor holiday; none more thoroughly earned. 
^ heat of discussion going forward on details of Resolution Mr. 
departure not generally noticed. Only one faithful eye — or, to be 
precise, a couple— followed his passage behind Speaeee’s chair. 
Eyes dimmed with tears. For months, from early February to these 
pung September^ days, Baetley, Bart., has sat opposite Mr. G., 
has,^ so to speak, lived in his large and magnificent eye. Now asso- 
dissevered by withdrawal of the stately presence 
from Treasury Bench. And only the other day he had referred to 
Baetley as the Hon. Baronet ” 1 

For a while Baetley, Bart., sat silent and sorrowing. If it had 
been the custom to wear sackcloth on the Oppcsition benches, and 
py ashes had been handy, he would undoubtedly have endeavoured 
to discover what secret consolation their use conveys. Nothing of 
the kind to be had on the premises. After brooding for a while, he 
^ and spoke. “ Where ’s the Peime MmiSTEE ? he criei aloud. 
House hardly recognised in this wailing voice the stern accents 
mm whi^ it IS familiar from the same quarter. “ It is not proper 
that the House should sit without the Peime Ministee.” 

SaxTERE OF Malwood (after aU a kind-hearted man, quick to 
sympathy) endeavoured to cpmfort the Bereaved. “Not proper,'^ 
WL House to sit without presence of Peime Ministee I 


**v.*o» wv 01.U wxbij.uu.u jjrcfiCJULUO OX iJliJylSXBE 1 

Wily, lor SIX vears we had no Prime Minister here.” 

‘That’s all very weU, but,” as Baetley, still weeping for the 
, rEEMiEEand not to be comforted, subsequently observea to Admiral 


Field, “ you can’t mend a broken heart by a quip.” Hanbuey and 
I Tommy Bowles did their best to soothe him ; walked him up and 
down the Terrace ; gave him a cup of tea, a bottle of smelling salts, 
and a cabinet portrait of Mr. (I. But it was only late at night, 
when House had got into Committee, he so far recovered as to move 
to reduce a vote by £100, in order to plead for some amelioration of 
the lot of the Treasury Yaluer. 

Business done, — Arrangements completed for Autumn Session. 

Souse of Lords, Tuesday, — Remember one night in years gone 
by, whilst Haetingtout was still with us in the Commons, he 
interrupted one of his own speeches by a portentous yawn. Com- 
plimented him on the feat ; few men, 1 said, would have the pluck 
to do it; might yawn at other people’s speeches, but never at 
their own. 

Toby,” said Cototy Guy, “you don’t know how dem’d 
dull the speech was. You only had to listen to some of it. 1 had to 
deliver it all.” 

Thought of this to-night listening to old friend in Lords, now 
scarcely disguised as Dulse of Devoitshire. Spoke for nearly two 
hours. Those who read it will find speech admirable ; one of the best, 
most weighty, indictments of Home Rule and the tactics that have 
bi^ught it into position of Ministerial measure. But alack ! for those 

1 ? least, sat through the two hours ; not many, all 

told; an hour enough for The Macullum More; other Peers on 
both sides of House folded their tents like the Arab, and as silently 
stole away. ^ The Maekiss gallantly kept his place, sitting for 
^me time with closed eyes, the better to concentrate his attention. 
P eihce Arthur and J oey C. — ^lovely in the Commons, in the Lords 
iJ^of divided— stood sturdily on either side of the Throne. “ The Tii nn 
and the Dnicorn supporting the Crown,” said Rosebery, glancing 
across at them. 

For the ladies in the gallery, mothers and daughters, Devonshibe 
i not so attractive a parti as was Haetingtoh. Still, he is a pillar of 





LAST WEEK. 

Posmible hU improbable Scene in the Upper Home, which perhaps Mr, J-hn B-ms, M.P., may ^‘regret he did not see. 




132 


[September 16, 1893. 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARL 


tTie Unioa, a brand snatched from the Twirning pile to Trhiob the 
wicked hand of Mr. G*. applied the traitrous torch. So they sat and 
listened— half an honr, three-quarters of an hour, an hour. Then 
was heard the light rustle of dainty dresses ; doors softly opened 
along the Gallery; for a moment a 
fair figure stood framed in it, with 
guilty glance around to see if she was 
observed ; then, with winning “ back- 
in-five- minutes” look on innocent 
face, she hastily stepped out. 

The Duke saw none of these things 
nor cared for them. He had a duty to 
perform, and long before Old Mora- 
lity was heard of, the CAVEin)isHi:8 
did their duty. He plodded on thron gh 
the melancholy night ; stolidly^turning 
over the pages of his notes ; stub- 
bornly repressing a growing tendency 
to yawn ; catching his voice up when 
it wearily sank to the level of his 
boots; making most pathetic effort to 
keep it going. TJsually it fell away at 
the end of the third or fourth sentence, 
to be pulled up with harsh jerk at 
commencement of one that followed, 

A good man struggling with the ad- 
versity of having to make a speech on 
a topic harried to death in the other 
House through course of over eighty 
days- 

“Yes,” said the Member for Sark, 
waking up from gentle slumber in- 
dulged in in corner seat at end of 
Gallery; ‘‘but why didn’t he halve 
his adversitv? If he^d been content 
with an hour we should all have been Tbe Devoiishire Yawn, 
grateful, and he would have been spared a moiety of his anguish.” 

Business dowe.— Second Reading of Home-Rule Bill moved in 
House of Lords. 

Thursday , — Again a crowded assembly in Lords to-night to hear 
its most brilliant Member. The Bishops, in great force, clustered, a 
group of fiuttering white lawn, on right of Woolsack. “ The white 
flower of a blameless Parliamentary life,” the Markiss says of them. 
Hot an inch of red benches visible on Opposition side. Even 
Ministerial benches full, though, as was made clear in course of 
debate, not all who sit there are Ministerialists. Rosebery, looking 



Supporting the Crown, 


more boyish than ever, sat amid the elders on Front Bench ; makes 
no sign of intention to follow Selbobite ; takes no note nor hetravs 
^her evidence of uneasiness. SELBORisrE preaches for hour and half. 
Understood to be sermon worthy of his fame; we Commoners in 

g Uery over bar oonld hear only fragmentary portions of sentences. 

^ sported that Selborne had lost his notes ; Member for Sark recog- 
liises most kindly interposition of Providence. 

“If he speaks for hour and half with onlv recollectiou of his notes 
where would he have been if he had them P ” Mnst get Weir to put 
that conundrum to CHAircmoB of the Exchequer. 

Grateful to Rosebery, since at least we can hear him, though he, 


too, now and then falls into habit of dropping end of sentence. This 
the less excusable, since none of them are heavy. A clever speech, 
scarcely obscuring what seems to he difficult position. “Dancing 
among the eggs,” is Balfour of Burohley’s commentary. Of all 
listeners in the brilliant throng none so attentive as the Markiss 
Seems, on the 
whole, to like 
speech better than 
does Spekcer. 

“ Reminds me, 

Toby,” Markiss 
says, “ of what 
Lovelace wrote 
to Lucasta, ‘ on 
going to the wars.’ 

How does it run ? 

I could not love 
Home Rule so 
much 

Loved I not Glad- 
stone more.” 

In the Commons 
pegging away at 
estimates ; occa- 
sional explosions; 

Joseph, popping 
in from Lords, 
said a few genial 
words just to keep 
matters going, and 
disappeared again. 

Came back after 
midnight in time 
to have a round 
with SquiRE OF 
Malwood. 

Uneasy feeling 
prevalent conse- 
quent on an- 
nouncement made 
early in sitting that charwoman emp>loyed in service of House has 
died of cholera. This regarded as being exceedingly inconsiderate. 
(Questions usually every day about cholera at Grimsby and Hull. 
That all very well ; an incident possible to regard with philosophical 
mind. But cholera in onr own kitchen quite another sort of 
microbe. 

“ I ’m a family man,” said Cobb. “It’s no use denying it, and 
I will not attempt it. Was thinking of staying to see this out ; 
begin to think the Session unduly prolonged. In short, if I 
may quote an old proverb adapted to the occasion, I would 
say, When cholera comes in by the window Cobb goes ont by the 
door.” Business i?on«.--Third night Home- Rule debate in Lords. 
Supply in Commons. 

Saturday y 1 A.M. — All up with Little Bill-ee. His worst fears 
are realised. Whilst Captain Willi um has been having a quiet, 
restful time among the heather, Guzzling Bob and Gorging 
Harty have worked their wicked will on the Innocent. Snicker- 
sees have been drawn; blows have been dealt; the hunger of 
Ulster has been satisfied ; Little BiU-ee has been killed and 
eaten. 

“Just so,” said the Lord Chancellor from behind his wig; 
“a meal eagerly partaken of. Now we’ve nothing to do but 
to wait awhile, and see how it agrees with them. You remember, 
Toby, the letters engraved on the tomb of her late husband 
by the sorrowing widow in Ohio? 

S. Y. L. 

‘ See you later,’ she explained to inquiring friends, was its portent. 
S. Y. L., Little Bill-ee, S. Y. L. I ” 

Business done^ — Lords throw out Home-Rule BiU by 419 Votes 
against 41. 


Sartorial. 

“Naked and not ashamed” onr “ Interests” stand, 
“ Scourge of our Toil, monopolist of our Land ! ” 

So someone says. But ’twill he found, if tested, 
These “ naked ” interests are mostly vested. 


A Real “Mayor’s Nest.” — ^The platform (presided over by the 
Mayor of Bristol) on the occasion of the opening of the Bristol Fine 
Art and Industrial Exhibition. (See Illustrated Papers passim,) 


Mono FOR A Man Reprieved from tb:b Gallows,— No noose 
is good news I 
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PAINLESS DENTISTRY.” 

{A Story for the Long Vacation, ) 


Although professional en^aifements (not ■wholly nnoonnected 

with the holding of high judicial oflS.ce in the Tropics) have recently 

prevented me from contributing to the paper which specially repre- 

sents Bench and Bar, I have never lost sight of the fact that when I 
. have a duty to perform, the 

\i' pages of Punch are open to 

these circum- 
stances I find myself once 
1 1 II h again writing to the familiar 

1 address, and signing myself, 

H name, 

ancient head- quarters. 

I must confess that although 
’• ^ communication 

Pump-Handle Court, I 
III stay- 

/ . i] ing at Callerherring, a health 

% // / p^reatly patronised by 

/ \ '^/ / patients of that eminent 

II / ^ doctor Sir Peter Twit- 

"" % ^ is unnecessary to describe 

\ a place so well known to all 

\ -- ™ lovers of the picturesque. I 

^ may hint that the far-famed 

. view of twelve Scotch, Irish, 

and Welsh counties, and the Channel and the Atlantic Ocean, can 
still be en^joyed by those who ascend Mount MacHaggis, and that the 
I tahle-d' h6te at the Royal Hibernian Hotel yet costs, with its seven 
courses, five-and-sixpence. And now to perform my duty, 
j My son, George Lewis Bolton Rollit (he is christened after some 
professional friends of mine, in the hope that at some distant date he 
may be assisted by them in the characters of good fairy godfathers 
m the profession to which it is hoped he may ornamentally belong), 
is extremely partial to sweetstun. He is a habitual glutton of a 
sticky comestible known, I believe, in the confectionery trade as 
“ Chicago Honey Shells.” This toothsome (I have his word for the 
appropriateness of the epithet) edible he devours in large quantities, 
spending at times as much as five shillings to secure an ample store 
of an article of commerce generally bought in quantities estimated 
at the usually convenient rate of ‘‘two ounces for three halfpence.” 

It was after a long gastronomic debauch connected with Chicago 
Hmey Shells that I noticed that George Lewis Bolton Rollit was 
suffering from a swollen face. My son, although evidently in great 
^n, declared that there was notling the matter with him. 
However, as for three successive days he took only two helpings of 
meat and refused Ms pudding, I, in consultation with his mother, 
came to the conclusion that it was necessary to seek the advice of a 
local medical man. George Lewis Bolton Rollit raised objec- 
tions to this course, but they were overruled. 

“ No, Sir, the doctor is not in. He*s out for the day.” 

Such was the answer to my question put twice at the doors of two 
medical-looking houses with brass plates to match. On the second 
occasion I expressed so much annoyance that the servant quite 
sympatMsed with me. 

“Perhaps Master Sammy might do, Sir?” suggested the kind- 
hearted janitor. 

On finding that “ Master Sammy ” was a nephew of the o-wner of 
the house and a qualified medical man, I consented, and “Master 
Sammy” was sent for. There was some little delay in his appearance, 
as, although the morning was fairly well advanced, he was not up. 
However, after making a possibly hasty toilette, he soon appeared. 
No doubt he was much older, but he looked about eighteen. He 
was very pleasant, and listened to my Mstory of the case. He 
seemed, so it appeared to me, to recognise the CMoago Honey Shells 
as old acquaintances. It may have been my fancy, but I think he 
smacked his lips when I suggested that George Lewis Bolton 
Rollit had probably eaten five shillings’ worth at a sitting. 

“ You see,” I said, “ he has had a bad face ever since ; and as our 
dentist in town told us about a fortnight ago that sooner or later 
he must have a tooth out, I think this must be the one to which he 
referred. Won’t you see ? ” 

When, after some persuasion, George Lewis Bolton Rollit had 
been induced to open his mouth, “ Master Sammy ” did see. 

“Yes,” observed the budding doctor, aftei; he had looked into my 
lad’s mouth as if it were a sort of curiosity from India that he was 
regarding for the first time, “ yes, I think it ought to come out.” 

And armed with this opinion I asked my medical friend if he 
knew any one in Callerherring capable of performing the operation. 

“Well, yes,’’ he replied, after some consideration; “there’s a 
nice little dentist round the corner. He’s called Mr. Leo Arm- 
strong.” 


Then “ Master Sammy ” smiled, and I felt sure that he and “ the 
nice little dentist” must have quite recently been playing marbles 
together. Next came the question of the fee. “Master Sammy” 
was disinclined to accept anything, evidently taking a low estimate 
of the value of his professional services. However, he ultimately 
said “ Three- and- sixpence,” and got the money. I would willingly 
have increased it to a crown had I not feared that the moment my 
back was turned “Master Sammy ” would have followed the example 
of George Lewis Bolton Rollit, and himself indulged in five 
shillings’ worth of Chicago Honey Shells. 

Mr, Leo Armstrong hved in a rather fine-looking house, orna- 
mented with an aged brass plate, suggesting that he had been estab- 
lished for very many years. A buttons opened the door, and, on 
my inquiring as to whether Mr, Leo Armstrong was at home, 
promptly answered “Yes.” 

From the venerable appearance of the brass plate I had expected 
to see a rather elderly dentist, ■with possibly white hair and certainly 
spectacles ; so I was rather taken aback when a dapper young fellow, 
who seemed about the age of “ Master Sammy,” entered the 
waiting-room. The juvenile new-comer made himself master of the 
situation. He seized upon the jaw of poor trembling George 
Lewis Bolton Rollit, and declared that “ it must come out.” 

“He’d better have gas,” he observed. “But as I am full of 
engagements this morning, you really must let me fix a time.” ^ 

Then he took out a pocket-book which I could not help noticing 
contained such items as “ Soda-water— 35.,” “ Washing— 5s.,” and 
“ Church collection— 6d.,” and placed our name and time amidst the 
other entries. 

We kept our appoiniment. The buttons was in a state of excite- 
ment. Mr. Leo Armstrong received us. and pointed to the gas 
apparatus with an air of triumph, as if he had had some difldoulty in 
getting it entrusted to him in consequence of his youth . Then ‘ ‘ M aster 
Sammy” made his appearance. He was going to administer the 
gas. It was a pleasant family party, and I felt quite parental. Had 
it not been for poor George Lewis Bolton Rollit's swollen face, 
I should have said to Mr. Leo Armstrong, “ Master Sammy,” my 
boy, and the buttons, “ Here, lads, let us make a day of it. I will 
take you all to Madame Tussaul’s and the Zoological Gardens.” 

“You have had the gas, haven’t you?” said “Master Sammy,” 
who had been fumbling with the apparatus. “ How do you put it 
on ?” 

Poor George Lewis Bolton Rollit, under protest, described 
the modus operands Then the mouth was opened, and “Master 
Sammy ” applied the gas. I am sorry to say he performed the 
operation rather clumsily, and my poor lad never “went off.” 
George Lewis Bolton Rollit subsequently described every detail 
of the performance, and said that he had suffered excruciating 
pain. Then Mr. Leo Armstrong went to work, and, after several 
straggles, got out a bit of tootb, and then another. Then George 
Lewis Bolton Rolut came to himself, and the usual comforts 
were Eupplied to him. 

“I think there’s a hit of the tooth still in the gum,” said Mr. 
Leo Armstrong ; and then, after a pause, with the air of Jack 
Horner pulling out a plum, he produced an immense pair of forceps 
from the instrument drawer. There.” he added, triumphantly, as 
he exhibited another piece of ivory, “ I told you so ! ” 

George Lewis Bolton Rollit had now snfldciently recovered to 
complain bitterly of the pain he had suffered. 

“ Impossible,” I observed ; “ remember this is painless dentistry.” 

I had not intended the remark as a witticism, hut rather as a solace 


I had not intended the remark as a witticism, hut rather as a solace 
to the sufferer. Still, “Master Sammy” and Mr, Leo Armstrong 
accepted it as first-class waggery, and indulged in roars of 
laugnter. Then the former took his departure. I found that I was 
indebted to the latter to the extent of 15s. I don’t know how my 
dentist had arrived at the sum, hut he said it with such determination 
that I could only offer a sovereign and receive the change. 

“I want my tooth,” said George Lewis Bolton Rollit, who 
is of an affectionate nature, “ I want to give it to Mother.” 

Then Mr, Leo Armstrong interposed. He desired to keep the 
tooth (in several pieces) himself. I understood him to say that he 
regarded it as a memorial of an initial victory — ^his first extraction. 

“Dear me!” I exclaimed, “Why I thought you had been 
established at least twenty years, Mr. Leo Armstrong.” 

“Well, to tell ■the truth,” was the reply, “I am not Mr. Leo 
Armstrong. He ’s away for the day, and! am taking his place I ” 
Then George Lewis Bolton Rollit and I bowed ourselves out. As 
I left the premises I fancied I heard the click of marbles. No doubt 
“Master Sammy” and “Mr. Xeo Armstrong” had resumed the 
game onr -visit had interrupted. I was relieved to find myself safe 
from a fall caused perchance by one of their runaway hoops. 

And now to perform my duty. I need scarcelv say that it is to 
add my recommendation to that of Sir Peter Twitwillow anent 
Callerherring. You should not fail to visit the place, especially if 
you have a son suffering from “ a raging tooth,” that “ must come 
out.” {Signed) A. Breetless, Junior, 

Pump-JSandle Courts Temple^ Septemher^ 1893. 
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It s of three jovial huiitsmeii. an’ a hunting they did go ; 

An they hunted, an they hollo’d, an’ they blew their horns also. 

A 1 -j ;i J-opkyetherel [wind. 

An one said, Mmd yo r ayes.’ and keep yo’r ‘ noes ’ well down Ih’ 
An then, by scent or scet, we ’ll leet on summat to our mind.” 

Look ye there ! 


They hunted, an’ they hollo d, an’ the first thing they did find 
Was a tatter’t boggart, in a field, an’ that they left behind. 
Look ye there ! 

One said it was a scarecrow, an’ another he said “Nay"; 

It ’s just the British Farmer, an’ he seems in a bad way.”* 
Look ye there 1 
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BRILLIANT SUGGESTION. 

[Overheard at the Seaside,) 

She. “So MUCH NICER NOW THAT ALL THE VISITORS HAVE GONE. Don’T YOU THINK SO ? ’* 

Ee, “Yes, by Jove 1 So jolly nice and quiet 1 Often wonder that Everybodt doesn’t come now, when there *s 
Nobody here, don’t vou know 1 ” 


They hunted, an’ they hollo'd, an’ the next thinj? they did find 
Was a gruntin’, grindin’ grindlestone, an’ that they left behind. 
Look ye there I 

One said it was a grindlestone, another he said “Nay ; 

It ’s just th’ owd Labour Question, which is always in the way.” 
Look ye there I 

They hunted, an’ they hollo’d, an’ the next thing they did find 
Was a bull-calf in a pinfold, an’ that too they left behind. 

Look ye there I 

One said it was a bull-calf, an’ another he said “ Nay ; 

It is just a Eural Voter who has lately learned to bray.” 

Look ye there ! 

They hunted, an’ they hollo’d, an’ the next thing they did find 
Was a two-three children leaving school, an’ these they left behind. 
Look ye there I 

One said that they were children, but another he said “ Nay ; 

They ’re Benominational-diwels, who want freedomjpZwa State-pay.” 
Look ye there I 

i They hunted, an’ they hollo’d, and the next thing they did find 
Was two street-spouters and a crowd, an’ these tney left behind, 
Look ye there I 

One said they were street-spouters, but another he said, “ Nay ; 
They’re just teetotal lunatics who on Veto want their say.” 

Look ye there I 

They hunted an’ they hallo’d, an’ the next thing they did find 
Was a dead sheep hanging by it’s heels, an’ that they left behind. 
Look ye there I 

One said it was Welsh Mutton, but another he said, “ Nay ; 

It ’s the ghost of a Suspensory Bill; we ’d better get away 1 ” 

Look ye there I 

They hunted, an’ they hollo’d, an’ the next thing they did find 
Was a fat pig boltin’ thro’ a hedge, an’ that they left behind'. 

Look ye there ! 


One said it was an Irish hog, but another he said “ Nay ; 

It ’s our plump, pet Home- Rule porker, which the Lords have 
driven away ! Look ye there I 

So they hunted, an’ they hollo’d, till the setting of the sun ; 

An’ they’d nought to bring away at last, when th’ huntin-day 
was done. Look ye there I 

Then one unto the other said, “ This huntin’ doesn’t pay ; 

But we ’ve powler ’t up an’ down a bit, an’ had a rattlin* day.” 

Look ye there 1 

aXJEER QUERIES. 

Parson and Premier. — I see that a person who is called “the 
Episcopal Vicar of Blairgowrie ” said that he wo^d decline to shake 
hands with the Prime Minister, in the utterly improbable event of 
the Prime Minister wishing to shake hands with him. May I 
inquire how there can be a “ Vicar of Blairgowrie ” at all? Is not 
the Established Church in Scotland the Presbyterian one ? I know 
that they have “ Lord Rectors ” up north, and so perhaps there are 
Rectors as well, but I never heard of a Lord Vicar. “The Lord 
Vicar of Blairgowrie ” would sound^ rather well. But what would 
his Lord Bishop say ? Can any genuine Scotchman kindly assist me 
in unravelling this puzzle ? — Soutbcron Body. 

Our Auxiliaries. — ^When are we likely to have a Minister 
of War who wRL do real jmtiee to Officers of the Volunteers ? 
I may say that I am thinking of becoming an Officer myself, 
and I fancy that the following inducements would be likely 
to bring in a fresh supply of these deserving men:— (1) Ex- 
emption from Taxes* (2) Ditto from Rates, and Serving on 
Juries. (3) More gold braid ever 3 rwhere. (4) A Volunteer Captain 
to rank equal to a Lieutenant-Q-eneral. and a Major of Volunteers 
equal to the Commander-in-CMef . (5) Retiring pension, and not less 
than six medals or decorations, after half a years service. Do you 
fbinTr that there would be much good in my writing to Mr. 
Campbell-Bannerman and suggestmg this ? — ^Modest Merit. 
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AUh. Did you want to speak to me about last night, Mr. Curphew ? 
UNDER THE ROSE. Has my cousin Charles been getting^ into any mischief ? I only 

( A in Scenes ) Came in afterwards ; but you were looking so shocked about some- 

„ _ Was it because he had been to a theatre, and do yo« think 

Scene 1Y»—An Tip-platform at Clapham Junction. ^Qj,y ^cked of him ? 

Time— afternoon. Curph. {to himself). I ought to manage to lead up to it now. 

Curphew [to himself as he paces up and down with a pre-occupied {Aloud.) It was not a theatre exactly — it was well, it was a 
a^V), I ought to have been up at the Hilarity rehearsing hours ago. music-hall. ^ 

Considering all that depends on that play of mine — but there ’ll Alth. Oh I but is there any dinerence r 

be time enough to pull Flattery together before Saturday, And Curph. !Not much — between a music-hall and some theatres. At 
this is the oiuy chance I have of seeing Althea for days. Her theatres, you see, they perform a regular play, with a connected plot 
mother hinted last night that she was obliged to let her travel up to — at least, some of the pieces have a connected plot. ^ At a music- 
Waterloo alone, and if I happen to be going up about this time — hall the entertainment is — er — varied. Songs, conjuring-tricks, 
and of course I do happen to be. I must tell Althea ; I can’t go on ventrilo<iuism, and— and that kind of thing. 

playing a part any longer. I felt such a humbug last night over Alth. Why, that ’s just like the Penny Headings at our 

that confounded Eldorado business. But if I’d revealed myself Athenaeum! 

then as ** Walter Wildfire, Comedian and Vocalist.” those puritanical Curph. Well, I should hardly have — ^but I ’m not in a position to 

E arents of hers would probably have both had a fit on the fioor, and say. (To himself.) I ’m further off than ever 1 

ave kicked me out of the house as soon as they were sufficiently re- Alth. It couldn’t be that^ then ; for Papa has presided at Penny 
covered 1 That ’s the worst of becoming intimate with a serious Readings himself. But Charles must have told him something that 
Evangelical family in the character upset him, for he came down to 

of a hard-working journalist, I breakfast looking perfectly haggard 

ought to have undeceived them, I this morning. Charles had a long 

suppose, but it was such a blessing ^ library with him last 

to sink the shop— and besides, I ’a j night after you left, and then Papa 

seen Althea. It would have been ' '■ went to bed. 

folly to speak until — but she must i.- i '■ V' ^ * Curph. (to himself). I felt sure 

know now, I ’ll have no more false . ’j' . f'/fc- f: that fellow spotted me. So he ’s 

pretences. After all, there’s no let the cat out to old Toovey ! If 

disgrace in being a music-hall I don’t tell her now. {Aloud.) Did 

singer, I’ve no reason to be j/‘ Mr. Toovey seem — er — annoyed? 
ashamed of the means by which /* Alth. He looked worried, and I 

I ’ve got my reputation. Ah! but i believe he wanted to consult j/ow. 

she won’t understand that — the ^ 7 Curph, (to himself). The deuce 

name will be enough for her ! And BiBflyMBl ^ raBi ' / C^louJ) He mentioned 

I can’t blame her if she faUs to '• ^ 

see the glory of bringing whisky / „ Alth. He talked of going round 

and water nightly to the eyes of ;s;s^^ to see you, but Mamma insisted on 

an enraptured audience by sing- v •' staying quietly indoors, 

mg serio-oomio sentiment nnder \M/ Curph. (to Mrmelf). Sensible 

hmelightthrongb clouds of tobacco-'^ -.s...' M WMBi ffiWlCM KV la p woman, Mrs. Tootbt I But I’ve 

smoke. Heaven knows J’m sick Mi”.,! no time to lose. (Aloud.) I think 

enough of it, and if F'Mery only rilBm ' I explain why he wished to 

makes a hit, I dcut the profession , ' • see me. He has discovered my — 

at once. If I could only hear her ' / my secret, 

sayshe— there she is— at last— pd M-';' /jtf li.lHlll'j Alth. Have you a secret, Mr. 

^one, thank goodness I I wish I 1^4 JlBilBHI, | W • m\ Curphew ? {To herself.) He can’t 

didnt feel so prvous— I’m not i'ljlfflap' mean that, and yet-oh, what am 

hkely to get a better opportunity. ^ y il I to say to him ? 

^loud,ashemeets A^TKEA..)MT8. ^ il It S HlMi Curph. I have. I always in- 

Toovey said I might-oan I get tended to tell him— but- but I 

your ticket, or see after your lug- , Ifflm wanted you to know it first. And 

njT n ni! \ ^t was rather difficult to tell. I— I 

i thank you, Mr. Cur- . ^ I risk losing everything by speaking. 

I PHEW,butPH®REisdoingallt^t, / , / / Alth. Ho herself \ Hef^oesmean 






‘r/'^Ur 


Curph. (2fo himself his face fall- 
ing). That 's the maid ; then she ’s 
not alone ! I must get this over 
now, or not at all. {Ahud.) Miss 
Toovey, I — I ’ve something I par- 
ticularly want to say to you ; shall 
we walk up to the other end of the 
platform ? 

Mth. (to herself). It looks more 
spious than ever I Is he going to 


“ He does mean that ! ' 


upset him, for he came down to 
‘=='1 breakfast looking perfectly hageard 

^ I "^1 this morning. Charles had a long 

mJ ^ talk in the library with him last 

® L I night after you left, and then Papa 

™ went to bed! 
i; i V''^ .. *• Curph. {to himself). I felt sure 

K'' f that fellow spotted me. So he ’s 
Toovey! If 
I don’t tell her now. {Aloud.) Did 
Mr. Toovey seem — er — annoyed ? 
y4lSi Alth. He looked worried, and I 

' ' ; believe he wanted to consult you. 

/ Curph. {to himself). The deuce 
/ he did! {Aloud.) He mentioned 

mM ^ y - Alth. He talked of goin^ round 
lo see you, but Mamma insisted on 
' staying quietly indoors. 

Curph. {to himself). Sensible 
V "^oman, Mrs, Toovey I But I ’ve 

no time to lose. {Ahud.) I think 
/ 1 can explain why he wished to 

/' discovered my — 

'Hrw / secret. 

Alth, Have you a secret, Mr. 
Curphew? (To He can’t 

WVA mean that, and yet-oh, what am 

I to say to him ? 

Curph. I have. I always in- 
tended to tell him — but— but I 
wanted you to know it first. And 
it was rather difficult to tell. I— I 
TwiBf^ losing everything by speaking. 

^81^ Alth. {to herself). He does mean 

that ! But I won’t be proposed to 
like this on a railway ]^atf orm ; I 
don’t believe it ’s proper ; and I 
haven’t even made up my mind! 
[Aloud.) If it was difficult before, 
it win be harder than ever now — 
just when another train is coming 
in, Mr. Curphew. 

Curph, {angrily, as the train 
passes).^ Another— already ! The 




««**vv*H ^ T oj. i J.O jjLc gumg^ Lu passes). Another aireadv' The 

^ but still— ^ {Aloud.) I way they crowd the traffic on this line is simply dis But it ’s 

® ® 2^ trmn coming up now. an express. It isn’t going to stop, I assure you it isn’t I 


— 'U , 'T . .i » VWJ. vaukI... WULLUg UJJ UVW. 

Oouldn t you say it m the railway carnage ? [TAc train runs in. 

Curph. {to himself). For Phoebe’s edification! Ho, I don’t 
quite—— {A^oud, desperately.) It — ^it’s something that concerns 
— somethmg I can’t very weU say before anyone else— there ’ll be 
another tram directly — ^would you mind waiting for it ? 


an express. It isn’t going to stop, I assure you it isn’t I 
Alth. It has stopped. And we had better get in, 

Pheehe, I don’t know if you fancy the look of this train, Miss, 
but there ’s an em^ty first-class in front, 

Curph. This train stops everywhere. We shall get in just as soon 
by the next— sooner in fact. 


AWk 7^v TJ.J J— iu. out? lieiu— Buuuer m laci. 

S 'ti. ™- ”• y» '1 

quRenoSd^’it?'^^''^^ chance stfil, if I can get a 


x^urpru niinseij }. jLnere's a cnance stni, ii i can get a 
carnage to ourselves. {Aloud.) No, Miss Toovey, you must let me 


Alth 7 . i ^ x x tvt carriage lu ourselves. \jLioua.) i>o, miss xoovEY, you must let me 

mind - I’m No, never e^e with you. Tour mother put you under my care, yon know. 

conJi^Weone ^ train, Phcebb ; we U wait for a more {To Ph®be.) Here, give me Miss Toovet’s bag. How, Miss 


T. -E, -»• ouau i. gtjo uauK la riiae to 

cloth for dinner. But it ’s the way with aU these quiet ones ! 


Mr , Toovey ifireathlessly). I — ^I consider I am very fortunate in 
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eatohins von, Mr. Citki-hew. I accidentally leamt from my -wife appointed time, is Teri^us Number One, East Pmemouth, and, 

J ® y . _ ? ^ j_ J-* T Z^JI TJCTir^ei^' eT\AoV*IT*i rv 4*iM» WTra^lT ITI H ITTI H 11 A.l 1 XT 


Curph. [impatiently). Yes, yes, but I »m afraid I can’t wait now, particular tune ot year. M.ore 9 ver, it appears tHat a rapicuy in- 

r. f— Mrs. Too VET asked me to take care of your daughter creasing number are of my opimon, seeing how house-buUding, and 

Mr. Toov. Althea will be perfectly safe. And I must have a very good house-building, too, is extending westward, and, alas and 

w words with you at once on a matter which is pressing. Sir, very alack-a-day, Ithreatening immediate destruction to heather, pine, 

■easing indeed. Althea will excuse you* ^ hr, and forest generally. I sing 

Alth. (from the window). Of course. You mustn’t think of « How happy could I be with heather 

iming, Mr. Cuephew. Phcebe will look after me. If builder were only away ! ” 


pressing indeed. Althea will excuse you. 

Alth. (from the window). Of course. You mustn’t think of 
coming, Mr. Cuephew. Phcebe will look after me. 

Curph. Bat— but I have an important engagement in Town 
rayselfl ^ 


No sooner is a house (most of them excellently-planned houses) 
set up, with garden and lovely view of sea, than down in front of 


•' j tTt / V • VI \ 'XT *11 J_ oCu U.y* YVi-UXi KetJLU.CJLl CbJUlU. XWYVJXJf TA^TI vx UiiMfciJ. U-V/TTU *** w w- 

Alth. (unhindly). You will get up quite as soon by the next squats another squatter, up goes another house, the situation is 
tram, Mr. CuEPHEW, or even sooner— you said so yqyself, you rQ^]t)edof the charm of privacy, and unless the owner of the first 
know ! (In an under-tone. ) Stay. V 6. rather you did— you can special tower built, which erec- 

tell^e ^ui^-your secret when :^ome back. . cn. a tion would probably involve him in difficulties with his neighbours, 

The Guard. V^auxhall and Waterloo only, this tram, btand jj^g^ew of the sea is reduced to a mere peep, and in course of time 
back ^ere, please I , ^ will, it is probable, be altogether blocked out. However, as Boys 

[Eeslamsthedoor; the tram moves on, leaving Cubphew on ^ ][)eBoys so Builders be Builders. 

the platform with Mt.Toq^y. » oi. i One of tlie chief advantages offered by Pinemouth as a place 

Curph. \to himself^ htt^ly ). I where a summer holiday may be happily spent, is the facility 

now-and I haven’t told her, after all. AM I’m left behmd, to for getting away from it, in every possible direction; by 

bflvA if. out with this old Tramu ! {Aloud.\ Well. Sir. vou ’ve some- 


have it out with this old pump ! ( 
thing to say to me ? 

Mr. Toov. (nervously). I have- 


(Aloud.) Well, Sir, you ’ve some- 
i — ^yes, certainly — only it — ^it’s of 


rropos of ‘‘road,” the fly-drivers, 
:eepers of P’m’th, are, for the most 
r-stablers, and shopkeepers at any 


’ j " r t paru JUUS-O tuc JLljr-UiAVCXO, ixvcxj-ouwwxBXB, ~ — J 

rather a private nature, and— and perhaps we should be freer from which boasts a recognised season. The eccentric visitor, 

interruption in the wmting-room here. ^ who chooses to come out of the regulation time, must take his 

Curph. (to himself). I msh I’d thought of that my self--eariier. ^j^^nge and be content with out-of-season manners to suit his 
Well, he doesn’t seem very formidable; ^ strikes me I shan’t find it ^ut-of-season custom; still, in the words of the immortal bard, 
difficult to manage him. (Aloud.) The waitmg-room, by all *‘q;i;^ey’re all right when you know ’em, hut you’ve got to know 
means. >am fust ^ ” 

[He follows Mr. Toovet into the General Waiting-room, and hiring of flys and midgets, there is a board of rules 

awaits developments. and regulations stuck up in the railway station and elsewhere, the 

End or Scene lY, interpretation whereof may possibly be mastered by those able and 

willing to devote a few days to the study of its dark sayings. 

■■ ' ■ = “ What *s the meaning of this rule ? ” I inadvertently ask a 

“ rM I c orv I ITU f » ruddy -faced policeman, on whose broad shoulders time unoccupied 

UU t oOU I n . seems to be weighing somewhat heavily, at the same time pointing 


“ rMic crvi ITU f ” ruaay-iacea poiiuem-ciu, ujj. wjulusc uxuau. dlluu.jlu.cxd 

UU t oUU I li . seems to be weighing somewhat heavily, at the same time pointing 

"NThtt? w L rT> T oTYi fra'vplliiifl' due South as I oto now. per to o ne o f the regulations on the board in question. „ , 

L. & S ■ W R.?to joi^ rnTpS aU f rSre may be summed up “ Well, Stt.” replies tie constable, m a carefully measured 
in the accompanying* E,” which is to%his effect tone, » it is this w ”-and then he ownmences.^ 

, M«m.-aiye me_ a Pullman cm, my favourite beverage, a good j ^eathe again : it is half an hour since I addressed that ruddy- 

cigar, or an old pipe charged with well-conditioned bud s-eve,_ an ^ ^ official, from whom, thank goodness, I have at last contrived 

amiable oompamon possessed of sufficient ^ ^ gi^^ng me, as it were, a lecture 

on the Waek board, telling me what this rule might mean if it 

IM like-mse a pack of playing car^, let the g^s might mean if it were 

(K grant ine more than average luck at ec^e another way, and what both rules might mean if they were 

spoof, and never cm I regret the two ^ them read in totally different ways; and how one was 

^ ^ labelled “ a ” (which I saw for myseH), and how another was dis- 

I V tinguisbed by being lettered and how be (my constabulary 

I ^ /I IV F/ AZ inslructor) “ wasn’t quite sure himself whether his reading of ’em 

^ M //I I M fallen,^ was quite right;” then going over. all the paragraphs again in 

/j hill m places. On a indicating each syllable with his finger, as though he were 

/ 1 M / i li summer’s day you pass through a ^ inf^t speUing-class, and finally coming to the conclu- 

I I V \ \Wn ®fP^^®® of Imdscape, refreshingly the Weaver arrived when he surnused that it 

J L \ painted in Nature s brightest water colours ^ a wit of man to understand,” and advising me that, 

on the whole, if any particular case of attempted extortion should 
sandy plains of Aldershot, boxes of toy soldiers, with wMte toy tents u to arise, I should do well not to appeal to these rules and 
and the smartest little flags, have been emptied out; and everywhere jg^^ations but to summon the extortionist before the nearest 
about the tiny figures may be seen marohmg, loimgmg, ^g|ing, magistrate. “But,” said he, as if struck by a new light, 

ndmg, firing, suiveymg, perfornung evolutions to the sound of the ^ 4 ^ lie faced round, in 

warlike trumpet, and generally employed m a sort of mdressed erdermore closely to inspect the mysterious cryptogram. Taking 
rehearsal of such martial busmess as IS mcidental to a Great Campaign his eye being off me for one second, which it had 

•Hwotao fV.D cniviffl n-p +I 1 A frovAlliTio- tmirist ahonld rise so aavamage ui . , . . » j 


as Horse-dealers grapmcauy express ix, ne is wniriea away irom me . ° , - j f an^ji^d I heard him calling after me that he had discovered 
war-^e scene, and is taken through the peaceful grounds .of ^ther; but not even if he had shouted “Stop 

WokmgMm. Here to ttie imwonted mihtary ardour so recptly j „ j- paused in my Mazeppa-like career. “ Once 

aroused in the bosom of the travelhng civiliaii will be administered lugger,” I exclaim to myself, quoting the melodrama.tic 

a succession of dampers m the shape of attractively-placed and .. J saying, 1 entered the hospitable 

most legibly printed reminders to the effect that eligible plots ^ present tenancy, and sank exhausted on the sofa, 

for burial are “ still to be let,” and that the terms for m^ntog jfem . — ^Never again ask a policeman to explain strange cab-rules 

residents in the thriving country town of Necropolis can be obtaoned v rAffulations ^ 


most legibly printed reminders to the effect that ehgible plots present tenancy, and sank exhausted on the sofa, 

for burial are “ still to be let,” and that the terms for m^ntog — ^Never again ask a policeman to explain strange cab-rules 

residents in the thriving country town of Necropolis can be obtaoned v ^.A^a+ions ^ 

on application to Messrs. Somebody and Sons at Suchandsucher Place, * — 

London; the tone of these notices suggestmg, in a generally 

festive spirit, that the ^ood old maxim “first come first served” HOT A QUESTION AT ISSUE. 

wffi be strioriy observed in ^ «f 1“ Mr. Gossb holds a middle station between the older and the yomiger 

Then we come to fair Southampton Water, wi^ ite marine kmd of | criticism. He is neither a distinguished and respectable fossil nor 
flymen waiting to take you to the boats and the boats wting to cShe^e-wheel- --Athenaeum.] 

take vou from the flymen to the yachts. On we speed through » «,llu wllll g . ^ i • -x i. -u -J aa 

the New Eorest, where those historically mcliued remember Oh, luckiest of <>itics ! 

William Eupus, and others, with a modern political bias, think of A joy unquestioning to feel 
William Haecouet ; while the grateful novel-devourer remem- On such authority he s not > 

hers that away in the forest resides the authoress of Zady AudleyH “Awild and whirling Catherine- Respectable, distingmshed 

Secfret, and many other plots. Here, within ten minutes of our wheel.” lOSSiL r 
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A LESSON EOR ^^LABOUR.^^ I 

[^* The overvirlielming Toteof the Yorkshire, Der- 
byshire, and Lancashire miners against accepting 
any reduction, or eyen submitting the wages ques- 
tion to arbitration, does not encourage any very 
sanguine hopes of the Nottingham Conference/’ — 
Westminster Gazette.'l 

“ JfF sentence is for open warP^ Tbus 
spake 

Fierce MoloeL, when within the marly lake 
“ The Stygian Council in dark conference 
met! 

“The scepter’d king’s’’ adyice prevaileth 
yet, 

And Mammon’s self, who in his pristine 
might 

Stooped to the avowal that “ all things invite 
To peaceful counsels,” now in stubborn mood 
Urges resistance— at the cost of blood T 

Yes, Mammon, musing on “the settled state 
Of order,” at that dim chaotic date, 

Sp^ak«j, in the mighty- voiced Miltonic way, 

“ Of Peace,” and “how in safety best we may 
Compose our present evils, with regard 
Of what we are and were.” Mammon’s 
award 

Is now more martial: Mammon, swoln and 
proud ^ 

With domination o’er the moiling crowd, 
Lifts a most arrogant head, and coldly curls 
insolent lip against the clod-soul’d churls 
Whose destiny and duty ’tis to slave 
’Twixt cradle comfortless and cheerless 

f rave, 

at his maw insatiate ! 

Tj . . - . ^ _ , , Proud is PeH ; 

But might not Legend lesson Labour’s self ? 


“Thus sit'iag, thus consulting, thus in 
arms ! ” 

Comes not the echo loud of wild alarms 
To Labour’s Conference? Violence ani 
wreck, 

Inoendiar 3 r hate^ that sense should check. 

Mad mob-intimidation, brutal wrath, — 
These are strange warders for the pleasant 
path 

Of human progress I While they crowd and 
clash 

In headlong stubbornness and anger rash, 
Whilst factories burn, and workmen fall in 
blood, 

And women mourn, and children moan for 
food. 

Unnumbered multitudes the misery feel 
Who share not in its making I 

Mars’ red steel 

Is sheathed to-day at Arbitration’s nod ; 
Hath this no lesson for the milder god ? 
Vulcan, the smithy- toiler, and his crowd 
Of sooty Cyclops, raging fierce and loud, 
Impetuous, implacable, whilst Mars, 

That savage god of sanguinary wars, 

Awaits the award of Arbiters of Peace I 
Strange contrast I 

“ Cease, great hammer - 

: wifclder, cease ! ” 

Says the Sword-besurer. “ Cease this frenzied 
fray. 

Try Arbitration — ^’tis the gentler way, 

And wiser. 1 have tried it — shall not you ? 
Call back your Cyclops, let not them imbrue 
Swart hands in Battle’s sanguinary hue. 
Shall War, now partly driven from the field, 

I Find refuge in the factory, nor there yield 
To the sage suasion of m ud Equity, 

I At whose just Arbitration even I 


Susp?nd or drop the sword ? ” 

So Mars, and so 
All friends of Labour. Raise no stubborn 
“No!” 

At Arbitration’s offering, seeing that there 
Lies fairest hope of an adjustmenUfair 
’Twixt clashing claims, which if they “fight 
it out ” 

In war’s wild way may put to utter rout 
Humanity’s fairest hopes. Oh, time enough 
When Arbitration fails to essay the rough 
And ruddy road of Mars. Stay, Vulcan 
stay ! 

Or blameless hosts long-menaced by your 
fray 

May have a stern effective word to say ! 

And you, as once of old, though stout and 
tall, 

Kicked out of heaven may have a maiming 
f aU I 


SUROEON-MAJOR PARKE. 

( Doctor to Stanley's Emin Pasha Relief Expedi^ 
tiom. Died September 10, aged 35. ) 

“ Rauest doctor in the world ! ” 

Tribute rare from sturdy Staisxey ! 
Skilful, tender, modest, manly ! 
England’s flag may well be furled 
Over the young hero’s bier. 

Whose memory is to England dear. 
Africa has cost us much. 

Fortune send us many such I 


Mbs. R. sajs she understands that dis- 
affeeting (disinfecting) fiuid was discovered 
by the great Condt, a celebrated Frenchman. 
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TO DOCTOE FALSE. 

Yotj’eb not m-/aZ’&e’-le, 

Doctor dear — 

Excuse the painful pxin, 

Though you merit treat- 
ment e’en more severe 
For aU the ill you ’ve | / 

done. [doubt ! 'l. 

You held a nasty cloud of 
Above our sunfit sky, 

And now at length we ’ve : 
found you out, [by. - 
Our summer is near gone ^ 

\ 

Yes, a summer indeed 
we ’ve had this year, 

In spite of your doleful 
croak. 

Though perhaps your early 
prediction drear 
Was simply a practical 
joke — 

A wearisome joke that 
wouldn’t die, 

For every man one met 

W ould remind one of Faibe 
and his prophecy — 

“We’re soon to have 
lots of wet.” 

But what of the tradesmen 
who laid in store 
Of “brollies” and mac- | 
kintosh 

On the strength of your 
hint as to rain galore 
And unlimited Autumn , 
slosh ? 

Oh, False, if they but got 
hold of you, ! 

What a tane they wo%dd , 
perform ! 

There’s one prediction 
we ’d warrant true— 

You ’d find it extremely 

I warm I 



?one 




1 ^ 



WELL, REALLY, MY DEAR!” 


Mrs, JR. “Christopher darlikg, I never can remember whether ‘ Soda- 
water’ IS written as One Word or Two joined together by a Syphon ? 1* 


THE THREE TARTARS. 

(JBy One of the “ Thirty-six 
Tyrants ” of the Lilyeral 
Party.) 

Hanbitrt, Bowles, and 
Bartley, 

Talk and wrangle tartly ; 
Sour as unripe cranberry 
Are Bartley, Bowles, and 
Hanbury ; 

Three most sorrel souls 
Are Hanbury, Bartley, 
Bowles 1 

They the blame would fix 
On the Liberal Thirty-six. 
As “ tyrants,” what are we 
Compared with that “ Tar- 
tar Three,” 

Who— but I T1 be mum 
‘ ‘ I hear the Tartar drum I ’ ’ 
Loudly thumped, and 
smartly. 

By Hanbury, Bowles, 
and Bartley 1 

Cher Chez P Homme. 

[“ The appearance of a La- 
dies^ Eight on the Thames in 
the Cookham district has at- 
tracted considerable attention. 

. . . Mr. R. C. Lehmann has 
handled the rudder-lines on 
more than one occasion, and 
General Hammersley has 
also been out as coxswain.” — 
Lmly NewsJ\ I 

The Ladies’ Eight at Cook- 
ham rows right well. 
There ’s many a crew of 
men would not get 
near them; 

But is it not a saddening 
truth to tell? 

The ladies often take a 
man to steer them I 


GOLDEN MEMOKIES. 

{By a [not) D%mb Waiter,) 

Summers come and Summers go, Sir, 

As appints the course of Nater : 

In the winter I ’m a grocer. 

In the Summer I ’m a waiter. 

I ’m a waiter at the sea-side ; 

There ’s the “ Grand Hotel” up yonder — 
Never hancient Borne or Greece eyed 
Poet of the Summer fonder. 

Though I ’m quite self-heddycated, 

Yet I love the Summer golden ; 

Every gent on whom I ’ve waited 
Feels ’isseH to me beholden ; 

As appropriate verse I quote, Sir, 

I can watch ’em growing gladder : 

They ’re aweer ’ow much I dote. Sir, 

On the golden light and shadder, 

“ Tipped with the clouds and copses, 

“ Tipped with gold^^ yon arf -awake ox, 

“ Tipped with gold^^ the sheep and wapses, 
“ Tipped with goW^ the ’arvest ’aycocks ; 
“ Tipped with gold ” the cows as browses, 
Ditto waves and fish and sea-things, j 
Ditto shops and dwellin’-’ouses, 

Ditto our hotel and tea-things. 

Tipped with goW^ It’s langwidge 
splendid. 

Summing hup the Summer brightly— 
Good for Nater, good for men, did 
Gentlemen hut read it rightly. 

“ Tipped with gold ” still what I quote is : 

’Umble folk should not be proud, Sir, — 
Which I ’opes you ’ve marked our notice — 
“ No gratuities allowed,” Sir I 


LINES ON (AND OFF) AN ITALIAN MULE, 


0 dubious hybrid, what your patronymic 
Or pedigree may he, does not much matter ; 
But if my own attire you mean to mimic. 
And fiaunt the fact that you, too, have a 
hatter— . [you 

Well then, in self-defence I ’ll pick with 
A bone or two. 






Perchance you have a motive, deep, ulterior, 
In donning head -gear borrowed from 
banditti ? 

You wish to show an intellect superior, 

(And Mde a profile which is not too pretty ?) 
Or is it, simply, you prefer to go 
Incognito f 

A transmigrated Balaam’s self you may be. 
But still I bar your method of progres- 


X’ UX YVXIXXC X OXUj a,o , j 

And scale each precipice in steep succes- 
sion, [t'lJLe edge 

You scorn the mule-track, and pursue 
Of ev'ry ledge. 

How can I scan with rapt enthusiasm 
These Alpine heights, when balanced d la 
Blondin, , chasm ? 

While you survey with bird’s-eye view each 
I cry JSyupp! Avanti! — you respond in 
Attempts straightway to improvise a 
‘ ‘ chute” For me, you brute ! 

Basta ! per Bacco ! I ’U. no longer straddle 
( With cramp in each adductor and extensor) 
This seat of torture that they call a saddle 1 
Va via ! in plain English, get thee hence, 

QY [rest, 

On second thoughts, to leave unsaid the 
I think, were best I 

TO MAUDE. 

{In and Out of Church,) 

A LITTLE saint 1 At church I see you pray. 
As if a worldly thought would make you 
faint. 

Serenely walking on your heavenly way, 

A little saint. 

And yet— although I would make no com- 
plaint, — 

You quickly doff the grave to don the gay. 
Your cheeks aren’t wholly innocent of paint, 
You fiirt outrageously the livelong day. 
Colloquially, dear Maude, in fact you ain’t 
I’m thoroughly rejoiced to say 

A little saint. 
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LOTE AND LAW. 

(A Fragment from a Modem 
Romarbce.) 

[“It would be distinctly an advan- 
tage to girls to serve as clerks in a 
lawyer’s office before they launched 
forth on the world.” — Weekly 
Faper, 

Edwin was sad indeed, for 
aU had gone against him. He 
had lost everything. Even the 
furniture in the house he occu- 
pied was scarcely his— for aU he 
knew, at any moment it might 
he seized in execution. 

“ What shaU I do ? '» he asked 
again, wringing his hands and 
tearing his hair. 

“Cheer up,” was the reply, 
spoken in a soft voice and by a 
sweet-faced girl. It was Ange- 
lina. 

“And yon have come to me 
in my distress — after I have 
treated yon so badly ? ” he said, 
with a flush of shame colouring 
his hitherto pale face. 

“No, darling,” returned the 
golden-haired maiden, looking 
into his brown eyes with optics 
of an azure hue. “ Do not say 
that yon have behaved badly 
to me. You wrong yourself; 
yon do, indeed.” 

“ Have I not deserted yon? ” 
he asked in a tone of bitter 
sorrow. 

‘But only after yon had 
written me letters upon which 
I could base an action for 
breach of promise,” murmured 
the forgiving girl. 

“But do yon 
proceed upon them ? 
earnestly. 

“Yes, my own. To quote | 
that touching song yon so fre- 


to 

he asked 




DOMESTIC ECONOMY. 

Vicar's Wife). ** Akd what’s to be done with the Sole 


THAT WAS SAVED YESTERDAY, Ma’AM ? * 


quently sang to me in the gilded 
days of the golden past, ‘ it will 
be the best for you and best 
for me.’ 1 shall certainly ask 
for substantial damages.” 

“ And is there no way to avoid 
this crushing, this final dis- 
aster ? ” asked the young man, 
in deep distress. 

“ Dearest, you know that I 
have studied the law. W ell, I 
would propose that yon should 
carry out your contract. I have 
here the *form which requires 
but the registrar’s signature to 
make ns man and wife. What 
do you say to the matter being 
settled to-morrow ? ” 

“ If it must be so, it must,” 
returned Edwin, in a tone of re- 
signation. “ And now, as we 
are to be married to-morrow, 
let us dine together. I have an 
invitation from my aunt at 
Putney to stay with her until 
my goods have been seized and 
sold. I am off. ^ She will extend 
to you her hospitality.” 

“ Oh, my betrothed, I cannot 
come.” she sobbed. “ I am kept 
herejw duty.” 

“Well, as von will, he re- 
plied, carelessly. “ But I sup- 
pose we meet at noon at the 
registrar’s to-morrow ? 

“Yes, for by that time all 
will be over. The goods will 
be removed, and I shall be free 
— free to become your wife.” 

“ But what have yon got to do 
with my property ? ” 

Then came the sorrowful ad- 
mission. 

“ Oh, Edwin, my own. Yon 
know I am in a lawyer’s office. 
For the moment I am their 
guardian. Yes, darling, I am 
the woman in 


BALLADE OF LOST EEPAETEES. 

When mirthful humours reign supreme, 
And heated revellers are prone 
To make sound wisdom kick the beam, 
While vain wine-bubble wit alone 
Has weight, we, mostly, can depone 
To feeling joy to blankness fade 
On flnding, now our chance has flown, 
The repartee we might have made. 

One prating fool is apt to deem 
No jesting pretty save his own ; 

Another strives, whate’er the theme. 

To make all comers, passive grown, 

“ Perform the office of a hone ” * 

For sharpening his witty blade ; — 

Too late below our breath we moan 
The repartee we might have made. 

Of course, it now contrives to seem 
So patent to the dullest drone ; 

And, if we wake or if we dream, 

It weighs upon ns like a stone, 

But. unlike, cannot now be thrown ; 

And thus we languish in the shade. 
Because the world has never known 
The repartee we might have made, 

Envoi. 

My friends, a certain sage has shown 
What paving-stones below are laid ; 

Now learn that on each blast is blown 
The repartee we might have made 1 

* ** Fmgar vice eotis, acutum 
Eeddere quie ferrum yalet, exsors msa secandi.^^ 
Horace. J)e Arte Foetica. 


THE BURDEN OF BURDON SANDERSON. 

[“Every organism, must have sprung from a 
unicellular ancestor.” — J)r. B»rdon Sanderson’s 
Fresideniial Address to the British Association. 

That life is a sell we most of ns know. 

Bat Doctor Buedon Sanderson tells 
It began in a cell oh I seons ago I 
Ana Progress is merely the growth of cells. 
And is that what yon were fashioned for 
Our “ unicellular ancestor” ? 

“ The specific energy of cells ” 

Is a taking phrase, hut what does it mean ? 
Is it merely the life that in most things 
dwells. 

Or must we go reading the lines between. 
To find what yon really were fashioned for, 
Our “ nniceUnlar ancestor” ? 

Words, words, words I What matter if 
They ’re scientific and psendo-oracnlar. 

Or, scouting a terminology stiff, 

Couched in sciolist’s plain vernacular I 
Do they tell ns what yon were fashioned for, 
Our “ unicellular ancestor” ? 

Burdon’s burden, like Yillon’s of old 
Leaves us a prey to doubt and fear. 

Your meaning and purpose when shall we he 
told 

Oh cells— or snows— of yester-year ? 

Or what yon truly were fashioned for 
Our “unicellular ancestor” ? 


The Modern “Tender” Passion.— Bi- 
metallism. 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

Extracted erom the Diary of Toby, M.P. 

House of Commons^ Monday^ September 11. 
— Alpheus Cleophas walking about^ the 
Lobby with a new foot-rule obtrusively 
held in his hand. Thought at first he was ] 
going to probe somebody, after the fashion 
of Swift MacNeill, in rare access of 
ferocity. 

“No,” he said, when I asked him if that 
was his business ; “we are presently going to 
debate question of appointment of Duke of 
Connaught to command at Aldershot. I 
want to know precisely how far out of the 
line of fighting the Duke was at Tel-el- 
Kehir. You know Campbell-Baioerman s 
suave manner. When I put question to him, 
he ’ll say, ‘ How can I teU the Hon. Member, 
not havmg a foot rule in my pocket.’ As 
soon as he says that, I whip this out ; he will 
sit confounded, and either we shall get at 
the truth of a matter with which country is 
deeply concerned, or Caihpbell-Bannerman 
must go. I have no personal interest in 
such a contingency. If there were a vacancy 
at the War Office, it is, of course, quite pos- 
sible that Mr. Or. might think of me. I fancy 
in Committee on the Army Estimates I have 
shown I know a thing or two.^ But that is 
neither here nor there. It will he time to 
decide on the offer when it is made, if mdeed 
prejudices, from which even Liberal Ministry 
are not free, do not stand in the way. At 
present I want to know, within a foot or two 
I — ^no one can say I ’m unreasonable— how far 
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BETWEEN FRIENDS. 

Mr. Spooner i Q.O. {d Neophyte), **This is my Ball, I think?” 

Colonel Bunting {an Adept), “By Jove, that ’s a jolly good ‘ Lie * 1 ” 
Mr, Spooner, “Really, Bunting, we ’be vbby Old Friends, of course. 
But I DO think you might find a pleasanter w'Ay of pointing out a 

PERFECTLY’ UNINTENTIONAL MISTAKE ! ” 


DUE SOUTH!” 


“ And this is the room of his daughter Foong-sbb, 

Who *s shut up, as she’s found in the first scene to be. 

Whence she looks on the gardens and looks on the trees. 

That wibbledy wobbledy go in the breeze, 

' " Whose Yerdure and shade such a paradise made 

Of the house of the Mandarin Hee-sing.’’ 

All which description can be ada;^ted to present circnm- 
stances, and be applied to the interior and exterior of the 
Royal Hot-and-Cold~Bath Hotel, Pinemonth, where the 
fare is excellent, and the price moderate ; and, if there are, 
here and there, in the three hundred and sixty- Rye days 
some bad ones, what of that ? Is there any establishment, 
howeyer perfect, which, open all the year round, is not 
t? open to cayil and also to improyement ? 

^ Trip to Lulworth Cove , — By new L. and S. W. line. 

r //. / stitch in time, "sayes nine, or it sayes at 

least seyen miles formerly traversed in prehistoric times of 
quite six months ago. We are en route for Lulworth. 
Soothing name Lulworth ! Drowsy murmur of a Sleepy- 
Hollow sort drones about the name of Lulworth. 

/ . Delightful drive of Rye or six miles from station to 

7 Lulworth Cove. Expect of course to be received by *‘The 

' Cove himself in person. As the road thither is oeca- 

sionaRy steep, stout persons are requested to get out and 
walk up the hills, which they do with as good a grace as 
is possible under the circumstances on a broiling September 
mid-day. 

In our shandradan there is a modern version of Miss 
Biffin, who can’t possibly walk, but not for the physical 
reasons which prevented the above-mentioned “ abbreviated 
form’’ from pedestrianising : and there is also with us the 
usual genial, stout, elderly dissembler, who, affecting to be 
troubled with a touch of highly respectable gout, feigns 
the deepest regret at being unable to descend from the ear 
and join the pedestrians in their delightful toil up the hard 
and stony hUI. At the summit we axe refreshed by a gentle 
breeze, and between the heights, about three miles distant, 

^ obtaining a view of the deep blue sea, we feel invigorated. 

“ Thalatta I Tkalatta ! ’’ exclaims a youth of our party, 
who is home for the holidays. No one understands him 
except the stout man with the gout, who smiles approvingly, 
and asks the lad some recondite question concerning 
Xenophon and the Anabasis, whereat the schoolboy^ shakes 
his head, and murmurs something about “ not having got 
quite so far as that.” No schoolboy home for the holidays 
ever has got as far as the question you put to him. All 
, , „ our schoolboy knows has been exhausted in that one quo- 
® * tation, and perhaps the stout gentleman with the touch of 
)URSB, jg sorry tnat the boy’s knowledge of Greek is limited. 

OUT A If; ig a venturesome thing for a man over Rfty, who has not 

“ kept up his classics,” to tackle a boy fresh from school. 

We lose sight of the sea, and descend into the little sleepy 
fishing viRage of Lulworth. An out-of-the-way place, with an 
exceRent inn (the name of which escapes my memory, but it is the 
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Concerning the houses on the East Cliff of P m th I camot the bay), where there is good accommodation for man 

spe^ residential experwnoe. They ap^ai to me to have been 3,^4 T^gast. Here the lobsters belong to precisely the same family as 
built mth a view to usim P th as a wmter resort only, and mre those caught at S manage, and no higher praise can be bestowed 


consequently protected from the four winds of Heaven by fairly- 
grown firs, whose appearance is very suggestive of Christmas festi- 


on any lobsters, those of Cromer, in Norfolk, included, than this. 
“Show me your lobster, and I’ll show you the man to eat it I” 
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I vities on a gigantic scale, when th^ might be decorated with TiRgig my sentiment down South-West, or due North. The stout 
ookured l^Ps. ^ w^eh could be gouty hero, who might have failed to tackle the boy “ fresh 

raffled for by the children at home for the holidays. Here in a stall from schwl,” now shows himself an adept at tackling a lobster 
more sheltered spot, and stmding, as the auctioneers and estate fresh from the sea. But more about Lunch, Lobsters, and the 
agents say, “in Its ow park-lie groun(^,” of ^ least toee acres Legend of Hurdle Door “ in our next.” 
and a half (more or less), is the Hot-and-Cold-Bath Hotel, which — 

he^s ^has^f £^v eanaed^^ right^to &e^yk Good News foe Bizziostomists. — To quote The Merchant of \ 

ara distogiS^g^^ ^ ^ ^ “ The World says, and I say so too,” (* e. The World of 1 

The interior ^^tfis^oeUent hostelrie is, as far as my experi- last week,) that “the quaUty of the Champagne (the miter is 
ence goes, absolutely unique. It is crammed full of works of art of Chandon . and Pommery and Cren^ will be 

all sorts, sizes, and varieties, so that the stranger within the hotel The crop is to be six times tliat of last year. Excellent 

gates may spend a happy day should it rmn, as it sometimes “if A® ^ times superior 1 Aud oU if it wouM only be 

does even at P'm’th, in walking through the galleries, into the As the poet (which word rhymes with 

various rooms (by permission of the ooonpiers). and if there be no Moet ) oi the Champagne country sings, 
catalogue (I do not remember to have seen one), then he might do “ incorpore sano, 


worse than make the acquaintance of the amiable Bric-a-hraoketing 


“ To keep a mens sma in oorpore sano, 
Give me in plenty my Pommery Greno.’^ 


and Peculiarly Polite Proprietor, Mr. Wyte Wescotes, who, if the But, at all events, so far as they are professionally judging from the 
occasion he opportune, will with pleasure become his cicerone, and face of the country about Epemay and Rheims, the Fizzionomists 
show biTYi aR the treasures of this unique establishment. Or he may are more than Rkely to be right. Aiinsi soit-il, 
entrust himself to the other genius lod of the place, represented by ^ 7. \ 7, T 7 x nr -n 

the acting manager rejoicing in a foreign name not to be mastered Dollars and Sense.’ — According ^to ^ accounts, Mr. Daly 
aR at once by the sharpest British ear.^ To my mind, fuR of many Las shown his “ sense” in reviving this piece (for a short run), so 
early theatrical reminiscences, it is immediately associated with we hope he ’ll p-uR in “ the dollars.” 


the name of a Chinese Princess in an ancient extravaganza entitled 
The Willow-Fattern Tlate, where Her Royal Highness is thus 
mentioned in the prologue : — 


Mrs.R. wants to Know. — “Who was Ihe celebrated Scotchman,'’ 
she asks, “ who took ‘the Cameroons’ to East Africa ? ” 


VOL. CV. 


0 



PUNCH. OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. [Sbptembeb 3 0 , 1893 








im 


[*‘Tiie Heport of ttie Royal Commission ap- 
pointed for tne purpose of ascertaining whether the 
sources available within the watersheds of the 
Thames and Lea are adequate in quantity and 
quality for the water supply of the metropolis, has 
been laid upon the table of the House of Commons. 
.... The Commissioners are convinced that 
much filth of various kinds is discharged unneces- 

sarily and illegally into the rivers. . . . They 
insist upon the necessity for frequent inspection by 
an authority appointed for the purpose. . . . The 
treatment of the water after abstraction from the 
river is a subject to which the Commissioners have 
devoted a good deal of attention .... they 
suggest that regulations should be drawn up after 
competent inquiry, and strictly enforced, the 

enforcement being entrusted to a Public Water 
Examiner, who should have the legal right of 
entry to all the waterworks .” — The Times 

Am— “ The Dragon of Wantley'^ 

Old stories teU how Herenles 

A dragon slew at Lerna, 
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“QUITE AT HOWIE.” 


Podgers [wU is somehow managing to spend Ms holiday at a Oowntry Souse for the shooUng). '' 

YOU SEE THKSB SHOES 1 HATE ON. ThEY COST MB EXACTLY FoTTB-AND-SlXPENOB. NOW 1 DABS SAY TOU CfAVS TWICE AS UVOB 

FOR TOURS r* — 


With seven heads and fourteen eyes, 

To see and well discern-a. 

But our Laidly worm, who can wriggle 
and squirm, 

Our health long time hath wndone ; 

And it’s oh ! for a knight, or some man of 
might, 

To demolish the Dragon of London! 

This dragon hath two horrid heads, 

For forage and for f oison ; 

The one ’s all jaw, and devouring maw. 

Whilst the other breathes forth poison. 
Monoijolist Greed is the one, indeed, 

Whilst the other means Pollution ; 

And a hide of iron doth environ 
Each scaly convolution. 

You ’ve heard, of course, of the Trojan horse; 

Well, this Dragon is thrice as big. Sir I 
With the mouth of a hog, or a PoUywog, 

Or Egyptian Porcupig, Sir I 
Like the Snapping Turtle he’ll hustle and 
hurtle, 

And gulp like the Gobbling Grampus ; 

And smite and shock, like the Jabberwock, 

Or the Chawsome Catta- Wampus I 

On the river’s banks he plays his pranks. 

An Amphibious Amphisbsena ; ^ | 

By the Thames and tne Lea his coils you ’ll 
see, 

A-stretch— like a concertina. 

For the Thames to him, from brim to brim, 

Is a sort of a private Paotolus, 

In whose sands of gold this Dragon bold 
Can roll and wallow— 

With one head he grabs L. S. D. 

(Like a Nibelungen Treasure), 


With t’other, whose breath means disease 
and death, 

He befouls it beyond measure. 

And those two heads o’er the watersheds 
Of the Thames and Lea do hover, 

Till a noxious brewage of slime and sewage 
Is the draught of the water-lover. 

Where’s the “More of More Hall with 
nothing at all,” 

To bring swift retribution. 

And put the gag on this two-headed Dragon 
Of Greed and of Pollution ? 

Hurroo ! Hooray I Some have had their say ] 
(And their counsels have been various). 

But there looms in sight a “ peerless knight,” 
Which his name is “ Sir Aquarius.” 

This Public Water Examiner, 

‘ ‘ With legal right of entry,” 

Should right the wrong of this Dragon strong, 
And o’er river-rights stand sentry. 

More of More HaU was nothing at aU 
For a balladist to brag on, , ^ . 

Compared with our Knight of the Watermg 

IfhaHl slay our River Dragon ! 


Steictlt Entre Hous [communicated by 
Sir Ben Tro »a^o). — Guite recently, Mr. 
CoNDiE Stephen' had the honour of dinmg 
with Her Majesty at BalmOTal. He expressed 
himself highly pleased with a cert^ wrt 
wine at dessert. Sir ALGERN 9 N ‘ of that 
ilk ” suggested that a bin of it should be 
put by in the Royal cellars, to be kept spe- 
cially for Mr. Stephen’s visits, and labelled 
“ Condie's Fluids ^ 


TURPIN AND TRAINS. 

Railway travelling in Chicago must be 
pleasant. ‘ ‘ The express train to New York,” 
says Dalzlel’s Express in the Times of the 
13th, “on the Lake Shore Railway was stopped 
by robbers about 140 miles east of Chicago.’ 
Twenty robbers, masked, did the business, 
killing the engine driver, and blowing open 
the express compartment of the car with dyna- 
mite ! When travelling by steam was intro- 
duced we congratulated ourselves on our 
roads being freed from Dick Turpin, Paul 
Clifford , and Co. ; and with steamers, 
Atlantic liners, and so forth, it was presumed 
that the last had been heard of Paul Jones 
and the Red Rover. But can this immuni-^ 
be any longer guaranteed? May we not in 
due course expect to hew of “ A P. and 0. 
steamer robbed on the High Seas by a Pirate 
Craft,” or “The Bath Express stopped soon 
after leaving Swindon by Paul Clifford, 
jun., and his gang of desperadoes” ? 

Something- like a Centenarian.— The 
Daily Chronicle gives a most useM^sum- 
tnary of notable events for every day in the 
week. Here is one to be quo^d as ever 
memorable, whicb appeared on Wednesday, 

' Sept. 20 

« Battle of Newbury. Lord Falkland killed, 1643. 

' Bisbop John Uaudeti died, 1662. 

L Battle of Yalmy, 1792. , icoam 

; Sir Mward James Seedy K. O.S,y horny 1630 1 1 
• Battle of the Alma, 1854.’’ 

J We congratulate Sir Edward on ha^ng 
. attained his Two-hundred-and-sixty-third 
L birthday ! I The oldest inhabitant isn t m 
it with him. 
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UNDER THE ROSE. 

[A Story in Scenes. ) 


London County Council, they wouldn’t encourage anything really 
If I could only be sure— and I’m open to conviction— I hope 1 m 
always open to conviction. , , , ^ i 

Curph. [to himself). He’s coming round; he’s not sucn a pig- 


SceneY. — A General Waiting-room at Clapham Junction. Curphew headed old Pharisee as I thought. {Aloud.) I am sure you are. 
is leaning against the mantelpiece. Mr. TooVEr is seated on one "y ^ra not the man to condemn any form of amusement, however 
of the horsehair chairs against the wall. harmless, merely because you find no attraction in it yourself. 

Mr. Toovey {to himself). 1 do wish he ’d sit down, and not look at Mr. Toov. No, no. ^ And I see the force of what you say ; and if 
me in that austere way! {Aloud.) Won’t you take a chair? It I could only once satisfy myself that the entertainment was really 
would be so much more comfortable. [lie shifts his seat uneasily, harmless ^ j.’.c 

Thanks, Mr. Toovey, but I’d rather stand— for so ^ Curph. {to himself). He couldn t very well obect to my part of 
short a time. {A pause.) Well, Sir, you have something to say to it — ^it’s an idea, and worth trying. {Aloud.) My dear Sir, why 
me, I believe ? ^ shouldn't you ? In any case I should terminate my connection with 

Ifr. Toov. \to himself). Oh dear, I’m almost sorry now I— he the music-hall as soon as possible. . , o 

won’t make sufficient allowances for me. {Aloud^ after another Mr. Toov. {disappointed). Would your ihen you ao think r 
pause.) The fact is, Mr. Curphew, I— I’ve just made a — a very But the sacrifice, my dear young friend, it it s a great deal oi 
painful tocoyerjr, wWot-is, there any water in that decanter P money to fiTe up ! t 


because I — I feel a little thirsty. 


[CuBPunEW pours him out a glass of water ^ which he sips, of that, for a moment ! 


Curph. {lightly). Oh, that ’s of no consequence. I shouldn’t think 


Curph. Come, Sir, we needn’t beat" about the bush. I think 1 1 Mr. Toov. {to himself annoyed). all very well for him to 
can spare you the preliminaries. 

I suppose you ’ye heard about the W fice, andldothmkofit. 

Eldorado? x— \'\ But— but wouldn’t it he a httle 

Mr. Toov. {to himself). He (mSiioih li auixotic to withdraw from this 

knows already I These journal- KHUlE f Eldorado, snppc^mg l found there 

ists find out everything. {Aloud.) was no moral objection to it, eh ? 

I-I have indeed, hut 1 assure sMKI* I 

you that, up to the very moment the first to insist that the 

my nephew informed me, I had should be pven up! 

no more suspicion Surely, Sir, when I tell you that 

Curph. You naturally consider J y^u^ daughter ; that I 

that I ought to have told you at though I have not spoken 

once, hut the fact is, I-weli,Ihad enter your family some 

some reason to doubt whether day as your son-in-law, you will 

Mrs. Toovey look at it differently ? 

Mr. Toov. Oh, you were quite Toov. {to himself). He 

right, it would never have done ^ ^ marry our Thea ? 

—never have done. I haven’t Cornelia will be delighted — de- 

breathed a word to Mrs. Toovey I lighted, but I really can’t allow 

myself as yet. I was afraid I -\ him to dictate to me whether to 

Tniffht be nblis-ed to this morninar. 1 1 \ sell the shares or not! {Aloud. 

She discoTCred that dreadful El- vnth dignity.) _My good young 

dorado programme in one of my friend, 1 have lived longer than 

pockets, and was curious, very 'll yoTi in- the world, and you will 

naturally curious, as to why I had permit me to say that if, after 

kept it, but I passed it off — Tman- investigation, I see no cause to 

aged to pass it off. I— I thought i disapprove of the Eldorado, there 

it better, at all events, till— till || | is no reason that I can discover 

I had talked it over with you. || why you should hesitate to enter 

Curph. {to himself, relieved). my family. I— I must act on my 

He takes it wonderfully well. I 1 1 II | own Judgment— entirely on my 

shouldn’t be surprised if I could iWu i own judgment I 

talk him over. {Aloud.) Oh, mu Cwrph. [to himself). He is an 

decidedly, Sir. And may I ask old trump ! Who would have 

you what your own views are ? ||| u || B ^ thought he ’d be so reasonable. 

Mr. Toov. I — I don’t know m g |||i (Aloudf overjoyed.) My dear Sir, 

what to think. For a man in my i^ow can I thank you ? That is all 

position to have even the remotest / I -£:z=:3^- I ask— more than I could possibly 

connection with— with a London /kT> have expected. And I was about 

music-hall! Wouldn’t it be to suggest that you might drop 

considered scandalous, or at least ~ --- tne Eldorado some evening 

indecorous, if it were to leak out this week and judge for yourself, 

now? Shouldn’t I be regarded I drop into a music-hall ? ” Mr. Toov. {recoiling in conster- 

as— as inconsistent, for example ? ^ ^ ' nation). I ? I drop into a mnsic- 

Curph. Oh, no one could reproach you^ at all events. Sir ! hall ? Oh, I couldn’t, indeed ! Why, I never was in such a place 

Mr. Toov. {to himself). And I thought he was going to be so hard in all my life. And if anybody were to see me there ! 
on me! {Aloud.) I am glad you take that view of it -yes, I can’t Curph. You need not be seen at all. There are private boxes 
be beld responsible for what I did in ahsolnte ignorance ; but, now where no one would notice you. I could easily get them to send 

that I do know, I can’t go on, can I ? — after a lifetime spent in yon one, if yon like. 

condemning such entertainments ! ^ ^ Mr. Toov. {to himself). What a power the Press is, to he sure! 

Curph. But are you quite sure. Sir, that your condemnation was I remember Charles said that newspaper writers could get seats 
based on any real foundation; mayn’t you have been too ready to for everything. {Aloud.) Ileally, I hardly know what to say; it’s 
think the worst ? Have you ever troubled yourself to inquire into so very contrary to all my habits, and then — to go alone. Now if 

the way they were conducted ? you would only accompany me 

Mr. Toov. {to himself, in astonishment). Why, he ’s actually Curph. You forget, Sir, that ’s quite impossible. 1 can’t come in 
making excuses for them ! {Aloud.) I have always^ been given the box with you ! 

to understand that they were most improper places, Sir ; that was Mr. Toov. {to himself). There it is — it’s against his principles to 
sufficient for me— quite sufficient ! go himself, and yet he expects me to! {Aloud, peevishly.) Then 

Curph. I daresay I have no right to speak ; but you may not be why are you so anxious to have me go, eh ? 

aware that all music-halls are now subject to the strictest sui)er- Curph. Why? Because there are Mrs. Toovey’ s prejudices to 

vision. And a body like the London County Council is not likely to be considered, and I ’m anxious that you should he in a position to 

sam^ion any impropriety in the entertainments. assure hex from your own personal experience that 

Mr. Toov. {to himself). If I could onl^ persuade myself that I Mr. Toov. Oh, my dear young friend, if I did go, I don’t tbink I 
j j tl^ shares with a good conscience ! To give np three could ever mention such an experience as that to Mrs. Toovey. 
hunted and fifty a year, without necessity ! I wonder what he She— she might fail to understand that I merely went for the 
wouicL say. {Aloud.) Irue, that didn’t occur to me before ; and the satisfaction of my own conscience. 






I drop into a music-hall ? ” 


with dignity.) My good young 
friend, 1 have lived longer than 
you in the world, and you will 
permit me to say that if, after 
investigation, I see no cause to 
disapprove of the Eldorado, there 
is no reason that I can discover 
why you should hesitate to enter 
my family. I— I must act on my 
own judgment— entirely on my 
own judgment ! 

Curph. {to himself). He is an 
“"old trump! Who would have 
thought he’d be so reasonable. 
{Aloud, overjoyed.) My dear Sir, 
how can I thank you ? That is all 
I ask— more than I could possibly 
have expected. And I was about 
to suggest that you might drop 
into tne Eldorado some evening 
this week and judge for yourself. 

Mr, Toov. {recoiling in conster- 
nation). I ? I drop into a mnsic- 
Why, I never was in such a place 
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CurpK She mig^ht, of course. So long as you satisfy yourself, 
then. And— what ni^ht will suit you best ? 

Mr. Toov. Ton ^re in such a hurry, young man. I— I never said 
I should go. I ’m not at all sure that I can go ; but if I did allow 
myself to venture, it would have to be some evening when my wife 
—let me see, on Saturday she going out to some special meeting of 
her Zenana Mission Committee, I know. It had better be Saturday, 
if at aU — ^if at all. 

Curph. {mahinq a note). Yery well. I will see you have a box for 
that evening, and I hope you will manage to go. But there ’s a 
train coming in — I must re^y be off. G-ood-bye, Sir, and very many 
thanks for the kind and generous way in which you have treated 
me. I am very glad we nave had this explanation, and thoroughly 
understand one another, Good-bye — good-bye ! 

{lie shakes Mr. Tooyex’s hand with cordial gratitude^ and 
rushes out. 

Mr. Toov. [looking after him in some mystification). A most high- 
minded young man, but a little too o£S.cious. And I don’t under- 
stand why he makes such a point of my going to this Eldorado now. 
But, if I do go, I mayn’t see anything to disapprove of ; and, if I 
don’t, I shall keep the shares — whether he likes it or not. He may 
be a very worthy young man, but I doubt whether he ’s quite a 
man of the world ! 

End oe Scene Y. 


‘‘PIECE AND WAR!’^ AT DRURY LANE. 

“ Yictory sits on our helms ! ” cries Sir Brurioeanits Auctoe to 
Heneictts Parvus etiam Auctoe, [as they drive back to “The 
Helms, Regent’s Park,” after the curtain has descended on the 
last scene of the last act of A Life of Pleasure at Brury Lane. 
Twice has Sir Deuriolanus appeared before the footlights at 
the end of the Eourth Act, when some battle in Burmah is 
gallantly won by the united dramatic forces under the heroic but 
comic Captain Haert Hicholls, Colonel Lord Frank Fenton 
Avondale, Sergeant Clarence Holt, and a handful of the bravest 
soldiers that ever marched to glory over the boards of old Brury 
Lane. What the story is, and now these heroes got into the jungle 
and out again, and how the right man married the right woman, and 
how the wronged woman would have saved the villain from the ven- 
geance of Henry Besmond O’ Neville, —who, alas, had to stay in the 
green-room while the others were distinguishing themselves in Burmah, 
— ^is known to the clever collaborators and a few of their trusted con- 
fidants. Of that strange history I, a mere civilian, had every detail 
blown clean out of my head by the din of the great battle. In fact, 
never have I heard of any “ theatrical engagement” equal to this. 

That Miss Lily Banbury looked lovely, and touched my heart ; 
that Mrs. Beenaed-Beeee suddenly developed a brogue that, on occa- 
sion, betrayed her nationality ; that Miss Le Thiere was a villainous 
matron ; that Miss Laura Linden was sprightly and pretty ; that 


A STUDY IN PRESS-LAND. 

[An Actuality ^ in one short Scene^ at the service of the Institute oj 
Journalists.) 

Scene— Editor's Room. Editor discovered in conversation with 
Would-be Reporter. 

Editor (foreparing to resume his work\^ Well, from all you tell 
me, I imagine you must be a most accomplished person. 

Would-he Reporter [smiling). Well, I believe I am up to the 
standard required by the Institute of Journalists. My classics are 
fairly good, but I do not know as much as I should of mixed 
mathematics. However, I took a double first at Oxford ; but then 
I had a particularly easy year. All the men against, me were 
practically duffers. 

Ed. [slightly interested). Bo you know anything of modem 
languages! 

W.-he Rep. Well, yes. I can speak ^d write European in aU its 
branches, including Swedish and Norwegian patois, and the argot used 
on the borders of Turkey and Gfreece. I am fairly well up in 
Chinese, but have only a general idea of the grammar of Afghan- 
istan. But I may add that I am spending four hours a day in 
completing this part of my training. 

Ed. I think you said that you have passed in engineering, 
orchesta-playing, astronomy, naval and military tactics, and the 
history of the world, and the other components of the planetary 
system ? 

W.-he Rep. Certainly ; I have in every way (save that I have 
still to pass in Roman Law) satisfied the requirements of the Insti- 
tute of Journalists. I am all but qualified for the reception of an 
Associate’s degree. 

Ed. [with a view to closing the interview). Yery well, then ; we 
shall be glad to use anything you may be good enough to send us — 
of course, at the customary rate. 

W.^he Rep. [gratefully). A thousand thanks. I know; three- 
half-pence a line, with a minimum of three shillings. 

Ed. Precisely. [Taking up his pen.) And now, as my Sub-editor 
told me that there was a fire somewhere in the neighbourhood, you 
had better look after it. 

W.-he Rep. Thank you so much. But as^ I have forgotten 
to bring my reporter’s-book, perhaps you will kindly lend me some 
copy-paper ? 

Ed. Certainly ; you will find some in that corner. [3e approaches 
^eaking-tuhe^ to which he has been summoned hy a whistle.) Ah ! 
You need not trouble after the fire, for I find we have already 
received a report from someone on the spot. 

W.-be Rep. [in a tone of disa^ointment). What a bore! just as I 
was going to it report myself ! However, better luck next time. 

Ed. [courteously). I hope so; good morning. {Exit Would-he 
Reporter.) What a nuisance these fellows are 1 Highly educated, 
of course, and all that sort of thing ; but I am not sure that the 
rough-and-ready school was not the better. 

W.-be Rep. [re-entering hurriedly). My good Sir ! Fancy ! the 
man who has sent you the report of the local fire was educated at 
a small grammar-school, and never even entered a university ! 

Ed. Well, what of that ? 

W.-be Rep. [surprised). You surely won’t use his copy ? 

Ed. [decisively). I surely shall. First come, first served. And 
now you must allow me. [Returns to his work, to the surprise 
and disgust of W ould-be Reporter. Curtain.) 



** The Action of the Piece.” 

Mr. a-pttt ttr Dacee was the best representatiye of lop-sided Tillainy 
ever seen on the stage ; and that Mr. Eobeet Sotitak reappeared 
as an elderly masher about town ; all this, I am ready to admit, 
would have been good enough for me, without any attempt on my 
part at stringing them together in a consecutive story. Bito t I 
know from the very moment she appeared in deep black, and with 
a very pale face, that Mss Le Thiere was a villain of the deepest 
dye in petticoats ? Conld I have trusted Mr. Arthur Bac^, m 
his neat grey suit, with a sixpence, much less with my hfe r As 
for Mr. Elton, representing the Hebraic money-lender — ^indispen- 
sable of late years to all Brury Lane dramas -wasn’t I weU aware 
; that he was to he the comic villain, only set up to be knocked down 
again, and |to be finally bowled out hy the ap^rently simple 
Harry Nicholls ? Then there is the scene at the Empire, adnnr- 
ably stage-managed, but the ladies should try to take just a trine 
more interest in the strange proceediugs of that eventful night, as 
they should also do when re-appearing as wedding guests in the 
last act. But these fair ladies are heartless; all’s one to them, 
happen what may. Then there was the House-boat, emiauy well- 
arranged ; but everything is entirely eclipsed ^by the Mihtary Act, 
in three scenes, which contains * ^ the action of the piece, 
leaves the audience half-deafened by mitrailleuses, and half-choked 
by the gunpowder. But as the smoke gradually clea^d away , the 
stelwart figure of the Commander-in-Chief, yclept Bruriolanus 
himself, was seen bowing his acknowledgments. , ^ 

But what was it all about ? “ ‘Why, that I canpt teU,’ quoth 
Old Caspar, ‘ but ’twas a famous victory ! ’ ” And you, my non- 
combatant readers, wish to know how the Burmese War was under- 1 
taken for the special benefit of Harry Nicholls, you just go and 
see for yourself the new drama, mysteriously entitled A L^jeoJ 
Pleasure, at T. R. Brury Lane, and for this advice you will thank 

“Old Caspar.” 


A Moot Point.— The G, 0. M. is reported to have been engaged 
I in translating Horace. Is this a picturesque way of referring to 
the recent elevation of Sir Horace Batey ? 
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UNHAPPY INFLUENCE OF MODERN MUSIC-HALL MELODIES. 

“There lies the brave Knight, Darling, with his faithful Dog at his feet, and his 'Wife by his side I* 
“And has she got a Dog, too, Mummy?’* “No, Darling, only a Cushion I” 

“Ah, I SUPPOSE her Daddy wouldn't buy her a Bow- wow- wow I” 


THE EOELOEN HOPB/^ 

[“ It is understood (says the Daily Kews) that 
Mr. Gladstone will speak in Edinburgh on Wed- 
nesday, September 27, on the action of the House 
of Lords m rejecting the Home-Jtule Bill. His 
followers are expecting him to give the word of 
command for an attack on the Upper House.”] 

“ Ceilde Roland to the Dark Tower 
cameP^ So runs 

The hodiDg refrain Browning visioned out. 
Childb Roland valiant was, and wondrous 
stout ; [suns, 

But that Dark Tower, which never noonday 
Eull-garrisoned by feudal myrmidons, 

Mi^t strike to Roland’s heart the chOl 
of doubt. 

Eour-sguare to the four winds the fortress 
stands. 

Pinnacled high upon a frowning rock. 

It hath survived the many-centuried shock 
Of elements, the assault of myriad bauds, 
And to the attack will you now lead your 
bands, [seem to mock ? 

Whose rage crag-crowning battlements 

Tme from those battlements they We hung, 
in scorn, [wave 

Your herald, whose torn trappings wildly 
In the rough wind. Though ’tis too late 
to save [borne 

You’d faiu avenge. Such fionts are hardly 
By Leaders whilst old lips can sound a horn 
And hands, thongh ancient, yet can lift a 
glaive. 

Sound an alarm! Let the fierce war- cry sound! 
Your followers listen for it. They will cheer 
When its defiant shrill salutes their ear. 
Down with the Portress ! Rsize it to the 
^ ground ! 

End it, not mend it I So they rattle round. 
The shoutings and the fioutings far and near. 


And you, the new Childe Roland, what 
think you, [tongue f 

At heart, beliind that bold and fluent 
Lead a Porlorn Hope? Yes, though 
Death’s self flung 

Its form of bony shape and grisly hue 

Athwart your path! But— is here aught 
to do [and sung^ ? 

That ’s worth the venture, when all ’s said 

“ If, at their counsel, I should turn aside 
Into that ominous tract which all agree 
Hides ^ the Dark Tower f If acquies^ 
cingly 

I do turn as they ’ue pointed ! Neither pride 

Nor hope rekindling at the end descried \he. 
So much in gladness that some end should 

“ Thus, I have so long suffered in this quest 
Heard failure prophesied so oft, heen writ 
So many ' times amorig ‘ The Band^ — to wit 

The knights who to the Dark Tower's search 
addressed ^ \hest. 

Their steps — that Just to fail as they, seemed 
And all the doubt is 'mwshall I he fit f 

“ What in the mist lies but the Tower itself f 
The square squat turrets, blind as the fooVs 
heart, 

Built of grey stone, without a counterpart 

In the whoie world. The tempests mocking 
elf 

Points to the shipman thus the unseen shelf 
He strikes on, only when the timbers startP 

So mused Childe Roland! Chief of the 
^ white crest, ^ [fit 

With thine adventure doth the strain not 
Most strangely? Looms the Dark Tower 
turret-lit 

By autuum rays low, chilly, from the west, 

So waterishly wan, Olh! crowning test 
Of mortal valour andl of human wit ! 


Lead the Forlorn Hope on! E’en Hopes 
Forlorn 

Do not fail always. Scale the craggy 
height ! 

Cheer on your clamorous followers to the 
fight. 

Citadels deemed impregnable, m scorn 
Have mocked their rash beleaguerers at morn 
To see them swarm their battlements ere 
night. 

And you, your courage seems to master Fate 
And mock at Time. Yet Time and Fate, 
at last, 

In the greatest life-game have the latest 
cast. 

Heroic ’tis to see you, strong, elate, 

Heading the onset, and in Punches pate 
Rings the old rhyme of the romantic past. 

“There they stood, ranged along the hill- 
sides— met 

To view the last of me, a living frame 
For one more picture I in a sheet of flame 
I saw them and I knew them all. And yet 
Dauntless the slug-horn to my lips I set 
And blew. ‘ Childe Roland to the Dark 
Tower camef ” 

Contributed by One “in Statu Pupil-- 
LARj.”— Great changes are expected in Egypt. 
It is said that a certain well-known oculist, 
no, we beg Ms pardon, we should have de- 
scribed Mm as “Ophthalmic Surgeon,” whose 
name is something between “ Crotchet ” and 
“ Cricket,” and whose recent evidence in a 
police-court was quite ^“au eye-opener ”, to 
the worthy magistrate and the prisoners, is 
going out to remove the First Cataract. We 
wish Mm every possible success. He will 
be returned for the next Parliament as the 
Member for Eye. 
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“ 'With, pleasure. But listen. For t^venty years I have laboured to write the 
history of France in romance. And when I say the history of France, I 
mean that part of the nation’s story which has sprung from the Third Einpire. ' 

“ Yes, yes,’^ intt rrupted the Interviewer ; “ and you have done it well. But 
pardon me, I am pressed for time. His Grace of Canteebuet awaits me at 
Lambeth. Out witn it ! What is your special cause for pride ? ” 

“Yes, I have been maligned, misunderstood, msulted, hated. But men 
must now call me a man of great courage, a man of infinite determination,^ For 
I have done it. Yes, after a lifetime of careful consideration I have done it ! 

“ Done what ? ” ashed the Interviewer, who was growing impatient. 

Then came ihe reply, uttered in a tone of indescribable emotion : 

“ I have crossed the C hannel ! ” 

“MY CUMMEEBUND.^" 

Sunday.— AX Club. Conversation (learned) about epidemics. He^d some- 
body (an authority of course on the subject) say,^ “ Oh, rub plenty of camphor 
into your cummerbund.” Replied, “Yes; good idea.” Wrote it down. Was 
going to (question him as to details, but found he had q^uitted the club. Know 
what camphor is, not quite certain as to “ cummerbund.” Think it’s Indian. 
Called in at Oriental Club. Old Oriental says,^ “.Only natives wear cummer- 
bunds.” Oh, then “ cummerbund” is not something to eat or drink ? ‘ Ho ; it s 

a kind of cloth. Get ’em anywhere now.” Anywhere ? It appears I am behind 
the age. Everyone, except myself apparently, knows all about a ‘ ‘ cumm^bund. 
It sounds a bit Scotch ; also German. ‘‘ Cummer ” Scotch ; “ Bund” German. 
German Bund. To be obtained at hosier’s, or at any emporium for Indian 


German Bund. To be obtained at hosier’s, or at any emporium lor Indian 
clothing. Good. ^ i i 

Monday . — Bought cummerbund. Bright colour; neat. Bought also lar^e 
bottle of camphor. Rubbed it in. Strong smell— more than strong. But self- 
preservation is first law, &o., &o., so get accustomed to it. After one days 
wearing, don’t notice saturated cummerbund. Q,uite accustomed to it. 

Ywesday.— Went to see Smith. “Hullo, old fellow,” he says, “afraid of 
.. moths in your clothes, eh ? ” Ask what he means. He mentions strong smell of 

BREEZES camphor. I explain my preventive measures. “Oh, that’s all ver:r weUI” 

—in the Daily Graphic'^ Oj[fiee ! ! lie returns ; “ but the very best thing is to soak your shirt in turpentine. I [m 

That “Weather Toting Person” has been caught out in a sure of it.” Sure he is right, bemuse he is a studei^^ at Guy s. Thi^k him 
piece of barefaced duplicity of which Mr, Funch would not have warmly for this life-saving l^t. Rush home ; follow his advice. Reastiy 
suspected her capable. From a sense of professional duty, no at first, hut soon cease to notice it. Continue wearmg camphorated cummerbuna 
doubt, she has been surreptitiously attending the meetings of the also, as an extra precantion. Call on Mrs. Montgomeet-Mumby. Sweet girl 
“ Congress of Journalists,*’ leaving a plausible substitute in her ]ier niece! Somehow she seems to avoid me, a thing she never did before. So 
place ! Climatic disturbances have revealed the fraud ! ! and I have no one to talk to but a crippled uncle of theirs, who 

Storm Cone hoisted! ! cir\rkOT.aTiflTr bjna n nnld in hia bfiad. for he holds his handkerchief to his nose 



I apparently has a bad cold in his head, for he holds his handkerchief to his nose 

“* oil 4-1.^ T/MWIPCI /tallaH .Qovo TiO baa BAPn filMTTTTT. KTr.Tove!” 


time. J ONES called. Says^ he has seen Smith. ‘ ‘ By J ove I ” 

CROWNING THE EDIFICE. 

(A St^y Tran^laied irUo English from- Zolaesque.) waistJSt'^A^^bdicToii. "11^“ 

Emile was triumphant. The arm-chair of the Academy was still Now he is a student at Bart’s, Md probably knows as nijioh as 
•vacant. He did not yet fill it. But, for all that, he was Smith. Thank him, and resolve to toy his preventive in addition 

VUWUJJ.U. J „ - - » TT V V 1 • 1 1.- ...I-- _J.T 4.^ nlao-ns rwnf rtf T.QllTirQMr 


the publishers, more than pages of praises of the papers. I 
was a great event at length wonderfully; accompdished. 

Emile sat in his London lodgings satisfied with all his surround- 


advisable. 

Wednesday , — ^Meet Robinson on the Parade. Says he saw Smith 


M I t J K tjau iJJ. XIAO JUUXLU.VJJI XUU5JJJ.50 SOiUXOUVSU. TVJ.VJUL CIJJ. n., -J • Till* 

ings. Of course, he was interviewed. He had been followed from on Tuesday.^ Asks ng what I think of the epidemic scare. Explain] 
France to England, and had seen in an evening paper an account of my precautions. ^ “ Thought I noticed an awfiu smell, he says, 
the temporary indisposition of one very dear to him on hoard the “ Hope it ’s all right. As for me, I belike there s nothing like 
boat. He was prepared for his visitor. sulphuretted hydrogen all wer the inside of ^ur coat. 

“I am very comfortable. I think England charming; love its Had it from my uncle, who was Medical Officer of He^th at 
fog, and am deeply impressed with the Loed Mayob. I soon had Benares.” An invaluable suggestion ; ]^y a bottle, and lollow ms 
enough of the first meeting of the Congress of the Institute, but directions when dressing for dinner. Horrible stench, like rotten 
thought the ball at Guildhall excellent. I really have no more to eggs! However, soon get accustomed to it. To a dance ^ the 
say. Next please.” But his Interviewer was not to be discarded Cholmondeley-Chices’s. Nevermore annoyed in my Me. Every 
hurriedly. He stood to his guns, or, rather, his reporter’s book. girl says she has no dance left. What can have oirended them all r 
“ Are yon not proud of all your volumes ? Do you not think that The only partner I have is Cholmondeley- Chick s maiden ^nt, 
by writing them von have achieved the success of the century ? ” and she faints in my arms after going once round the room. How- 
“I am certainly proud of my work. But my work is not my ever, I have a good supper, for the dimng-room is quite empty ail 
greatest achievement. No, a thousand times no, it is not my the time I am in it, so 1 can get as much as i like, 
ireatest achievement.” Thurs^y . to town. Tomkins looks m. Says he 

“ Well what is ? ” asked the Interviewer ; and then he added, Smith the other day. ^ Then looks curiously aU round room. Do 
“Please look sharp about it, as I have to do the Archbishop of you keep eggs in this room? he asks; hot weather turned 
Canteebuey, Mr. Monte Caelo Wells, and Mr. Balfoue, before ’em bad, eh ? ” Explam that I have used sulphuretted hydrogen. 

TT 1 J *5 ** nniirwoii ftLiammol +lTiTio*a liO fift-tTfi nnmTnO* nlR TinRft. aTfi TLOt halt 


I return to the office.” “ Those chemical things,” he says, holdmg Ms nose,_ “ are not half 

“ Yes, I am prouder of this last feat,” pursued the Master, so good as plain, homely preparations. The fi^st thing oi all is to 
ignoring the presence of the Reporter, “than the rest put soak all your clothes m gin and peppermmt. ^H^ it from a man who 
together. It has taken me all my life to make up my mind to do it ; ought to know, for he spent last, autumn in Hamburg and used 

but it is done at last.” bottles full.” Thank him with sincere gratitude, and as soon as 

“ Of what are you speaking ? ” possible try this new precaution.. To theatre. People near me 

“Tes, what are my novels compared to the heroism of those begin a great talking. ConraussionaiM .asto me to leave. , bays 
sixty-five minutes I That hour has been a bar to my compatriots, “money wpl ^ returned. Hanged if I go I I ye paid for 
It has kept them in France. And now I am their superior. I have this seat.” Then a fearful 'U-proar starts. Do not remember 

at length the right to boast a triumph ! ” details of fi§rht, but find chucked into the roadway. 

The Interviewer made an entry in Ms note-hook, then he asked Policeman picks up as drunk and mcapable. Spend 
for farther explanation. poUce-cell. ** * * Exulanations magisteriaUy accepts . . . Apology 

“ Anl so yon are prouder of tMs event than all your hard-earned p:iven and taken. On (with the cuDomerhund), and away tor a tour 
fame. And now teJl me what event has so greatly moved you ? ” in the North, 





OUR BOOKIJ^G-OrnCE. 


HISTORY REPEATS ITSELF, 


Chatto and Windits liaye just issued a new edition of OtriDA’s | 
Dog of Flanders, The weli-grot-up and cheaply-priced volume 


contains three other Stories, nearly as charming. In the quartette 
OuroA, my Baronite says, will he found at her best— Octida, without 
the weeds of grossneas and comical classicality that sometimes grow 
in her pastures. Of this volume of her works it may be said that, 


(-4 Thought at the JTaymarket Theatre,) 

The first appearance “ of the Personal Devil’’ 
Was nigh the Tree of Knowledge, good and evil ; 
And so the Tempter’s latest role we see 
Is still associated with a Teee, 


happiLv, Lemprti^re is not in it. 

To those about to travel, whether there and back, or there or 
hack, is immaterial, the Baron strongly recommends The Great 
Shadow and Beyond the City,, two stories in one volume by Conan 
Doyle, published in Aeeowsmith’s three and sixpenny series. It 
is a long time since the Baron has read a more dramatically told 
story than that of The Cheat Shadow, Truly, if his opinion had 
been asked, he would have seriously advised any novelist against 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

EXTRACTED FROM THE DIARY OP TOBY, M.P. 


attempting, in any form, a description of the Battle of Waterloo. 
Yet, though Conan Doyle has done it admirably, there is, thinks the 


Baron, just one chapter too much of this work. No one, since 
C h aeles Levee wrote, ^ has achieved anything like it, though there 
is just a smack of Orthis Muhaney §• Co, about it which — “but that 
is another story.” The Baron findmg no fault with the illustrations 
as illustrations, wishes that the tales had been left to themselves, 
and that they had been told without these superfiuous aids. It is a 


pleasure to recommend such a book, and it is recommended by every- 
body’s trusted Literary Adviser, The Baeon de Book-Woems. 


Home of Commons,, Wednesday,, September 20. — Met Woodall, 
Y.C., crossing Lobby just now on the way to his battlemented tower. 
Shouldn’t have known him— indeed, had passed him, when I recog- 
nised his voice hailing me. It had an unusually tinny sound, due to 
fact that it made its way through the interstices of a closed visor, 
“Q-ood gracious, Woodall I ” I said; “is that you? I thought 
it was one of the figures from the Tower taking an airing.” 

“ Yes,” said the Financial Secretary to the War Office with same 
vibrating, tinny intonation, “by my halidome (so to speak) it’s me ; 
and precious hot and generally uncomfortable it is, too, T can tell 
you. The things don’t fit, you see; borrowed them from the 
Tower; some a size too large, which is bad ; others a turn too small, 
which, considering they are made in metal, is worse.” 


What the Vicar of Amesbury Inclines to Say, 


Woodall got up, regardless of expense, in helmet, breastplate, 
things like kneecaps, and a piece of sheet-iron fitted to the small of 
his back. 

“ Y^at do you do it for, then ? ” 

With difficulty Woodall, Y.C., unhooked something in his visor, 
and, after cautiously looking round, took it off. 

“ Haven’t you heard,” he said, as he mopped his forehead. “ of 
the Secret Society, sworn to decimate us fellows of the War Office ? 
Began with Sr. John Beodeick, who narrowly escaped assassina- 
tion in the streets ; went on to Campbell-Banneeman, who was 


{fudging from his Letter in the “ Standard,'^ September 22, on the Lese^ 
eration or Freservation of Stonehenge Question,) 


My friends, for goodness’ sake forbear 
From fussy interference here. 

Blest be the man who “ makes no bones,” 
And blamed he he who stirs these stones ! 
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threatened witli sudden death. Now they We 
turned their attention on me. Eyery post 
brings an anonymous letter, advising me 
that my end approaches. They are in 



over. Royal Assent given to Appropriation Bill. Curtain falls on last | 
scene in Act I. of Session 1893 ; a play in two Acts. j . 

“And whose Session should you say it has been, Toby? asked Rowton, a man of 

universal sympathies, and an insaliahle thirst for knowledge. tt v at* 

“Mr. a.'sf I suppose. At least, that will he the general verdict. He has outshone 
himself.* Whether you like what he has done or detest it, you uiust pay homage to the 
tSreless energy, the infinite skill, and the matchless eloquence with which it has been 
accomplished. Joseph has excelled himself as a Parliamentary force ; Prince Arthhr 
has taken a long stride in the direction of estabhshing Inmself m position of Leader. 
These things are obvious, and will be said everywhere. But since you ask me whose 
Session it has been, I should say it has been Marjoribanks’. It ’s all very weU to h^e a 
supreme Parliamentarian leading majority, small but compact. ^ If you haven t pt a Whip 
that can keep them together, who not only has them there on big held night, but always on 
the spot to repel surprises, where are you? In ordinary times it’s eompara.tively easy to 
keep the Conservatives in hand, whether in ojBS.oe or out.^ Out or m the Liberals are skittish. 
This Session things have been peculiarly critical, as is shown in the cases oi Napoleon 
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different handwriting, but the note-paper 
enjoys in common the adornment of a 
' death’s-head and cross-bones. Sometimes 
there’s a coffin underneath;, occasionally 
this accessory is omitted; it is made up 
for in the added ferocity of the communi- 
cation. This makes one very imeasy. I 
daresay you have observed how stout Camp- 
bell-Bannerman looks of late. It ’s only 
his shirt of mail, worn under his ordinary 
linen. He says he’s going to Marienbad 
to get rid of it ; that ’s only his joke. As 
for me, I don’t think it ’s worth mincing 
matters. I, as you see, go the whole ani- 
mal; hut it’s very wearing. Sandhurst 
told me it was a case of armour or assassi- 
nation. Having tried the armour for three 
days, am not quite sure I should not prefer 
assassination. Excuse me, there ’s a strange 
man lingering in the corner.”^ 

And Woodall, shutting his head up m 
the helmet, warily walked off . 

Business cifonc.— Appropriation Bill read 
a Second time. 1 



Expiring Law Continuance Bill passing through Committee. 

Boltonparty and the Sententious Saunders. To keep a majority safe and steady at such 
times requires in a Whip a rare combination of gifts and graces. With the assistance of an 
excellent team, Marjoribanks has done this. It is a minor Ministerial post, but the service 
rendered is incalculable. So if you want to name the Session, call it Majoritybanes’.” 
Business done, — Parliament adjourned till November 2. 

Personal Courage. — A Reuter’s telegram last week states that ‘ ‘ The Brazilian Minister 
here refuses to be interviewed.” 


THE JOLLY YOUNG WATERMAIDS. 

And have you not read of eight jolly young watermaids. 

Lately at Cookham accustomed to ply , , n 

. And feather their oars with a deal or 

^ } __ dexterity, , 


\ i I ir J ,7 Pleasing^ the critical masculine 

They swing so truly and puU so 
C' i: 'I steadily. 


y ^ Multitudes flock to the river - side 

It’s not the eighth wonder that all the 


. -'-4=^ world ’ s there, 

— V But this watermaid eight, ne’er in want 
*' of a stare. 

What sights of white costumes ! What ties and what hatbands, 

“ Leander cerise ! ” We don’t wish to offend, 

But are these first thoughts with the dashing young women 
Who don’t dash too much in a spurt off Bourne End ? 

Mere nonsense, of course I There’s no “ giggling and leering ” — 
Complete ruination to rowing and steering ; — 

“ Au eyes in the boat” is their coach’s first care. 

And “a spin of twelve miles ” is as naught to the fair. 


Theatrical News. — During the absence of Beckett from London, 
and The Second Mrs, Tanqueray having left town, The Tempter in 
the Haymarket tried to entice Charley* s Aunt from the Globe to go 
in for A Life of Pleasure at Drury Lane, but The Other Fellow 
from the Court induced her to go for A Trip to Chicago iu The 
Vaudeville, where he cruelly abandoned her. to take up with La 
Fille de Madame Angot, at the Criterion. But she soon let him 
know what A Woman’s Revenge at the Adelphi was like, and he 
sailed away in the Shaftesbury, Morocco Bound, pursued by Bon 
Quixote, who had watched the proceedings from the Strand. The 
lady who in the meantime had obtained the fortunate talisman of 
La Mascotte' from the Gaiety, was provided by Daly’s Company 
■with Dollars and Sense, and is now doing uncommonly well. But 
the -villaiD, who would have made her his victim, will soon experi- 
ence the result of Sowing the Wind at the Comedy. 

“ SuBGRADUATUS Indignans” writes Sir,— Within the last 
fortnight on one day I find in the Standard that ‘ seventy degrees 
were recorded at Cambridge!’ How’s this? During Long Vacation!! 
Who conferred these degrees ? What degrees ? Who got ’em ? 
Where’s the Vice-Chancellor? I pause for a reply. P.S. — Beg 
pardon! Find I have overlooked head of paragraph, ‘ The falling 
barometer’ &c., &c.^ so that perhaps I may be in error.” 
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“DUE SOUTH!” 

On Shore in Lulworth Cove» — Odd names on tHs Soutliern coast. 
The “Tilly W'inn Caves,” for example; likewise “Dardle Dhor,” 
or “Dardle Door.” Who was Matilda Winn; familiarly styled ^ 
“ Tilly” ? An old fisherman mending his nets, — he is evidently , 
— “jrAe Cove of Ltd worth J 

Cove,”— gives me the fol- ] 
lowing tale, which I set t 
down as the 1 

LEGEND OF TILLY WINN ‘ 

AND 

DUEDLE D’OE. ‘ 

The winsome LadylMATiLDA , 
Winn, 

W'as a - ris - to - crati-oal-ly 
thin, i 

With dove-like eyes. Her 
golden hair 

Was circled with gems so . 
rich and rare. 

White and pink was the i 
healthy skin 

Of the winsome Lady Ma- 
tilda Winn. 

r The Lord of Ltjlwokth, a 
somnolent Earl, 

G-ave his moustache an 
extra curl 

As he woke in the morn, anl ope’d his eye, 

A passing fair lady was passing by ! ^ 

Then he swore to himself, “ Through thick and thin, 

I '11 win the Lady Matilda Winn.” 

The Lord of Lulwoeth, that somnolent peer, 

Gained the young lady’s father’s ear. 

Who said, “My Tilly must me obey. 

One week to-morrow shall be the day 
When Lul worth’s Earl shall become our kin, 

By wedding my daughter 1 my Tilly Winn ! " 

Matilda Winn made signs from shore 
To her pirate lover, bold Duedle d’Oe. 

Who came at night with ladder of rope, 

For Tilda Winn had agreed to elope. 

“ We ’re privately married, so ’tis no sin,” 

Quoth the beautiful Lady Matilda Winn. 

But the somnolent Earl and the testy Lord 
Pursued and caught, ere they got aboard 
The pirate vessel, the lovers twain, 

Who leapt from the boat ! And ne’er again, 

When past and gone was the tempest’s din. 

Were seen Duedle d’Oe and his Tilly Winn. 

There is as pleasant a littk hostelrie in Lulworth Cove as is 
to be found anywhere in a quiet sort of way, with lunch made 
and provided, ready for all comers, be they never so plentiful. 
Mind always on this coast command the lobster, he is tov jours 
d ms ordres. Those who can be content with the minimum of 
variety in the way of amusement, and with the maximum of health 
will assuredly find it here, where they can live the life of a sort 
of luxurious Robinson bathing, fishing, walking — five or 

six miles from the nearest railway station, and visited occasionsdly 
by steamboats, which cannot come in quite close to shore, bringing 
passengers, from whom tidings may be obtained of what is going on 
in the outer world. 

Note— Of music on Soar Almost every steamboat is accom- 
panied by a couple of instrumentalists— a harpist and a violinist. 
These duettists do uncommonly well pecuniarily, and musically too, 
considering the dijQSLculties presented by the sea passages. One of 
their more favourite performances is the intermezzo from the 
Rusticana, Beturning from Swanage the wind rather interferes 
with the strings by attempting to unfasten the music paper. But 
the violinist, well on the alert, has foreseen the probability arising 
of there being “three sheets to the wind,” and has nailed his colours 
to the mast, that is, has tied the music-paper firmly on to the stand. 
Still, in order to grapple -with rude Boreas, he has to drop a few bars 
of his part in the intermezzo, a proceeding that causes no sort of 
inconvenience to the harpist, who ingeniously “ slows ofi,” and 
adapts time and tune to the exceptional situation, until the wind, 
being out of breath with its mischievous exertions, allows the fiddle- 
strings to resume their part in the concert, and kindly permits the 
two musicians to finish triumphantly. Their gallant efforts are well 
rewarded, and the musical pilgrims collect largesse in a Eoallop- 
shell. Back again to P’m’th. 


THEN AND NOW. 

Me. Punch’s Reply to the Pbemibr. 

There is a popular periodical which, whenever it can, manifests the 
liberal sentiments by which it has been guided from the first — I mean the 
periodical JPunch, At that time I had the honour of figuring, if I remember 
right, in a Cartoon of Punch, in connection, with the rejection of the Paper 
Duty, and a clever Cartoon it was, for I was represented, as a little lad in 
school, sitting (it was standing, Sir — Mr. P.) upon a small stool, and Lord 
Dbbbv— the Lord Debby of that day, who led the House of Lords — was 
standing over me with an immense sheet of paper, made into a fool’s-cap, 
which he planted on my head.” — Mr. Gladstone at jEdi‘}iburgh,Sept.21 , 1893.] 

See Cartoon, “ The Paper Cap,^* in Punch (p. 223, vol. xxxviii.), June'2, 1860. 

Thiett-theeb years ago, my William, tbirty-tbree years ago, 

Yet you, as of yore, are well to the fore, and Punch, too. is in front 
also ; [suggested ; 

And that paper cap was a popular crown, as Runch at the time 
With the real fool’s-cap, by a singular hap, “the Lord Derby ” 
himself was invested. 

JPunch “advised his friend Gladstone to look out for squalls, and 
likewise look out his umbrella.” 

{Prophetic that, but then JMister F. was always that sort of a fella !) 
Yon have used a good many “umbrellas ” since then, both Old and 
Hew (Castle) “ brollies,” 

As you needed a stout one in Derby’s storm, so you will, my dear 
‘William, in Solly’s. 

You have “had the honour of figuring,” Sir, many times since then 
in my pages; 

As I hope, my dear William, with all my heart, you ’ll continue to 
do— oh I forages! 

The same great designer of “ clever cartoons” (“our Sir John ”) is 
as lively as ever, 

And if you ’ll give him suitable subjects, dear boy, he *11 still furnish 
cartoons quite as clever. 

“Liberal sentiments” — “manifest still” — “ whenever I can,” yon 
say ? Well, Sir ! 

My sentiments, William, are liberal always — but with a small 
non-party 1, Sir I 

“Liberal souls devise liberal things”— know the authority 
grand, Sir I — 

If your Liberal things are “liberal,” always, by Kberal things you 
sball stand, Sir. 

There! Verb., sap., my long-honoured old chap! May a real 
fool’s-cap crown you never, 

But a Crown of Honour he yours at the end— which, we ’d wish to 
postpone. Sir, for ever ! 

Thanks very much for your genial touch. We have pleasant joint 
•memories, many, 

Since yon fought the good fight on the Paper Duty and a Press at 
the Popular Pe nny ! 

Colourable. 

[“ The banners of most of the Dutch regiments have hitherto been those 
captured from the French at Waterloo in 1815, since when they have never 
been renewed.” — Rady News, September 22.] 

The Dutch have had second-hand flags to fight under ; 

And so if “ Dutch courage” mean borrowed, what wonder ? 

Hiss-teionic Query. — ^Where exists the theatrical manager who, 
utterly disregardless of tradition and reckless as to the omen of “ the 
Bird,” would have produced a new piece for the first time last 
Friday night, which was Michaelmas Day., the day sacred to the 
Goose? We know of only one manager likely to be so hold, and he 
would not he so audacious as to defy the combined omens of ill. 

Ichabod. ! 

{As it generally seems now in Sculling Matches on the Thames. 

Row, brothers, row ! But you don’t row fast I 
It’s foreigner first, and Britisher last ! 

John no longer can sing now, “ I says the Bull 
(As in Foor Cock Robin) because 1 can pull ! ” 

; Coal and Drama.— Mr. John Hollinoshead says fhat the 
Princess’s Pit, which has been closed for a long time, will be at 
• once re-opened. The price has been generally accepted. 

! News of the Matabble.— T he “Impi ” are “suffering from want 
[ of supplies.” They are impi-cunions. 

The most Gratuitous Fobm op Yice.— A d-vice I 
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THE REIGN OF RINGLETS. 

[" It is announced that ringlets are to be -worn again by ladies, and that side whiskers are coming in for fashionable men.”— Daiiy Kews.l 

speotElysian! It \ / OIi how they^doddle 

ledbackaTisioE \ \ / Mound her old nod- 

rnnf.Vi n-nil \ / / 0.16 1 


Oh prospect Elysiaa ! It 
called back aTision 

Of youth, and those 
j?irls of J OHN Leech’ s , 
John Leech’s, 

Of “corkscrews” that 
“doddle” ahl round 
a fair noddle, 

Blue eyes and flushed 
cheeks like ripe 
peaches, ripe peaches. 

I think of sweet NELLr, 
whose curls, like a 
jelly, 

Shook soft as she 
“spooned” me at 
croquet, at croquet. 

But then came lawn 
tennis old fashion to 
menace. 

And croquet and curls 
were dubbed “pokey,” 
dubbed “ pokey.” 

But ringlets! 0 rap- 
ture! One spiral to 
capture 

Of Nell’s many hun- 
dreds and snip it, 
and snip it, 

Was simply delightful. 
She ’d swear she 
“looked frightful” 

As into my bosom I ’d 
slip it, I’d slip 
it. 

But one among dozens, 
on heads like my 
cousin’s, 

Love-larceny was, and 
not robbery, rob- 
















Wlffk 




She’s “songful,” a 
taste which I share 
fully, share fully. 

But when she will warble 
of Halls— they ’re of 
Marble, — 

Or Meetings by Moon- 
light, I ’m sorry, I ’m 
sorry 

To see curls, and passion, 
so out of the fashion, 

Made mock of by “Up- 
to-date ” Floret, 
-date Floery. 

But ringlets reviving? 
Miss Tweddt’s long 
striving 

For “ Passion’s Ee- 
sponse ” mayn’t be 
hopeless, be hopeless. 

In “ Days of Pomatum ” 
(for that’s how I 
date ’em) 

They used more Macas- 
sar, and soap less, 
and soap less ! 

Inopportune rain then 
put things out of 
train then, 

" Nell’s mop, how a 
shower would spoil 
it, would spoil it ! 

Curl-papers, concealing 
— but there, I ’m 
revealing 

The mysteries dark of 
the toilet, the toilet. 


not robbery, rob- ^ ^ the toilet, the toilet, 

bery. »• 

If now I dared sever from “ tousle-mops ” You only see ringlets on some “poor old But ringletted friskers, and mutton-chop 
clever thing.” Let’s | whiskers, 

One tress, there would be a rare bobbery. Be kind to the passS, but primness, but ’ For “ buns ” and blue gills closely 
bobbery. ^ primness, ^ shaven, -ly shaven 1 [tion 

With “winkle” curls shaking, is not very ’Tis sheer revolution ! High Art’s contribu- 
Ah me I how times alter ! My scissors would taking, Will be first to croak d la raven, la raven, 

falter When linked with old-spinster-like slim- Will girls then all giggle with ringlets 

In trying a Rape of the Loch to-day. Loch ness, -like slimness. a-wriggle, [youth did ? 

, to-day. , , . , -r , most of the maids of my youth did, my 

Nell’s trim buxom body, with curls thick I know an ‘old Biddy” — ^her name is Miss Will male “mutton-chopper,” scowl pom- 
and “ doddy,” ^ Twiddt— ^ pously proper, 

Would strike the aesthete with a shock to- Who revels in ringlets curled carefully, Like Lombey — as out sires in sooth did, in 

day, shock to-day. carefully. sooth did ? 


When linked with old-spinster-like slim- I Will girls then all giggle with ringlets 


ness, -like slimness. 


a-wriggle, [youth did ? 

As most of the maids of my youth did, my 


LITE (AND DEATH) IN SOUTH AMERICA. 

{Diary of the weeh*s doings ^ from our own Correspondent on the Spot.) 

Monday , — ^Matters are stiH very; unsettled, and it will take some 
time before pubUe confidence is entirely restored. The policy of the 
President in defending the Tramways Extension Bill from the 
citadel with grape-shot is condemned as an unwise stretch of the 
provisions of the Constitution. It has caused a reorganisation in 
the Cabinet, the Secretary for the Interior having resigned, taking 
with him. six regiments of cavalry, four battalions of infantry, and * 
three brigades of artillery. This desertion has naturally lessened 
the chance of the Employers’ Liability Amendment Bill passing this 
session except at the point cxf the bayonet. The division on the 
first reading of the Telegraph State Construction Bill was Ayes, 
60 killed, 3 wounded; Noes,^ 12 killed, 172 wounded. Should this 
j measure pass its second reading it will be opposed from barricades 
in committee. 

Tuesday , — Trade shows some signs of revival, but the continual 
b^bardment of the Stock Exchange by the opposition fleet in the 
omng causes considerable confusion and annoyance. The Minister 
retired into a parliamentary cave accompanied by the 
militia. It is considered not improbable that this member of the 
mmstry may throw his ammunition into the scale against his 
colleagues. The Pauper Property Insurance Bill has not much 
chance of passing during the present year, unless its supporters can 


bombard the capital. The second reading of the Lunacy Acts 
Consolidation Bill was passed with the assistance of three ironclads 
and a torpedo catcher. In spite of the pacific turn that events are now 
taking, some of the older inhabitants express considerable uneasiness. 

Wednesday , — ^The British Consul has given notice that he will 
hold the ministry responsible [for the damage done to his residence. 
On account of the bombardment he and his family have been forced 
to reside in a distant greenhouse.^ The remainder of the consulate 
is razed to the ground. This being the President’s birthday, the 
hall of the bureau has been crowded with infernal machines sent 
as presents. The loud ticking of the concealed machinery has 
caused several complaints to be made to the concierge. The Presi- 
dent and his family have returned to the seaside. They are being 
hotly pursued by a large body of cavalry, infantry, and artillery. 
However, on the whole the outlook is brighter, and the trains and 
omnibuses have recommenced running. 

Thursday . — The President has returned to the capital, as the 
lodgings he had taken at the seaside were discovered by the rebel 
fleet, and bombarded. The business of the session progresses 
slowly but surely. The Minister for War, with the assistance of 
the Militia, has secured the passing of the vote dealing with his 
department. He led the charge in person that carried the “ Ayes ” 
Dmsion Lobby. If it were not for the constant bombardment of 
all the principal buildings, and the occasional slaughter of MemWs 
of Parliament, things would be almost normal. There is no doubt 
that the outlook is peaceful. 
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HOW TO SPEND A PLEASANT EVENING! 

[“For the purposes of this production the orchestra has been enlarged, so that some of the instrumentalists have to sit among the audie^in 


jFnWay.— Things stiU quieting down. 
Traffic in the main thoroughfares is sus- 
pended, because the roads are required for 
charges of cavalry, and the squares are t 
now used for shell practice. The fl.eet have J 
approached closer. This, of course, causes ^ 
some additional damage ; but as the populace 
can now hear the hands of the various ships 
during the pauses in the bombardment, the 
arrangement is rather popular than other- 
wise. The Government have apologised to 
the British Consul for having blown up his 
house and stables. The incident consequently 
is at an end. Several Members of the Cabinet 
have accepted the Consul’s invitation to 
lunch. . 

Saturday ,— Revolution is practically 
at an end. The fleet are still bombarding 
the forts, and the military charge every ten 
minutes the populace. The J udges, ^d 

cause for annoyance in the constant invasion 
of the judicial bench by armed artisans. 
Most of the fashionable part of the city is in 
flames, but this is a detail. However, taking 
all things into consideration, peace and 
tranquillity may be said to be now restored. 
Of course they are not exactly the peace and 
tranquillity of Europe, but they are what 
people are accustomed to over here. Should 
anything of further importance transpire it 
shall be wired immediately; but to all 
appearance the insurrection is at an end. 

TO THE CONTESTANTS IN THE COAL WAR. 

Oh, stint your rage, abate your rash insanity I 

Fight not like flends, as brother men 
agree ; 

• And be “ the sweet, sad music of humanity,” 
Played in the miner key I 


THE IDEAL CONYERSATION. 

[Miss Emily Faithfull, in the Ladies' Pic- 
torial, suggests that girls should always learn up 
some contribution to make to the family conversa- 
tion at table.] 

Miss Faitheull, let me send a line 
Of most sincere congratulation 
On your magnificent design 
To raise the tone of conversation ; 

The plan you kindly recommend 
Rejoices many a careful mother, 

And, for the future, we intend, 

As runs the phrase, “To use no other. 

At breakfast-time we used to talk 
On topics commonplace together. 
Designed a picnic, planned a walk. 

And even criticised the weather ; 

"We gossiped in an idle way. 

And made in turn our several guesses 
About the age of Mrs. A., 

The price of Lady X.’s dresses. 

But now, according to your scheme. 

Each carefuRy-instructed maiden 
Discourses on a worthy theme, 

And comes with fact and figures laden ; 
To-day, for instance, Muriel gave 
Some gems from Cicero’s orations, 

While Maud reviewed, in language grave, 
The Lower Tertiary Formanons. 

And EIate — ^the mischief -making Kate 
Who formerly would merely prattle — 
Described, in accents’most sedate. 

The use of cavalry in battle. 

In fact, by this most noble plan, 

‘Which on your kind advice we ’re using. 
Our conversation never can 
I Deserve your censure as amusing I 


THE EOOL WITH A GUN. 

[To tTic Tune of the “ Temptation of 
St. Antony,") 

There are many fools that worry this world, 
Fools old, and fools who ’re yomg ; 

Fools with fortunes, and fools without. 

Fools who dogmatise, fools who doubt, 

Fools who snigger, and fools who shout. 

Fools who never know what they re about, 
And fools all cheek and tongue ; 

Fools who ’re gentlemen, fools who ’re cads. 
Fools who ’re greybeards, and fools 
Fools with manias, fools with fads, Uaas ; 
Fools with cameras, fools with tracts, 

Fools who deny the stubbornest facts. 

Fools in theories, fools in acts ; 

Fools who write Theosophist books. 

Fools who believe in Mahatmas aim spooks ; 


In fact, there are all sorts of fools m the 
Fools fat, thin, short, aad tall ; Cpaok, 

But of all sorts of fools, the Fool with a Gim. 
(Who points it at someone— of course, in 

fun ” — n • jj \ 

And fools around tfll chance murder is done) 
Is the worsest fool of them all I 

“Beino at Charges.” -“ A subject for 
companion picture to the weU-knovm 
Last Charge at Waterloo be ‘ TAa 

Last Charge of the Archbishop of Can- 
terhuryP For ourselves, in preference to 
either the ecclesiastical or the militoy view 
of a charge, we like to hear the Lord Mayor s 

toast-master call out, “Gentlemen I Charge 

— your glasses 1 1 ” 
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UNDER THE ROSE. 

[A Story in Scenes, ) 

Scene YI. — The Breakfast -room at ITornheam Lodge, 

Time — 8.40 a.m. on Saturday morning, Mrs. Toovet is alone^ 
making the tea. 


you for another cup of tea, ( To himself,) It ’s for this very nigrht. 
I ’ve a great mind not to go. How am I to make an excuse for 
getting away? {Aloud.) I’ve half a mind to run up sometime, 
and— and look in on Charles. 

Mrs, Toov, {to herself). If CHARLES is misconducting himself, I 
ought to know— and 1 wdl, sooner or later. I’m sure Theophilus 
is keeping something from me. {Aloud.) I’ve only put in one 


Mrs, Toovey {to herself), I cannot think what has come to lump, Pa. You may find him at home if you went up this 
Tbeophiltjs. He has come down late for prayers every morning afternoon, ,, , . . ^ t -77 

this week. Such a bad example for any household, and Cook is Mr, Toov, {relieved). An excellent suggestion, my •wve. I loiU 
beginning to notice it— I could see it in her eye as she came in. go this afternoon. He— he might ask me to stay and dine with 
He is so strange in his manner, too; if I did not know he was him; so if— if I don’t come back, you 11 know where I am eh? 
absolutely incapable of— but why did he secrete that abominable You won’t be anxious ? 

programme of Charles’s? He said he kept it with a view to Mrs, Toov, {to herself). He’s trying to sp^e m^ but I cp see 
making inquiries, but I have heard nothing about them since, he ’s uneasy about Cbtarles. {Aloud,) Well, Pa, I don’t like 

{Aloud, to Phcebe, who brings in dishes and two letters,) Oh, the the idea of your dining out without me— it will be the first time for 

post, Phcebe? it’s late this morning, goes out,) One for years — but still, I shall have to be awav myself this evening; 

Pa, and one for me— from Althea— it was certainly time she wrote, there ’s a special meeting of the Zenana Mission Committee, and 
{Reading her letter,) “Delightful visit . . the Merridews so Mrs, Cumbbrbatch made such a point of my attending— so, if you 
kind ... so much to see and do . . . back on Monday ... no feel you really ought to see Charles 

time for more at present ” Not a word of where she’s been or what Mr, Toov, Oh, I do, my dear. He — he wants looking after. And 

she ’s seen— not at all the letter a girl should write to her mother ! perhaps, if I could have a little quiet, serious talk with him, after 
I wonder whom Pa’s letter is from ? {She turns it over,) What’s dinner —or over a game of draughts. {To himself,) What a 
this ? “ Eldorado Palace of Yarie- dissembler I’ve become ; but I do 

ties ” printed on the fiap I Why, ^ mean to look in on Charles, before 




this ? “ Eldorado Palace of Yarie- 
ties ” printed on the fiap I Why, 
that’s Charles’s music-hall! Then 
Pa has been making inquiries after 
all. As Charles’s aunt I have a 

right to {She is about to open 

the envelope,) No, I ’d better not. 

I hear Pa’s hum — ^he will be sure 
to tell me what they say. ^ 

Mr, Toovey enters {humming, to ■ ^ / /r 
give himself a countenance), Ha, 
so you ’ ve had prayers without me ? ‘j/ / O'' ^ 

Quite right— quite right. ^ ' X// / / 

Mrs, Toov, {severely). Anything , // // 

but right, Pa. You ought to have /// ^ 
been down long ago. I heard you ^ 
brushing your hair as I went out. 

Mr, Toov, {feebly). It was very 
tiresome, my love, but my collar- 
stud got under the wardrobe, and I , 

couldn’t get it out for ever so long, 

Mrs, Toov, Your things have .. 

taken to behave in a very extra- // 

ordinary manner. Pa. Yesterday ‘ ///W/ 

it was your braces ! / 

Mr, Toov, I— I believe it xoas 
my braces yesterday. Ah well, we ^ 

must bear with these little vexa- ^ 

tions— bear with them I {To him- 
self,) A letter for me ? From the 
Eldorado! It’s the box I I — I f 

hoped Mr. Currhew had forgotten. 

[Hie thrusts it into his pocket un- 
opened, in a flurry, 

Mr, Toov, I— I don’t thiific it is, my love— particularly. It— it 

m 1 xill 1 Tnm ^ • 17 o S-r • tt • 


//M/y 


“Eldorado Palace of Varieties. Admit Mr. Toovey and Party to 
Box C. This portion to be retained,” 


will keep till after breakfast. What is this— kedgeree ? Hall ’ve I will sit up for you, if necessary. 


mean to look in on Charles, before 
I go to this Eldorado place, and 
there may be time for a game of 
draughts I 

Mrs, Toov, You would learn 
^ more, Theophilus, by putting a 

few questions to his landlady. But 
J - remember, when yon come hack, 

pRy / ^ ^ insist on being told every- 

thing— every mind ! 

^ Mr, Toov, Oh, of course, my 

course. {To himself .) If 
my visit proves satisfactory, I— I 
I might tell her. It will depend on 
^ ir ^ feel— entirely on how I feel. 

II Scene YI. 

I' I Scene YII. — The Drawing-room^ 
I It is a^f ter luncheon, Mrs, To o- 

i sitting knitting, 

if Toovey {entering, in a frock- 

1 1 coat, carrying a tall hat), Er — 

Jl' Cornelia, my love, yon don’t hap- 

know where the— the latch- 
Mm C ^ kept, do you ? 

Wc Mrs, Toovey, The latchkey, 

Theophilus! One has never been 
fB iWMflSf 1 1)? required in this house ye^. What can 

Bil WMIuIr J S/' you possibly want with a latchkey ? 

Mr, Toov, {to himself). These 
performances go on till a somewhat 
advanced hour, I ’ve no doubt, 
and I might feel it my duty to 
mit Mr. Toovey and Party to stay as long as- {Aloud^ I 

to be retained.” ^ ^ ®^ly thought it would save Phcebe 

sitting up for me, my dear, 

Mrs, Toov, You need not trouble yourself about that, Theophilus. 


come down with quite an appetite — quite a famous appetite ! 


Jfr. Toov. {quaking). But you forget your Zenana Mission, my 


{_He pecks at his kedgeree ostentatiously, love ; you will be out yourself this evening ! 


Mrs, Toov, Perhaps I’d better ring and have two more eggs 
boiled if you ’re so hungry as all that, Pa ? 

Mr, Toov, {in terror at this suggestion). Not for me, [[my love, not 
for me. I— I ’ve made an excellent breakfast ! 

Mrs, Toov, Then now. Pa, perhaps you will be at leisure to read 


Mrs, Toov, {severely), I shall be back by a reasonable hour, Pa, — 
and so will you, I should hope, 

Mr, Toov, I hope so, my love, I ’m sure, hut — ^but I may have a 
good deal to say to Charles, you know. 

Mrs, Toov, {to herself). There ’s some mystery about that wretched 


^ know wnat correspondence you can boy, I certain. If I conld only £n.d out what was in that letter. 


possibly have with an Eldorado Palace, 


I wonder if it ’s in Pa’s pocket— I’ll soon see. {Aloud, ) Turn round, 


- .mjf m f, r. • 7^\ 1 1 1 I. /l • M l. ~ .h,. J.V u ...M ... .1. J.J. »V/V/JLI. vl/bVUf. J O. JUL XUtUAU., 

Toov, {to Oh, dear me, she’s seen the fiap! Why Pa, Ah, I thought as much; one of yonr coat-tail buttons is as 

L 7 ®^ name outside — so thoughtless of them ! {Me opens nearly off as it can he ! 

the letter,) Yes it is the order.^ I can’/ show it to Cornelia! Mr, Toov, {innocently). Dear me! My Sunday coat, too. I never 
^ ^ was making mqmnes. ^ observed it. Could you just fasten it on a little more securely ? 

® f ■ ^9, y?P; ve ^written to the Mrs, Toov, If you take off your coat. I can’t do it with you 


i. — vZ^ T — Wr n 1 *^7 1 .w vv xxxv. jlj , jfuu. uafiMO uii jfuui' uutLb. i uan ij uu lu wjllu you 

-r me t _WeU— wlmt does he say P prancing about in front of me, Pa. (M-. T. takes off h>s coat.) 

Mr, loov, {to himself ), I don t like these deceptions — ^bnt I must Now, I can’t have yon in my drawing-room in your shirtsleeves— 

Oh— hum— very little, my love, suppose somebody called! Ho into your study and wait there till 
satisfactory— most satisfactory— he ’s no I’ve done. {Mr, T. deparU submissively,) Now if the letter isn’t 

make of Charles— none whatever I ^ ^ , in one of these pockets, it must be in ( She discovers the envelope. ) 

T likely you would get the truth from such There it is, ifow I shall know what Charles I ’m sure his poor 

7 . r V igr 7 7 mother wiould wish to be informed. {She opens the letter,) 

hastily), 1^0, mj dear love, “Eldorado P^ace of Yarieties. Admit Mr. Toovet and party to 
confidential commnni- Box C. This portion to be retained.” {She tears off a perforated 
cation, and and, in common fairness to Charles I ’ll trouble slip,) I will retain it I So Theophilus has been deceiving me — 
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this is his business ■with. Charles I This is why he kept that pro- Fortunately the piece does not depend for its success on mere 
gramme I And he allowing himself to be misled by his own mechanism, hut on the acting of Mr. Tree, which is in ^ rejects 
nephew! They’re going to this music-hall to-night, together! admirable in its diabolical variety; muchdepends, too, on Mrs. Tree, 

He shall not go — ^never while I — stop, let me think — yes, he shall go who is charming and sympathetic in a small part. Mr. Teert, who 
— he shall fifl up the measure of his iniquity, little dreaming that I occasionally, in tone and look, reminds me of Henry Irvino, coinri- 
have the clear proof of his deceit I (She thrusts the slip she has hutes his share towards the general histriomc excellence, as a^o does 
torn off into her worhhox^ and replaces the envelope with the Miss JuxiA Heilson, who in tone and action frequently makes me 
remainder of the order in the pocket,) There. He won’t notice wish that once and for ever she would give up attempting an imita- 
that anything is missing. He ’s coming back. I must control tion of Ellen Terry. But be it said that the acting ot this couple 
myself, or he will be on his guard. is remarkably good in the love scene, as it is also in the very try mg 

[^She pretends to secure the button with unsteady fingers, death scene, which could have been so easily and so utterly ruined. 
Mr, Toov, {entering), Cornelia, my love, don’t trouble to do The author is at his best in his curt, cynical, sentences. iLpigrams 
more than is absolutely necessary to keep the button secure— because are few and far between in the P^ ^ b^it what there ® 

I’m rather in a hurry. It doesn’t matter, so long as it looks devil, that is, are given to the Old G-enHeman, with me best 
respectable ! possible result. Enry Haxjthor is at his worst in the long 

Mrs, Toov, {with an effort to restrain her feelings), I daresay it is speeches, not one of which, no matter to whom it may tall, but would 
quite respectable enough. Pa, for where you axe going. be the better for cuttmg. Of course, suggeshons for abbreviating the 

Mr, Toov, Quite, indeed, my dear. But it would never have done Tempter's part would not be favourably entertained by the princmal 
to go and call on Charles with a button off the back of my coat — actor, as, naturally enough, any Tree objects to out doTO ; aim as 
no, no. It was fortunate you noticed it in time, my love. his personal success is too decided for him to be cut up, tne iree 

Mrs, Toov, I hope it will prove so, Theophilus. {To herself) will have to remain, 

And this monster of duplicity is Pa! Oh, I wish I could tell mm though lopping and ||/ 

what I thought of him, but not yet — ^we will have our reckoning pruning would be 
later ! advantageous to the 

Mr, Toov, {after putting on his coat). Then I think I must be growth and strength ff 
going. Any message I can take to Charles ? of this Tree now ^ 

Mrs, Toov, Yes, tell him that I trust he will profit by his good that it has assumed :l)) ^ " /V" 

Uncle's ex^imple, and that I expect him to dinner on Monday. I may these _proportions. f uh ^ 


Uncle's ex^imple, and that I expect him to dinner on Monday. I may these proportions. ^ 

require to have a serious talk with him myself , if your account of And t^ moral? ^ - 

this evening is not perfectly satisfactory. .Uoethe, I I 

Mr, Toov, I ’ll tell him, my love, but there ’s no reason to make think, m the poem 
yourself uneasy about Charles — he ’ll behave himself — he ’ll behave was a trifle hazy 
himself. (2b himself as he goes out,) ImustgozxA see Charles about the ultimate 

now. Oh dear, I do feel so apprehensive about this visit to the fate of his lovers ; ' I ^ 

Eldorado.— If I could put it ofi.— But I can’t continue to hold those but in the opera yj§ d 

shares without some knowledge And Mr. Curphew made such a there is^ no ^P-bt UK / ^ 

point of my going. No, I must go. I— I don’t see how I can get out about it. With Z 

of it ! Marguerite it ^ was lly 

Mrs, Toov, {alone). There he goes, looking so meek and lamblike ! “ Here we go] up, 

Who would suspect, to see him, that that black coat of his was buttoned np.’ and with 
round a whited sepulchre ? Oh, Pa, Pa I That after all these years )J^ust it w^ j^t 
of blameless life you should suddenly be seized with a depraved desire the reverse : but the 
for unhallowed amusement like this I While I am at the Cumber- operatic will 

BATCHES, engaged in discussing the affairs of the Zenana Mission, you always go down 
and Charles will be- Stop. How do I know he is going with when simg and 

Charles at all? If he is capable of deceiving me in one respect, why played as it was this ^ 

not in all ? {She takes out the slip and looks at it.) Mr. Toovey and season at Covent “Arbor in Arbore.” A Wood Engraving, 
party ! What party ? May not Pa have been leading a-a double life Harden. I forget . ^ ^ 

all these years for anything I can tell? He is going to the Eldorado what B^oIto does with his erring 

to-night with somebody— that's clear. Who is it ? I shall never be resembles Boiio s, and also Byron s, Satan, is in his 

easy tiU I know. And why should I not ? There’s the meeting, addressed dmeotly to the Supreme Being. But ^ 

though. I might have a headache. Yes, that will do. {She goes to Fallen ^changels of Heaven ; this ot Enry Hauthor s is a Mie 
her writing-table.) No, I won’t write. I can make some excuse to Angel of Islington. This illogical demon sneers at ^f the oha- 
Eliza when I see her. And instead of going to the Cumber- racters for not usmg language 

BATCHES this evening, I can easily slip up to Waterloo and ask my own turn comes his ^ 

way to this place. There will be no difficulty in that. Yes, I will mild that not the sternest magistrate would like to 
fro, whatepr it costs, me, And ^hen .Pa goes into .this Box C of A^lrtra,^e to say m one ^ 


about it. With 
Marguerite it was 
“Here we go] up, 








“ Arbor in Arbore.” A Wood Engraving. 


go, whatever it costs me. Ana when ra goes into xnis jdox kj 
his, he will find his “ party ” is larger than he expected I 
End of Scene YII. 

PLAYING THE DEUCE AT THE HAYMAEKET. 


of And strange to say, in one passage (which most persons would have 
deemed objectionable, did it not qome to them on the authority of the 
Lord Chamberlain’s Theatrical Licensing^ office), the Prince of Dark- 
ness shows himself a gentleman curiously ignorant of such elementary 
Christian theology as he could have picked up from a ]^nny oato- 
chism. How Mr. Tree was ever in-deuced to attempt the Tempterhj 
Enry EU.uthor, will remain a mystery to the end of the run, ii 


Of conrse, to speak with theological accuracy, The Tempter^ being that should be in the far distant fu'toe, the mystery wiU be^ee- 
the “very devil incarnate,” ought to be “damned.” That this has mendous, and absolutely impenetrable. The costumes are artistic 
not been his fate at the Haymarket is owing to Mr. Beerbohm Tree and superb, the scenery effective, though the majestic propwtions ot 
primarily, to his company secondarily, and to the author remotely. Canterbury Cathedral are raLher dwaried by the inioosing ngure oi 
To treat in any fresh dramatic form the story of Faust and Mar- the Yery Deuce, who is “ all over the place. 

_ J i. 1 XI.- "Uix-X -X - ..*.4 


gueritSf a dramatist must he the subject of a special and peculiar 
inspiration. Now what this play lacks is inspiration. 

What in this piece Enry Plauxhor Jones mistook for the “ divine 
affiatus ” is mere long-windedness. His Tempter may be an enter- 
tainer assuming various disguises, and more and more like himself 
on every occasion, but a real devil he is not, except so lax as Mi, 
Tree with wonderful art makes him ; and, even then, the question 
is forced upon us, would any devil with any sort of self-respect, 
pick up a cross-handled dagger just as if it were an ordinary .walking- 
stiek, and politely return it to its owner ? This is the first time that 
a devil on the stage hasn’t shuddered and grovelled at the sight of 
a cross-handle. Again, how far more effective would some of the 
supernatural movements of this irreclaimably wicked personage have 


Morning ThougM. 

(By a chilly Autumn Guest at a Country Mouse.) 

Gr-r-r-b, ! No fire in the grate — ^for our hostess is thrifty— 
Although the thermometer stands below fifty 1 
Well, I wish to be conrteqns and sober ; 

But the biggest of pests is that pig of a host— 

In a climate like ours, too ! — ^who makes it his boast 
That “ he never starts fires till October ! 

A Good KiCK-OFF.-»The “Rugby” decision against “profes- 


supernaiiurai moveiueubiiux tuis jxxcuiaimauAjf wit.n.cu. jjciouxiago xiavc xx artfiolW 

been had they been performed by means of some clever arrangement sonal ” football. Let ns hope it will be followed by an equauy 
of “wires,” such as that with which MUe. ^nea used to astonish energetic “ kick-out ” of the Rowing rowdy element in tma 
the public ? Where are the stage mechanists who assisted Georoe popxuar, if somewhat over-praised, NationsI game. gwa 

Conquest, that unique representative of sprites and gnomes, who sportsmen long to see a ‘penalty kick administered to DiacK- 
achieved success by * ‘ leaps and bounds ? ” guardism in the football field. 
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THE PERSONAL EQUATION. 

Ducal Butler {showing Art Treasures of Stilton Castle'). “ The Three Gricesj — ^after Canova I ” 
Mrs. BamAbotham. “flow interesting 1 And prat, which is the present Dcchess V* 


ALEXANDEE KND DIOGENES. 

{Modern Teutonic Version.) 

[“ My oomplamt being of a nervous character, I sliare the opinion of my 
doctor that, if I pass the winter in the midst of my accustomed surround- 
ings and occupations, it will be the most likely means of promoting my 
recovery.” — Brinoe Bismarck's repl/y to the German Bmperor^s Letter, '\ 

Diogenes {of Kissingen) loquitur : — 

Onlg to learn me to my tub J Ha I had him there 1 flatter me ! 

Too late, my Alexander, now to butter or to batter me I 
You “ Dropped the Pilot ’’—with that youthful confidence that some 
adore — 

The “whirligig of time” has turned: the “Pilot” drops the 
“ Commodore.” 

A flco for Imperial “ Pots,” and their young princely progenies! 
Belated condescension won’t conciliate Diogenes. 

Cynic and Conqueror exchange compliments Ciceronian, 

But— there’s a sting in some smooth words, for a mouthing 
Macedonian. 

* Mine are not sanitary “tubs,” the Yarzln, or the other one 
At Friedriohsruh, you hint. Oh get away, and do not bother one I 
I ’ve got a “ nervous system” now, and noisy, young, despotioal, 

“ Shock-headed Peters ” worry one, when aged and neurotical. 

Tour castles, and your palaces, and things, in Central Germany, 

I “trample on” — ^like Plato’s pride Ha ! does that make you squirm 
any? 

Confer with your Court Marshal, if you like ; I only promise I ’ll 
Transfer my Tub — ^to Friedrichsruh, when up to change of domicile. 

“Howto command men” is my skill, as ’twas of him of Poutus, 
Sire, 

You can’t command such men as I just when you chance to want 
us. Sire I 

As soon as Doctor Schweninger says he has no objection, Sire, 

I ’ll travel to another Tub — ^but not of your selection. Sire. 


’Midst castles and palaces though I might roam, 

Be it ever so humble there ’s no place like home. 

The charm of the Tub seems to hallow me there, 

Which all Central Germany’s castles can’t share. 

Home ! home ! Sweet, sweet home ! 

Though ’tis only a Tub, there is no place like home I 

An exile from court, castles dazzle in vain,^ 

Oh I give me my Tub and I ’ll gladly remun. 

A proud Alexander I’m sorry (!) to snub, 

But— keep your fine castles, leave me to my Tub I 
Home I home I Sweet, sweet home ! 

Thouah you mayn’t like its “ climate,” there ’s no 5lac3 
like home! {Left curled up in xt. 


“PAS MEME ACADEMICIENI” 

[Albert Moore, the exquisite decorative painter, died on September 25, 
at the age of fifty-two, “without Academic honour.”] 

“ Love is enough.” Beauty, it seems, is not. 

And yet upon our land’s artistic fame. 

It seems — does it not. Sirs ? — a bitter blot 
That the official roll lacks this great name ! 

No matter I The R. A., with tight-closed door. 

Hath less — of honour; English Art hath Moore 


“ Did you hear Paderewski the pianist ? ” asked someone of our 
old friend Mrs. R. “ Oh, yes.” she replied ; “ I was most fortunate. 
He played for several hours at a friend’s house, and he gave ns the 
whole of his Repartee^[^| 

Riddle by ’Arrt.— “ Look ’ere, if you’re speakin’ of a young un- 
married lady bein’ rather ’ufiy, wbat well-known river would you 
name ? — ^Why, ‘ Miss is Hppy^ o’ course.” 



BXANBKE. “IS THERE ANYTHINH I CAW DO FOR YOU? CASTLE? OR AWYTHINO OP THAT SORT? 
ocraarES. “ HO-ONLY TO LEAVE ME TO MY TUB I ! ” toURi i- 






EIFLEMEN— “ POEM ! ' 


{A ncuo Volunteer Song, in vulgar par- 
lance, ’ Brought up to date, after Lord 
Tennyson, ) 

It is not going too far to say that thousands 
of men best fitted, physically and morally, to serve 
as officers or in the ranks, hold aloof from the 
Volunteers, because they are keenly ahve to in- 
efficiency of the average Volunteer, In vulgar 
parlance they look upon Volunteering as ‘bad 
form.' — The T'im€s,'\ 


But better a miss, or a magpie or so. 

Then that bad, bad form which “ Sassiety 
shames. 

Storm’s warm about Yolunteer “ form,” 
Ready, be ready against that storm I 
Riflemen, Riflemen, Riflemen — “Form! I!” 


These is a sound that must terribly jar 
On the ears of the West in our finical day ; 
’Tisn’t a sound of battle and war. 

But of something much worse in its 
“vulgar” way. 

Storm ’s warm about Yolunteer “ form,” 
Ready, be ready against that storm I 
“Form I ” “ Form ! ” Riflemen, “Form ! ” 


For “ form” be ready to do or die 
“Form,” in “Sassiety’s” name, and the 
Queen’s! 

“In vulgar parlance” “good form”’s the 
cry— 

Though only a fribble knows what it me ans. 
But “Form!” “Form!” Riflemen, “Form!” 
Ready, be ready to meet the storm 
Against the Riflemen’s * ‘ shocking bad form I ’ ’ 


THE LOHDOH SCHOOL BOARD YADE 
MECIJM. 


Be not deaf to the sound that warns ! 

What? “Bad form! ’’—that’s a prig’s 
last plea. 

Are figs of thistles ? or grapes of thorns ? 

How can W. feel with E. C. ? 

“ Form ! ” “ Form I ” Riflemen, “ Form 1 ” 
Ready to meet “ Sassiety’s” storm ! 
Riflemen, Riflemen, shun “ bad form! ” 


Reform your “ formj’ I Abide nothing 
“low” ! 

Look to yon butts, and take good aims ! 


Question, What are the functions of the 
School Board ? 

Answer, To protest against the conduct 
of the Educational Department. 

Q, In this protest has the Board the sym- 
pathy of the public ? 

A, Unquestionably; because the conduct 
of the Educational Department is calculated 
to send up rates. 

Q, But does not the Department look 
after the sanitary side of the matter ? 

A, Perhaps so; but sanitation is too 


expensive a matter to be treated without the 
maturest consideration. 

Q, Are the recommendations of the Depart- 
ment unreasonable ? 

A, Yery. The Board is required to make 
the most costly alterations in buildings that 
have already eaten up a large sum of money, 
and should not consume a penny more. 

Q, But are not the suggested improve- 
ments ones that would be accepted nowadays 
in any new design? 

A, Certainly, but then their adoption 
would be the cause of little or no expense. 

Q, Then should science stop still until 
the rates become abated ? 

A, That would be the practical course for 
science to pursue. 

Q, But leaving grievances out of the ques- - 
tion, what can be said about education ? 

A, That is a matter of secondary import- 
ance, when compared with the latest sanitary 
developments. 

Q, But how about the children ? Have they 
been educated? What can be said about them? 

A, Nothing. So far as the School Board 
is concerned, the question of education in 
general is absolutely of secondary importance. 

Q, Then the career of a child need not be 
considered nor watched ? 

A, Of course not. The sole means sug- 
gested for teaching a child is to squabble with 
the Government and to more or less ignore 
the requirements of the schoolmaster. 
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“ON THE CHANCE.” 

Young Mamma. “ What have you got there, my good Man ? ” . 

The Good Man'' (seeing she is not a Potato Ciistomer). ‘‘Only Boiling Water, Ma’am. Yoir see, this time o year, the Sea 
GETS rather cold, AND SOME OF THE LaDIES ARB SO PARTICULAR ABOUT THEIR LITTLE TODDLEKINS, BLESS ^ EM 1 

Young Mamma (struck with the idea), “Oh, then, please be here To-morrow morning at Eight o clock, a^nd bring two 
C ^NS \'* [At once tenders him a Shilling, Needless to say Our ArtiU was not up in time to see if appointment was kept punctuaity. 


I3ISHOP BOBADIL. 

[“ As to the course which the English Goyemment 
should take in this matter, he was in favour of 
their acting on the principles enunciated in the 
Sermon on the Mount; but when it was found 
that a contrary course was necessary, then they 
must drop the sermon and have recourse to the 
sword.”— The Bishop of Derry, in Westminster 
Abbey, on the subject of Mashonaland.] 

Of old the bully swaggered fr£e, 

He recked not how the fight arose ; 

He wore his warlike panoply, 

A hireling and a man of blows. 

He knew no mercy, was not meek 
(The meek are blessed, said the Lord) ; 

If one should smite him on the cheek, 

He turned, but turned to draw his sword. 

He trod the weaker in the mire, 

Nor stayed from blood his mailed hand, 
And tramped in fury and in fire 
. Through many a devastated land. 

I blame him not, it was his trade ; 

Though small his care for wrong or right, 
At least he fought himself, nor stayed 
At home to bid the others fight. 

Long since we’ve placed him on the shelf ; 

Behold instead, nis crosier drawn, 

Within the sacred Minster’s self 
A bully blustering in lawn. 

A broad-brimmed stirrer up of strife, 

“ I hold,” he cries, “ of small account 
His sense who stoops to base his life 
Upon the Sermon on the Mount. 


I That is, if unprepared to strike. 

Some help that ^rmon may afford.^ 

You suit yourselves, and, when you like, 

You drop it and you draw the sword.” 

Go to, you loud and foolish priest, 

Nor scorn the precepts you should keep. 
Still is it true that, west or east, [sheep. 
The wolves are sometimes clothed like 

And here (’twas thus in ancient days) 

Ealse prophets shame the Master still. 

And congregations chant the praise 
Of blatant Bishop Bobadil. 

WOODMEN, SPARE THOSE TREES I 
New (New Forest) Version. 

[Mr. Auberon Herbert says “the rapacious and 
spendthrift ” woodmen of the Crown have recently 
felled two hundred oaks in the New Forest.] 

Woodmen, spare those trees ! 

You ’re playing up rare jokes 
In felling, at your ease, 

Hundreds of British oaks. 

We ’d ax you stay your^axa. 

Come I no official rot f 
Or JPuncMs wrath may wax, 

And then— you’ll get it hot. 

Those old familiar trees 
Are glory and renown. 

Don’t think your business, please^ 

Is just to hew them down I 
We ash you, for the nonce. 

If such appeal is vain, 

We ’U bid you, sharp, at once, 

“ Cut ” — ^and donH come again I 


^^GOOD SIR JOHN!” ! 

(To Sir John Gilbert^ R.A,, on his receiving the 
Freedom of the City. By an Old Boy.) 

Good Black (and White) Knight, 

Oar youth’s joint delight, 

With that other Black Knight, dear Sir 
Walter’s 

(Whom you pictured well), 

Ancient memories swell. 

Till language, in praising you, falters. 

You drew, with such dash, 

-dtW our heroes ; they flash 
On our memories. Ah, we thanked you so 
For Dons, Rosinantes, 

And Sanchos (Cervantes ’) 

“ Leather-Stocking,” and Robinson Crusoe. 
Oar fancies stiU carry 
Your (Shakspeare’s) King Harry, 

We know our own boyhood s sound slumbers 
Were haunted by Pucks, 

Rohm Hoods, Friar Tucks, ^ 

And scenes from your brave Christmas Num- 
bers. 

God bless you, Sir John, 

For your Knight and your Don, 

Who moved our youth’s fervour and pity 1 
Sure every Old Boy 


Hopes you long may enjoy 
The freedom (and nealtn) of ou 


our City I 


RIDDLE for the GREAT REALIST, 

Q. When is a sailor like a French journalist? 
A, When he has to “ sign articles.” 
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WHO WOULD NOT BE A MEMBER OF PARLIAMENT? 
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A NEAT WAY OF PUTTING IT. 

Cabby (to Ciergymmf who has paid the legal fare), “Won’t leave 

MB MUCH FOR THE HOFFERTORY NEXT SlTNDAY, SiR, WILL IT ? ” 


THE ADVENTURES OP PICKLOCK HOLES. 

(By Cunnm Toil,) 

No. Y.^THE HUNGAEIAN DIAMOND. 

Everybody must remember the apparently causeless panic that 
seized the various European governments only a few years ago. It 
was the dead season. Members of Parliament were all disporting 
themselves on the various grouse-moors which are specially reserved 
for that august legislative body in order that there may be no lack 
of accuracy in the articles of those who imagine that the 12th of 
August brings to every M.P. a yearning for the scent of heather and 
the sound of breech-loading guns. Suddenly, and without any 
warning, a great fear spread through Europe. Nobody seemed able 
to state precisely how it began. There were, of course, some who 
attributed it to an after-dinner speech made by the German 
Emperor at the annual banquet of the Blue Bosewitzers, the famous 
Cuirassier regiment of which the Grand Duke of Schntjpftitchstein 
is the honorary commanding officer.^ Others again saw in it the 
influence of M. Paul DeroulIidb, while yet a third party attributed 
it with an equal assumption of certainty to the fact that Austria had 
recently forbidden the import of Servian pigs. They were all wrong. 
The time has come when the truth must be known. The story I am 
about to tell will show my extraordinary friend, Picklock Holes, on 
an even higher pinnacle of unmatchable acumen than that which fame 
has hitherto assigned to him. He may be vexed when he reads my 
narrative of his triumphs, for he is as modest as he is induetivel; but I 
am determined that, at whatever cost, the story shall be made public. 

It was on one of those delightful evenings for which our English 
summer is famous, that Holes and I were as usual sitting together 
and conversing as to the best methods of inferring an Archbiiiop 
from a hat-band and a Commander-in- Chief from a penny- whistle. 
I had put forward several plans which appeared to me to be satis- 
factory, but Holes had scouted them one after another with a cold 
impassivity which had not failed to impress me, accustomed though 
I was to tne great man s exhibition of it. 

“Here,” said Holes, eventually, “ are the necessary steps. Hat- 
band, ban(J.-ma&ter, master-mind, mind-your-eye. eye-ball, ball- 
bearing, bear-leader, Leda and the Swan, swan-bill, bill-post, post- 


cart, cart-road, roadway, Wey bridge, bridge-arch, arch-bishop. The 
inference of a Commander-in-Chief is even easier. ^ You have only to 
assume that a penny-whistle has been found lying on the Horse- 
Guards’ Parade by the Colonel of the Scots Guards, and carried by him 
to the office of the Secretary of State for War. Thereupon you sub- 
divide the number of drummer-boys in a regiment of Goorkhas by 
the capital value of a sergeant’s retiring pension, and ” 

But the rest of this marvellous piece of concise reasoning must 
remain for ever a secret, for at this moment a bugle- call disturbed 
the stillness of the summer night, and Holes immediately paused. 

“ What can that mean?” I asked, in some alarm, for Camberwell 
(our meeting place) is an essentially unmilitary district, and I could 
not account for this strange and awe-inspiring musical demonstration. 

“ Hush,” said Holes, with perfect composure ; “it is the agreed 
signal. Listen. The great 8amovar diamond, the most brilliant 
jewel in the turquoise crown of Hungary, has been lost. The 
Emperor of Austria is in despair. Next week he is due at Pesth, 
but he cannot appear before the fleroe and haughty Magyars in a 
crown deprived of the decoration that all Hungary looks upon as 
symbolical of the national existence. A riot in Pesth at this moment 
would shake the Austro-Hungarian empire to its foundations. With 
it the Triple Alliance would crumble into dust, and the peace of 
Europe would not be worth an hour’s purchase. It is, therefore, 
imperative that before the dawn of next Monday the diamond should 
be restored to its wonted setting.” 

“ My dear Holes,” I said, “ this is more terrible than I thought. 
Have they appealed to you, as usual, alter exhausting all the native 
taleDt ? ” 

‘* My dear Potson.” replied my friend, “ you ask too much. Let 
it suffice that I have been consulted, and that the determination of 
the question of peace or war lies in these hands.” And with these 
words the a.rch-detective spread before my eyes those long, sinewy, 
and meditative fingers which had so often excited my admiration. 

Our preparations for departure to Hungary were soon made, I 
hardly know why I accompanied Holes. It seemed somehow to be 
the usual thing that I should be present at all his teats. I thought 
he looked for my company, and though his undemonstrative nature 
would never have suffered him to betray any annoyance had I 
lemained absent, I judged it best not to disturb the even current of 
his investigations by departing from established precedent. I 
therefore^ departed from London — my only alternative. Just as we 
were setting out. Holes stopped me with a warning gesture. 

“ Have you brought the clue with you ? ” he asked. 

“What clue?” 

“ Oh,” he answered, rather testily, “ any clue you like, so long as 
it ’s a clue. A torn scrap of paper with writing on it, a foot-print in 
the mud, a broken chair, a soiled overcoat— it really doesn’t matter 
what it is, but a clue of some kind we must have.” 

“ Of course, of course,” I said, in soothing tones. “ How stupid 
of me to forget it. Will this do ? ” I continued, picking up a piece 
of faded green ribbon which happened to be lying on the pavement. 

“The ver^ thing,” said Holes, pocketing it, and so we started 
Our first visit on arriving at Pesth was to the Emperor-King, who 
was living incognito in a small back alley of the Hungarian capital. 
We cheered the monarch’s heart, and proceeded to call on the leader 
of the Opposition in the Hungarian Diet. He was a stern man of 
some fifty summers, dressed in the national costume. We found him 
at supper. Holes was the first to speak. “ Sir,” he said. “ resist- 
ance is useless. Your schemes have been discovered. AH that is 
left for you is to throw yourself upon the mercy of your King.” 

The rage of the Magyar was fearful to witness. Holes continued, 
inexorably “ This piece of green ribbon matches the colour of your 
Sunday tunic. Can you swear it has not been torn from the lining ? 
You cannot, I thought so. Know then that wrapped in this ribbon 
was found the great Samovar diamond, and that you, you alone, 
were concerned in the robbery.” 

At this moment the police broke into the room. 

“Remove his Excellency,” said Holes, “and let him forthwith 
expiate his crimes upon the scaffold.” 

“ But,” I ventured to interpose, “ where is the diamond ? Unless 
you restore that 

“ Potson,” whispered Holes, almost fiercely, “ do not be a fool.” 

As he said this, the door once t^ain opened, and the Emperor- 
King entered the room, bearing on his head the turquoise crown, in the 
centre of which sparkled the great Samovar, “the moon of brilliancy,” 
as the Hungarian poets love to call it. The Emperor approached the 
marvellous detective. “Pardon me,” he said, “for troubling you. 
I have just found the missing stone under my pillow.” 

“ Where,” said Holes, “I ^as about to tell your Majesty that 
you would find it.” 

“Thank you/’ said his Majesty, “for restoring to me a valued 
possession and ridding me of a knave about whom I have long had 
my suspicions.” The conclusion of this speech was greeted with loud 
“ the Hungarian national shout, in the midst of which we 

took our leave. That is the true story of how the peace of Europe 
was preserved by my wonderful friend. 
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DIVERSE AIMS. 

{Early Morning,) 

The Curate. “Yes, it’s a lovely Mornino, Trencherman; 

JUST THE SORT TO GIVE ONE AN APPETITE FOR BREAKFAST.” 

Farmer Trencherman. “Ah! A Happititb for yer Breakfast, 
Sir. Now there ’s the difference, yer see. I be come out 
FUR to get a Breakfast for my Happititb ! ” 


"DUE SOUTH.” 

A Trip round “ the Island'^ and lack to F'mHh. 

Happy Thought {on hoard crowded steamhoat). — “ Obstinacy is 
tbe best policy.” The obstinate man won’t move, and won’t speak, 
except in monosyllables ; he won’t budge one inch for anybody ; 
he puts everybody in a worse temper than everybody was before, 
and, in the end, he wins. To the credit of the obstinate man be it 
said that “ he knows how to keep his place,” and does keep it too. 

A kind of second-rate sporting bookmaker, with sandy whiskers 
and dirty hands, who has secured a corner seat near me, smokes like 
a chimney, and the chimney, his pipe, ought to have been swept and 
cleaned out long ago. Also he seems quite unable to take five whifis 
without prolific exiDectoration. From experience I believe he will 
be visited by the steward, and told not to smoke. ^ 1 am^ awaiting 
this with malicious anticipation of pleasure. ^ I am disappointed. ^ A 
junior steward, of whom 1 make the inquiry in hearing of the objec- 
tionable fumigator, replies that “Smoking is allowed here, but not 
abaft.” Thanks, very much. The sandy- whiskered man won’t go 
“ abaft,” wherever that is. Perhaps he mil presently. After a 
time, when it becomes a bit rougher, he disappears. No doubt he 
has gone “ abait.” Let him stay there. 

“ TAe Needles,'^' — Why needles? There’s no more point in the 
name than there is to the rocks. 

Opposite Freshwater it very naturally commences to be a bit 
freshish ; some people in the forepart are getting very wet ; there 
is a stampede; it is still fresher and rougher; but j have every 
confidence in the Captain, who, as I observe, is negligently stand- 
ing on the bridge, deliberately cracking specimens of that great 
delicacy the early filbert, or it may be the still earlier walnut. 

Happy Thought. — There can be no danger when the Captain is 
engaged in cracking nuts as if they were so many jokes. 


Splashing and ducking have commenced freely. The waves do 
the splashing, and the people on board do the ducking. 

There are those who look ill and keep well ; and others who look 
well at first, but who turn all sorts of colours within a quarter of 
an hour, struggle gallantly, and succumb ; children lively, but 
gradually collapsing, lying about doubled up helplessly; comfort- 
able, comely matrons who came on board neat and tidy, now hor- 
ridly uncomfortable, and quite reckless of appearance. Here, too, 

I is the uncertain sailor, who considers it safer to remain seated and 
who, at the end of the voyage, is surprised to find hinoself in 
perfect health. 

Sighting Ventnor. — The man “ who knows everything ” informs us 
that this is Bonchurch, which information a man with a book has of 
course felt himself bound to correct. The latter tells us that it is 
a place called Undercliff (which nobody for one moment believes), 
and both informants are put right by a mariner with a map, who 
points out all the places correctly, and confides to us in a husky 
voice that “that ere place among tne trees is Yentnor.” 

More shower-bathing; the fore-part of the vessel quite cleared 
by the attacking waves. 

However, “ it soon dries off,” says a jolly middle-aged gentleman 
in a summer suit, drenched from tip of collar to toe of boot. 

Being well out at sea (how many are never '‘'‘well out at sea ”1), 
we catch sight of Bonchurch and the landslip. Of course we gay 
nautical dogs pity the poor lubbers ashore who “live at home at 

ease,” and who are probably suffering from intense (Here 

my remarks, made to a jovial companion on a camp-stool, are 
interrupted by a blob in the eye from a wave. On recovery I 
forget what I was going to say, but fancy “ the missing word” is 
“ heat.”) 

Passing Sandown. Of course the well-informed person says, 
“ This is where the races are,” and equally of course he is imme- 
diately contradicted by a reduced chorus of bystanders, who pity 
his deplorable ignorance. Total discomfiture of well-informed 
person. He disappears. “ Gone below,” like a Demon in a panto- 
mime at the appearance of the Good Fairy. 

Nice place Sandown apparently, where, it being 1.30, the happy 
Wight-islanders are probably sitting down in comfort to a nice hot 
lunch, while we, the jovial mariners—well, no matter. I shall wait 
till I can lunch ashore. 

Our arrangements are to land at Southsea, where (so we were 
given to understand) we ought to be at 2 p.m. But already it 
is 2 P.M., and I dive into my provision-pocket for a broken biscuit. 
* * * * An interior voice whispers that the broken biscuit was a 
mistake. I tremble. False alarm. Southsea!! Saved!! But we 
are forty minutes late, and our time for refreshment is considerably 
curtailed. 

We crowd off through a sort of black-hole passage. Debarking and 
re-embarking might be very easily managed on a much more 
comfortable plan. We pay one penny for the pier-toll, and we 
make for the hotel at the entrance to the pier. Any port in a 
storm. Cold luncheon is ready for those who can take it, that is, 
one in six. 

Back again. — Past Cowes and Hyde. Weather lovely ; sea calm. 

There are some persons of whom I would make^ short work were I 
a Captain on board, with power to order into irons anyone whose 
presence was objectionable. And these persons are. Firstly, stout 
greasy women, with damp, dirty little children. Secondly, fat old 
men and women (more or less dirty) eating green, juicy pears 
with pocket knives. Thirdly, smokers of strong pipes. Fourthly, 
smokers of cigars. Fifthly (imprisonment with torture), for smokers 
of bad cigars. Sixthly, people who will persist in attempting to 
walk about and who, in order to preserve their perpendicular, are 
perpetually making grabs at everything and everybody. Seventhly, 
aimless wanderers, who seem unable to remain in one place for five 
minutes at a time. 

5.45. Old England once more. We land on P’m’th Pier. 

“‘Lux’ AGAINST Him.” — At the Church Congress last week the 
gentleman known as “ Father Ignatius,” who evidently considers an 
Ecclesiastical Congress at Birmingham a mere “Brummagem 
affair,” became uncommonly excited. It cannot be said that his 
violence took the form of demanding the blood of any antagonist, as 
he distinctly objected to the presence of Gore. But Mr. Gore, author 
of Lux Mundiy won the toss, stood his ground, and spoke ; his speech 
being very favourably received. “Yet,” as the President re- 
marked (probably to himself, as it was not reported), “we must 
draw the line somewhere, and it is only a pity the Ltne has been 
‘drawn’ here.” Subsequently the Lyne shook hands with the 
police, peace was restored, and the Lyne lay down with the lamb. 
“ See how these Christians love one another ! ” 

Why is an utterly selfish man always a most presentable person in 
I the very best society ?— Because never for one minute does he 
forget himself. 
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While ten thousand innocent lives of your quarrel are hearing the 
brunt, ^ 

And a myriad hands hang idle because you are fiercely opposed. 

Look at them ! Q-athered hungry about an empty grate, 

Whilst the coal they crave lies idle within the unpeopled mine, 

And Wealth and Work, at odds, when invited to arbitrate — 

Decline I 

Capital sets its face, and cocks a contemptuous nose, 

And Labour, lounging sullenly, snaps its jaws like a spring ; 

And the land must stand at ffaze whilst they fight it out as toes ! 

How long must we wait the issue, how long must we “ keep the 
ring”?^ 

Are there no rights save yours, no claims save your warring wills ? 

Sense has a word to say, Justice a thing to do. 

Are we to wait and wait while the land with suffering thrills, 

For you ? 

Sympathy ? Ay, good friends I But sympathy ’s not like wrath. 
One-eyed, one-sided, partial. Sympathy's due to all [path. 
Who fall, fate- tripped and bruised, in your quarrel’s Juggernaut 
We think of the wives and children — Charity heeds their call ; 

Does she not proffer her dole 
“ without prejudice ” ? — 

Yes, but they 

Are not sole sufferers now 
from the Coal War’s veno- 
mous strife. 

Thousands of unknown hearts 
are pleading for Peace to- 
day— Audi Life! 

Strong men “ out of work,” 
weak women as “ out of 
heart,” 

Factory gates unopened, and 
Workhouse gates fast shut, 

Traffic hampered, arrested, piled 
trains unable to start. 

Famine in homes and hearths, 
trade dead-lock and market- 
glut I 

The coal lies there in the mine, 
untouched of hammer and 
pick, 

While yon pale widow- woman 
must haggle in vain for 
enough 

To charge her tiny grate I Faith I 
the heart that turns not sick 
Is tough I 

Tough, my lords of Capital I 
Hard as the coal-seam black 
Tour Cyclops-drudges dig at 
—when you will allow them 
to dig. 

Say, on your conscience now, is 
your purse so slender and 
slack 

That you cannot bend a little 
to those who have made you 
big? 

The wealth the sunlight stored men hew for you in the dark. 

From the black and poisonous caverns which once were forests 
tree, 

’Tis yours — till certain questions are asked and answered I Hark 

To me I 

Men will not always stand, while Monopoly wages war^ 

Mute, unquestioning, suffering. G-reed, and starvation wage, 

The crowd of want-urged captives shackled to Mammon’s car, 

Show not the welcomest things to this curious, questioning age. 
To-day the appeal ’s to Pity, To-morrow — ^weU, never mind ! — ^ 
Look on the sorrowful picture that PwwcA commends to your view I 
Man many a time has found there is wisdom in being kind. 

Will you ? 

And you poor thraUs of the pit, remember that you and yours 
Are not sole sufferers now from this fratricidal strife. 

Yes, a starving gaxnsonr-fights ; sharp ills demand sharp cures ; 

But when in your stubborn wrath you swear it is “war to the 
knife,” 

Remember that knife’s at the throat of others than those who ’d gain 
By a victory for you in this fiercest of labour fights. 

And these, too, who must lose, yet have— shall they not maintain? — 

Their rights I 


“AND SHE OUGHT TO KNOW!^' 

“That’s supposed to be a Portograph of Lady Solsburt, 

BLESS TEB, IT AIN’T LIKE HER A BIT IN PRIVATE I ” 


EIPPIN\ 

{A Song of the Modern Masher , ) 

Oh I other centuries have had their blades, their bucks, their dandies. 
Who had redeeming qualities, but what no man can stand is 
The up-to-date variety, that miserable nonny, 

Tbe self- conceited jackanapes who calls himself a “ Johnny.” 

He hasn’t got the brawn or brains to go in for excesses, 

His faults are feeble — like himself, — he dawdles, dines, and dresses, 
His words, his hair, his silly speech to sheer negation clippin’. 

And when he wants to praise a thing, his only word is “ Rippin’.” 

Chorus, 

Oh ! he’s rippin’, rippin’ I A tailor’s block set skippin’, 

He ’s all bad debts and cigarettes and bets and kummel-nippiu’. 

His head ’s without a grain of sense, his hand he ’s got no grip in. 

He dragshis walk and tags his talk with “Rippin’, rippin’, rippin’ ” ! 

His faultless dress is the result of unremitting study. 

He ’s quite the perfect “ Johnny,” never messed and never muddy, 

His coat is always baggy and his hat is always shiny, 

His boots are always varnished to their pointed toes so tiny. 

His shirts, his ties, his walking- 
sticks are marvels to remember, 
And with the seasons change 
from January to December. 

He always wears a ‘ ‘ buttonhole,” 
and in a huge carnation 
Of hideous hue ’twixt green ^d 
blue finds special delectation. 

He has a language of his own 
which he elects to talk in ; 

He cuts his final g’s and speaks 
of shootin’, huntin’, walking ; 
With slipshod phrase and hybrid 
slanghis speeches fairly bristle, 
And vulgarisms “smart’’ he 
loves as donkeys love a thistle. 
He’ll lay “ a hund^rd pouniZ,” 
or say “he ain’t,” quite un- 
compunctive ; 

He systematically spurns the 
use of the subjunctive. 

He knows “how the best people 
talk,” and quite ignores the 
clamour 

Of any “ dash’d low nonsense,” 
such as euphony and grammar. 

He ’s great upon the music-halls. 

can teU you what befalls there : 
He drops in at the Q-aiety, and 
ornaments the stalls there ; 

He knows each vapid joke by 
heart, and wishes that he 
knew more ; 

They (^[uite conform in quality 
to hu idea of humour. 

He skims the sportin’ papers, and 
’ devours the shillin’ thriRer ; 
He countsthe bard of comic songs 
a cut above a Schiller — 



In fact, they scoff at poets in his very wide-awake sphere. 

And in his secret soul he has a fine contempt for Shakspeare. 

He dawdles dully through his day in quite the latest fashion — 

A round of folly minus wit, and vice without its passion. 

At five he walks “ the Burlington^’ in which esteemed Arcade he 
Meets various of his chosen chums— the silly and the shady ; 

Then to the Berkeley or Savoy at eight o’clock or later. 

Much over- dressed, to over-dine, and over-tip the waiter. 

The theatre next, and last his club (the which he takes dehght in), 

To prove his pluck by “ lookin’ on at other Johnnies fightin’,” 

His conversation’s all made up of stable and of scandal, [“handle. 
And tales of “chaps he knows” — ^whose names have mostly got 
He “ don’t go in” for ladies much, their style of charm is not his, 
Which foRows on the model of the “ Lotties ” and the “ Totties.” 

He doesn’t sing, he doesn’t dance, he has no recreation 
That doesn’t sap his scanty brains or sear his reputation,^ 

In short, — for him, his antics and his never-ceasin’ “rippm’, ” [pin 
There ’sjust one cure would answer, and that’s whippin’,whippin’ , whip- 

Ohl Whippin’, whippin’, I’d like to set him skippin’, , 

To end his bets and cigarettes £md stop his kummel-nippm’, ^ 
With cure in kind his flabby mind to put a little grip in,^ [pin 
To brisk his walk and sense his talk with whippin’, whippin’, whip- 
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to He sounds dull, dear: admirable and all that — but, oh, so 

UNDER THE ROSE. deadly dull! 

{A Story in Scenes,) Alth, If he was brilliant and fond of excitement we shouldn’t 

A ^ 1 j *' j TIT havc knowu him ) for wc ’tc deadly dull outselves, CissiE, I never 

Scm^ll.-^reUi^-furnidtedDramng-roMi at MeMEKBiDEWs’ dull till-tiU I came to stay with you ! 

Some %n Place. Tm-&-Ahout 5.30 on Saturda,y after- You’re not dull, you’re a darling ; audit you think I ’m 


UmLEi— About 5.30 on Saturday after ~ 


TgjT y 77 # / *7 7 • yi T /» 7 JU V tl. X (y XXUU VXU.iXft V V U. X^ CL CLCLXXXUj^ • CLXX^^ XX V W CL UXXltXJV X XU. 

noon, Mrs. Merridew has a small tea^ahle tn front of her, going to let you throw yourself away on some humdrum plodder who 
Althea pn a ecmch close by. Both ladies a^ wearing ^ ^o find your sole amusement in hearing him prose, 

their hats, havitig just returned fr^ a drive. Up. you >re mistaken ; because I shan’t. Thea, whatever you do, don’t 
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their hats, hamtipust returned fr^ a drive. Up. Mbebidew mistaken; because I shan’t. Thea, whatever you do, don’t 

IS young and attractive, and her frpk is in the latest fashion ; talked into marrying a Dryasdust; you’U only he miserable if 
Althea ts more simply dressed^ though her hair and toilette i 

have evidently been supervised by an experienced maid. jj^^t Mr. CtmPHEW isn’t' as bad as that, Cissie. And— 


Mrs, Merrideio, I don’t think I ’ve ever known the Park so full and he hasn’t asked me yet, and when he finds out how frivolous 
before Easter as it was to-day. Try one of those hot oakes, Thea, I ’ve become, very likely he never will ; so we needn’t talk about it 
or a jam sandwich — we don’t dine till late, you know. It ’s been so any more, need we ? 

nice having you, I do wish you hadn’t to go on Monday — must you K Mrs, M, Now I feel snubbed ; hut I don’t care, it ’s all for your 

Althea, I ’m afraid I must, Cissie ; it has been the most delightful good, my dear, and I ’ ve said all I wanted to, so we T1 change the 
week; only — Clapham will seem dreadfully flat after all this. ^ subject for something more amusing. (Colonel Merrilew comss in,) 

\_She sighs. Well, Frank, have you actually conaescended to come in for some 
Mrs, Me Notwithstanding the excitement of Mr. Chrphew’s con- tea? {To Althea.) Generally he says tea is all very well for 

versation ? women; and then goes ofi to his club and has at least two cups, and 

Alth, Mr. CuRPHEW, Cissie ?^ I daresay muffins. 

Mrs, M, Now don’t pretend ignorance, dear. You have quoted Col, M, Why not say ham-sandwiches at once, Cecilia, my dear ? 
Mr. CinLPHEW and his opinions often enough to show that you see pity to curb your imagination! {Sitting down,) If that tea’s 

and think a good deal of him. And, really, if you colour like that drinkable, I don’t know that I won’t have a cup ; though it ’s not 


at the mere mention 

Alth, Am I colouring? 
don’t see Mr. Curphew at 
all often. He is more 
Mamma’s friend than mine 
— she has a very high 
opinion of him. 

Mrs, M, I daresay he 
deserves it. He ’a a fear- 
fully learned and superior 
person, isn’t he'? 

Alth, I — I don’t know. 
He writes for the paper. 

Mrs, M, That ’s vague, 
dear. What sort of paper ? 
Political, Soientiflo, Sport- 
ing, Society— or what ? 

Alth, I never asked; 
hut I should think— well, 
he ’s rather serious^ you 
know, Cissie. 

Mrs, M, Then, it’s a 
comic paper, my dear, de- 
pend upon it ! 

AUh, Oh, Cissie, I’m 
sure it isn’t. And he’s 
very hardworking. He ’s 
not like most men of his 
age, he doesn’t care in the 
least for amusements. 

Mrs, M, He must be a 


That last cup was so strong. 














what I came for. I wanted to know if you ’d settled to do anything 
And 1 1 this evening, because, if not, I ’ve got a suggestion— struck me in 
, , . , , the Row just after you ’d 

.. passed, and T^thou^ht I’d 

^ ns, it was a pity to w^te it 

at home. 

indeed, Cissie, ^^’m not a 

ise then -what a lot there were of them.’’ » 

Mrs, M, You’re quite 






TO 






1 . 63 ; but I didn’t realise then what a lot there were of them.” 


you used to teU me everything, sure? But where could we go on afterwards, Frank; shouldn’t 

7 i^aculate paragon show any signs of ? we be too late for any theatre ? 

A^i^- a low voice), I ’m not sure Perhaps— but I may be Col, M, I rather thought we might look in at the Eldorado ; you 

A j -i! j I. 7 -n . .. . said you were very keen to hear Walter Wildfire. {He perceives 

dont think me horribly impertment — but if that his wife is telegraphing displeasure}) Eh? why, you didi^Siut 
you’re not mistaken, have you made up your mind what answer to me to take you. ^ ^ ^ ^ 

OflTTO hlW. V .. J '1'^' _ _ . 


- . , , / - —X' w - ■■■ ■ T.uMiw j'VU. 

\ T AT 1 A. , ^Alth, {to herself), Walter Wildfire? why, it was Walter 

Mth, {inmli^m^ly). Don’t tease me, Cissie. I thought onoe-hut Wildfire that Charles advised Mr. Curphew to go and hear. 
T f ^ ^ strict and severe. Mr, Curphew said it was the very last thing he was likely to do. 

1 wish he undeptood that one can’t always be solemn— that one But he ’s so prejudiced I 

Mp.M.itrymgto^make^^^^ 


enjoyment in one’s life, when one is young I 
Mrs, M, And yet I seem to remember a girl who had s( 


^ remember a girl who had serious but I think, not to-night, Frank. 

^ If it’s “Ot yo^ “mayn’t get another chance ; 

f Jiw f . **^®y ®^y *1® to ei-ye singing ve/y soom 

theatre' -was like’ Ta ^ ‘what a Mrs. M. Oh, I hope not ! I remember now hearing he was going 

riwofoi at the to retire, because his throat was weak, or else he was going into 


cry and laugh like that can be wicked I 


Col, M, Then of course there’s no more to he said. 


prig I must Ww ^ ™ ^ abominable Mth, But indeed I should, Colonel Merridew, please let us go ! 

AlfJi Vmi iTi * * TT T. X Mrs, M, But, Thea, dear, are you sure you quite understand 

ffi^rent.^ You ILeVto^at^von w^at the Eldorado is .^-it ’s a music-haU. Of course it ’s all right, 

to Humanity. ^ intended to devote yourself entirely ^d everyone goes nowadays ; hut, still, I shouldn’t like to take you 

Mrs M yas- hrif T a 1 ^ XI if there was any chance that your mother might disapprove. You 

ofthim ind whAn T w h 1°* b® to oorhe to ns again, 

ambitious to begin with Atm 'W'ould be less {to^rself). They’re both dying to go, I can see; it’s too 

in Frank to ocAn-nTr tho ^ * hunmnity enough hateful to feel oneself such a kill-joy I And even Mr. Curphew 

sure Thea that tluJ ^ lifetime. But are you admitted that a music-hall was no worse than a Penny Beading, 

sure, that this jonmaligt admirer of yours is quite the man (Aloud.) I don’t think Mamma would disapprove, Cissie; not more 
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^^MASTEELY INACTIYITY/^ 

[“ The terms of the Treaty give complete satis- 
faction to the claims of France.’^ — M. le Myre de 
yUers on the Franeo-Siamese Draft Treaty. 1 

John Dull, loquitur : — 

Settling it I Humph I And my Jingoes, 
no doubt, 

■Would like me to shout “British in- 
terests!” and “Robbery II!” 

Well, of course, ’tis quite clear -what those 
two are about, [bobbery. 

But^ J do not feel called on to kick up a 
Poor little Siam I It ’s rather a shame ; 
But— at present — shan’t take a hand in the 
game. 

Complete satisfaction? Well, thaV^ some- 
thing gained I 

“The claims ” I had fancied a trifle elastic ; 

The terms ” looked ambiguous, made to be 
strained, 

To politic pressure prepared to be plastic. 
Uicatoher craved time, and a chance of 
“ tum-up;” 

And craft has its uses as well as a Krupp. 

Sturdy assertion on one side that table, 

While scared acquiescence is seen on the 
other !| 

Further development of the old fable. 

Wolf and the Lamb next, as brother with 
brother, 

Or new Franco- Siamese twins may appear : 
Well, I pity the Lamb, but I feel little fear. 
It isn’t smart Treaties alone secure Trade, 

And if I keep the Trade they may keep all 
their Treaties. [made. 

Tw not by mere craft your true Trader is 
[ The Frank as a diplomat neat and com- 
I plete is, 


As Colonist-Trader, at settlement — ship- 
ment — [bis equipment. 

Well, there ’s something seems wanting about 

Trade gravitates somehow, by natural law. 

To stickers and stayers, the flrmest and 
Attest. 

A Ag for mere parchment and diplomat jaw ! 
Dear France, thou thy insular neighbour 
oft twittest [and shall stop ; 

As “Shopkeeper”! Well ma’am, fy 

For a Shopkeeper’s one who— of course— 
keeps the Shop! 

I ’ve had some experience. Fax Hindostan, 
And Canada, Africa, Egypt— ah I pardon ! 

That ’s just a sore point, anal am not the man 
A rival of me and my ways to be hard on. 

I^'o ; at a neat ‘ ‘ counter ” a cur only blubbers ; 

And they who play bowls must expect to 
have rubbers. 

I may have a word to put in by and by ; 
Young Rosebery, doubtless, will know how 
to put it. 

At present on matters I ’ll just keep an eye. 
The World’s gate is Trade, and nobody can 
shut it 

So tight— by mere Treaties— skill can’t turn 
the handle. 

One might as well bolt the back door with 
a candle. 

’Tis all Swag and Swagger I I very much fear 
That ’s true of us cock-a-whoop “ Civilised 
Races,” 

Who hold that our “Influence” must find 
its “Sphere,” — 

At the cost of the poor yellow-skins or 
black faces. [upbraid, 

We are so much alike, ’twere sheer cant to 

So I mean to stand-by*— and look after my 
Trade! 


NAMES FOR OTHER NAMES. 

The London County Council having Con- 
sidered the propriety of changing^ the name 
of Great George Street, Westminster, we 
append a list of localities that possibly may, 
later on, attract their attention. In each 
case we have appended a suggested new 
name, chosen in the customary arbitrary and 
(except in the last specimen) meaningless 
fashion 

Trafalgar Square— Water-squirt Place. 
Piccadilly— Snooks’ Avenue. 

Mayfair— Mews’ Gardens. 

Eaton Square — Pimlico Enclosure. 
Haymarket— Picture-dealers’ Row. 

Charing Cross— Araminta Place East. 

Covent Garden— Cabbage Buildings, 

The Strand— Western Central High Street. 
Buckingham Palace — Guelph House. 

Pall MSI— Pavement Promenade. 
Westminster Abbey — Members’ Meeting 
House. 

St. Paul’s Cathedral— Lord Mayor’s Church. 
Temple Bar— Law Courts’ Corner. 

Chancery Lane— Smith Street East. 

Fleet Street— Pedlington Place. 

Whitehall— Rosebery Row. 

and 

Spring Gardens— County Council Folly. 


Serious News from: Eton College.— 
Strike of the Minors. The Dii Majores and 
the Maximi have come to terms, and the 
Minors have resumed fagging. 


Guert for Author and Manager at 
Comedy Theatre. — When you ’ve been 
Sowing the Wind is the result A Stitch in 
the S^ae f 





“MASTEELY INACTIYITY, 

TREATY OR NO TREATY— I SHALL DO THE TRADE 
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THE RULES OF THE RUDE. 

1. The one object whieli all cyclists 
should keep steadily in view is to be- 
come “ scorchers. There are three 
essentials before yon can earn this proud 
title. First, you must totally disregard 
the convenience or safety of the public. 
Second, you must ride at a minimum 
rate of 15 miles an hour. Third, you 
must develop pronounced curvature of 
the spine as quickly as is compatible 
with your other engagements. 

2. kaces should always be held on 
the high roads, at a time of the day 
when traffic is busiest. 

3. Should you be unfortunate enough 
to knock down a pedestrian, do not 
trouble to stop and apologise, or inquire 
if he ’s hurt. It is his business to get 
out of your way, and you should remind 
him of this obugation in the most forci- 
ble language at your disposal. This 
will tend to make the pastime exceed- 
ingly popular among non-cyclists. 

4. If you notice an ^ old^ gentleman 
crossing the road, wait till you get 
quite close to him, then emit a wild 
war-whoop, blow your trumpet, and 

& the roaring fun of seeing what a 
you have given him. 

5. A still better plan, if a wayfarer 
happens to be walking in the middle 
of the road, and going in your own 
direction, is not to signal your apmoach 
at all, but to startle him into nts by 
suddenly and silently gliding by him 
when he believes himself to be quite 
alone. The nearer you can shave his 
person the better the sport. 

6. Of course the last plan is much 
improved if the wayfarer should be a 
market woman carrying milk or eggs, 
and if in her fright she drops her can 
or basket. Unfortunately few cyclists 
have the good fortune to witness this 
exquisite bit of rural comedy. 

[These JRules will now •probably be 
thoroughly revised, as the “ National 
Cyclists' Union" has issued a well- 
timed manifesto warning^ all wheel- 
men against ^'‘furious riding" 


“Well,” observed the amiable Mrs. 
Sharpton Snappie, “there ’s only one 
person whom I rate very highly— and 
that’s my husband.” [So she did— 
and rated him— soundly.] 



“Third-class Single to Ruswarp, please, and a 
Dog-ticket. How much ? ” 

“ Foubpbnob-halppbnny — ^Threepence for the Dog, 
and Three-halfpence for yourself.*' 

“ Ah ! YOU BECKON BY LeGS ON THIS LiNB.” 


NOT A PAIE EXCHANGE. 

(An Exercise to he Translated from 

English mto an'y Foreign Language,) 

This is a thoroughly British home. 
I find chairs, sofas, curtains, and car- 
pets. They all seem to be of British 
manufacture. 

Ho, they are not of British manufac- 
ture. On the contrary, they are all 
made in G-ermany, 

But surely this window is English ? 
No, it is not English; it is put to- 
gether in Sweden, and erected by Swiss 
workmen. 

But are not these pictures, these 
fire-irons, these card-tables, of home 
growth? No, for the pictures come from 
France, the fire-irons from Belgium, 
and the card-tables from Austria. 

The sofa, however, was surely bought 
in London ? It may have been bought 
in London, but it was certainly made 
in Denmark. 

But the brass nails must have arrived 
from Sheffield ? No, they are now re- 
ceived from parts of Portugal, Spain, 
and Northern Russia. 

And the coal-scuttles, surely they 
are made in Lambeth, Manchester, and 
Liverpool ? They were manufactured 
in those places for a while, when other 
branches of trade were lost to the 
country, but for a long time they have 
been imported from Constantinople. 

It may be assumed that the coals 
come from Newcastle ? Certainly not, 
considering that they have only just 
been received from New York. 

Are the bread and butter, and the 
other ingredients of the tea-table, 
English ? Oh dear no ; the toast comes 
from Australia, the tea from Ceylon, 
the sugar from the South Pole, and the 
butter from Gibraltar. 

It reaUy would appear that there is 
nothing English about the house ; 
nothing save the rent and taxes, which 
of course are of home growth? You 
are correct in your supposition ; how- 
ever, in exchange for these conve- 
niences from abroad, we have made 
a present to the foreigner of something 
once held very dear in this country. 

And what was that ? 

Our trade. English trade has left 
England, probably permanently, for 
the Continent. 


“PICTURES FROM ‘PUNCH.'” 

[“ Let me draw the People’s pictures, and whoso- 
ever will may preach their sermons.” — Maxims of 
Fnnchitts.'] 

“Pictures from Funch!" Good lack! 

^ How one’s memories backward it carries. 
This artful collection of Briggses, and Tomp- 
kinses, Roberts, and 'Arries 1 
Forage of fifty years from Art-granaries fuller 
than Coptic I 

What first pleased our grandfather’s eye may 
now brighten our grandchild’s blue optic ! 
Art that ’s humane never ages, and humour 
that ’s human ’s perennial. 

Turn to these pages and try ! You ’ll per- 
ceive that impeccable Tenniel 
Moved men to mirth in the Fifties that folks 
in the Nineties continue ; 

Your midrifi indeed must be numb if his 
Yeomanry Major won’t win you ; 

And such “Illustrations to Shakspeare,” so 
finely drawn and so funnily, 

Might tickle Miss Delia Bacon, and knock 
sawdust out of “ crank ” Donnelly. 


Why praise those plump, “ pretty girls,” 
with their cheeks round and rosy as 
peaches. 

And as full of fun as of beauty, well known 
to the world as John Leech’s ? 

All the fun of the Fair ! Still their arch eyes 
attractively flash on 

The British male creature, although he may 
growl at the follies of Fashion. 

But e’en fashion cannot kiU fun. If you ’d 
enter the evergreen Smile- Lands, 

Turn over to page twenty- one and accompany 
Briggs to the Highlands 1 
Br-r-r-r ! There ’s a happy explosion in each 
individual picture ! 

“Sport” such as Briggs’s escapes the most 
‘ ‘ humanitarian ” stricture. 

Keane — gentle Carlo! again I His braw 
f eeshermen — even o’ Sundays I — 

Might soften a Scotch Sabbatarian. Even the 
grimmest of Grundies 
Must smile at his topers and tubthumpers, 
while, as for true English scenery. 

Where is the magical touch that could so 
render gay breadths of greenery? 


Drawing-room humours, and dainty tech- 
nique, do you favour ? Fame’s laurier^ 

Everyone knows— as here proved— for all 
that falls on subtle Du Maurier. 

“Dicky Doyle’s” opulent fancy, quaint 
Sambour^’s exhaustless invention — 

But there, ’tis a “Humorous Art Gallery” 
by “ Great Hands” too many to mention. 

When you have feasted on Tenniel and 
Keane, then of Partridge the turn is. 

And led full on John Leech’s “fiiTe,” you 
will find lots of ditto in Furniss. 

‘ ‘ Pictures from Funeh I ” That means pic- 
tures from full half a century’s story ; 

Humours, and fashions, and fads, English 
Mirth— English Girls— English Glory 1 

Yictoria’s reign set to laughter; a gay 
panorama of Beauty I 

Buy Britons, study, enjoy ! ’Tis your interest, 
aye, and your duty ! 

Here are “ England — Home — Beauty ” in one, 
and at sixpence a month. That’s not 
much, man 1 

If ’tis not your duty to “ see that you get 
it,” then Punch is a Dutchman I 
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■j j. j vulgar herd of novelists who draw on their 

J^IZ- ways of her gifted friends. She had another 

Hl^ OPPOPTI iiu iTv friend, besides the musical lady, a Miss 

urrUKI UIMITY. MiEiNDA Skeggs, whose conTersatioii was 

••Wrr^^'w o#!e, iraan dream; and these two, with 

Hfllo, ^KTOK, WHAT ABE YOG DOING HERB I HAvi A Sherky AND ^ SpEiNTEE, Were the house-party. 

STo, thank tod, Hawkins ; I ’m apraid it would go to my Head ” waking suddenly from an after- 

Hawkim. ‘‘So m poh the better, Old Man. Nature abhors a Vacuum you know ■> “®P> ^aa in HanweU. 

— — > ^ JXX>WV. *» ai.- QTlKT'f'klTHW >> A'nM*nir^•w.n J T>A.-nA - 


BOBO. 

( The kind of Novel Society likes, ) 

^ Sluts me over a two-eyed steak. Bill,” said Bobo, 

lady’s style of conversa- 
that Ms Marchioness 


and Bitters*” were tue nouse-party. 

rLD GO TO MY ttnat, » CpKALEEK, wakmg suddenly from an after- 

Vaouum you know ” “ap, used to think he was in Hanwell. 

VACUUM, YOU KNOW. . anything,” answered Bobo; 

*4.0 m. A» At f.idneys, chops, devilled bones. How can 
®h® T ^ ^ That ’s the divine afflatus.” 

sounds like ta-ra-ra-boomdeay,” said Coealeek, who 
tnonght his wife meant the melody that Sallte’s muscular fore- 
nnger was thumping out on the concert-grand. 

‘Come, come .along, every manjack of youl” shrieked Sallie, 
from the other side of the passage. “Ain’t this glorious ? Ain’t it 


was Asking for onrofthrbloato^^ “Ain’t this glorious ? Ain’tit 

cousin, Bkl Splintee. ^ ^ maieshc ? Don’t it hang Beethoten, and knock Sullitan into a 

Now, dear reader, I’m not goine to desoribe OnkaleBlr Wnnoo * kjji ^ Ta-ra-ra! largo, for the haut^ys 

the bl^ck country, or Cok^eS ot Bobo ^ comets and ophicleides. De ay! 

smart society you know all about iiem beforehand^' ani b^soons. double-basses, mdmmnte-guns on the big drum. There ’s 

toyom A^forBoBO?fshaSreth^?tall^^T^^^^^ Oof™ time,” faltered 

course of my two volumes— one thick and one thin— *io nr,™ , ,, ^ t know any feller called Sebastiait.” 

departure, and looks as if my publisher thought that Bono *,11 cried Bobo; ‘^d now we’ll have the funeral. Get 

stretch to three volumes, and then found she wouldn’t— ^ cloaks and nmbreUas off the stand, Mieaitda. Bill, bring 
told, 1 , that Bobo had irown eyes • 2 that she coal-scuttle— that ’s for the coffin, doncherknow. Cokaleek, 

^jiat is dl you’ll ever know about the ontdde of Bobo ^Bui and me and Mibakda ’ll 

®®® her IK and if yon cfn\ d£%Km j with all your might. We’re 

skittish convSLtiSiryon^Te^Lt^^^^^ betoe heT^se^tt the prden, driving Bill and Cozaleek 
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tore off to the stables, tally-ho-ing to Cokaleek and Bill to follow 
her. The next thing they all saw was a shower of baking-pears 
tumbling off the garden- wall, as Bobo took it on her favourite hunter. 
She had been essentially Bobo all that morning. 

Chapiee XIII. 

“ Bill,” said Bobo, one winter twilight, by the smoking-room fire, 
after her fourteenth cigarette, “I want you to run away with me.” 

“ Hot,” answered Bill. 

“Yes, I do. I^ve ordered the carriage for half -past ten this 
evening. We shall catch the mail to Euston.” 

“You won’t catch this male,” said Bill. “Xo, Bobo, you’re 
very good fun — in your own house, but I don’t want you in mine. 
You are distinctly Bobo, but that ’s all. It isn’t enough to live 
upon. It won’t pay rent and taxes.” 

“ You’re a cur.” 

“ Xo, I ’m tryinsT to be a gentleman. Besides, w;hat ’s the matter 
with Cokaleeb: ? Hasn’t he millions, and a charming house in the 
heart of the collieries ? ” 

“ He ’s all that ’s delightful, only I happen to hate him. Directly I 
leave off chaffing him I begin to think of arsenic, and, brilliant as I am, 
I can’t coruscate all day. It ’ s very mean of you not to want to elope.” 

“I daresay; but I’m the only rational being in the book, and 
I want to sustain my character.” 

Chaptee the Last. 

Bobo stayed, and Bill went in the carriage that had been ordered 
for the elopement ; and then there happened an incident so rare in 
the realms of fiction that it has stamped my novel at once and for 
ever as the work of an original mind, 

CozALEEK, the noble, unappreciated husband, got himself killed 
in the hunting-field. He went out with Bobo one morning, and she 
came home, a little earlier than usual, without him, and smoked 
cigarettes by the fire, while he stayed out in the dusk and just 
meekly rolled over a hedge, with his horse uppermost. He wasn’t 
like Gur Livihg stoke; he wasn’t a bit like dozens of heroes of 
Erenoh novels, who have died the same kind of death. He was just 
as absolutelv Gokaleek as his wife was Bobo. 

And did Bill marry Bobo, or Bobo Bill ? 

Hot she! Another woman might have done it— but not Bobo. 
She knew too well what the intelligent reader expected of her ; so 
she 'jilted Bill, in a thoroughly cold-blooded and BoBO-ish manner, 
and got herself married to an Austrian Prince at half-an-hour’s 
notice, by special licence from the A. of C. 


Le Pkexjx Chevalies Encoee I — After a little dinner at 
Eeascati’s, which is still “goina: strong,” we paid a visit to the 
Kenovated and Enlarged Royal Music Hall, Holborn, and were soon 
convinced that the best things Mr. Albeet Chevaliee has yet done 
are the coster songs, not to be surpassed, including the Little 
Nipper in which is just the one touch of Hature that makes the 
whole audience sympathetically costermongerish. * * My Old Dutch ’ ’ 
was good, but lacking in dramatic power, and the latest one “ The 
Lullaby sung by a coster to his “ biby ” in the cradle, wouldn’t be 
worth much if it weren’t for Mr. Chevaliee’s reputation as a 
genuine comedian. It is good, but not equal to the Little Nipper,"*^ 
“ Full to-night,” I observed to Lord Aethxje Swakboeotjgh, who is 
Generalissimo of the forces “in front” of the house, “Yes.” 
replies his Lordship, casually, “it’s like this every night. Highly 
respectable everywhere. Only got to have in a preacher, we’d 
supply the^ choristers, and you ’d think it was a service — or 
something like it.” j 


Br OuE OwH PHiLOSOPHEE.—Woe to him of whom all men speak 
well! And woe to that seaside or inland country place for 
which no one has anything but praise. It soon becomes the 
fashion; its natural beauties vanish; the artificial comes in. 
Nature abhors a vacuum ; so does the builder. Yet Nature creates 
vacuums and refills them ; so does the builder. Nature is all things 
to all men ; but the builder has his price. Man, being a landed 
proprietor and a sportsman, preserves ; but he also destroys, and 
the more he preserves so much the more does he destroy. Nature 
gives birth and destroys. Self-preservation is Nature’s first law, 
and game preservation is the sporting landlord’s first law. 


Paik in Peospect,— Says Atjgtjstus Deueiolakhs {Advertiscus), 
“,4 Life of Pleasure will last until it is crowded out by the 
Christmas pantomime.” Epigramatieally, our Dexjeiolakits might 
have said, “ A Life of Pleasure will last till the first appearance of 
Patke.” 


“Take my Ben’sok!” — '‘^ DouH ! Don ' tJ ^^ a moral antidotal story 
as a sequel to “ DodoP 



Allan a Daly, Robin Hood’s 
Forester. 


Chief 


A DALY DREAM. 

Ie it be true that “ a thing of beauty is a joy for ever,” then The 
Foresters at Daly’s Theatre ought to have a good run, instead of 
being limited to a certain number of representations. Rarely has a 
scene of more fairy-like beauty been placed on the stage than Maid 

Marian's dream in Sherwood 
Forest, The peculiar light in 
which the fairies appear gives a 
marvellous elfinesque effect to the 
woodland surroundings. Sir Ae- 
THHE Sullivan’s music, too, may 
be reckoned as among some of his 
happiest efforts, and the gay Sa- 
voyard (who has only one rival, 
and he is at the Savoy) is fortu- 
nate in such principals as the First 
Fairy. Miss Gaston Mueeat, 
and Miss Haswell as Titania, 
The Fairy Chorus and the Forester 
Chorus are remarkably efficient. 
Mr. Lloyd Daubigny as Young 
Scarlet the Outlaw, is bright 
both as tenor and actor. Mr. Boue- 
CHiEE is an easy-going represen- 
tative of the Farl of FEuntingdon^ 
with just enough suggestion of 
‘ ‘ diviiment ” in his face to account 
for his so readily and naturally 
taking to robbery as a profession. 

As Maid Marian. Miss Ada 
Rehan is at once dignified yet 
playful, and as Tennysonianly 
captivating in her boy’s clothes 
(there were ready-made tailors 
to hand in the days of Isaac of 
York), which is of course “« 
suit of male^'* as she is when, as 
Rosalind, she delights us in her doublet and hose. Fortunate is 
Tailor- 31arian to obtain a situation in the country where so 
many “followers are allowed”! Little John, Will Scarlet, Old 
Much who does little, but that little well, with many others, make 
up the aforesaid “followers,” who are of course very fond of chasing 
every little dear they see among the 
greenwood tre es. Miss Catheeine 
Lewis as with a song, one 

of Sir Aethue’s extra good ones, 
about a Bee (is it in the key of 
“ B,” for Sir Aeihue dearly loves 
a merrie jest?), obtained a hearty 
encore on the first night. Not 
only her singing of the bee song is 
good, but her stage-buzzyness is 
excellent. 

Mr. Hann’s (’Aeey thinks 
there ’s a “lady scene-painter ’ere, 
and her name is Hann”) and 
Mr. Ryan’s scenery is first-rate ; 
and if the business of the fighting 
were more realistic, if the three 
Friars were a trifle less panto- 
mimic, and the three grotesquely- 
got-up beggars (worthy of Cal- 
lot's pencil) would aim at being 
less actively funny, with one or 
two other “ ifs,” including Friar 
Tuck's general make-up which 
might be vastly improved, and if 
the last Act were shortened, and 
the Abbot and the Sheriff and the 
Justiciary were compressed into 
one, or abolished, — any of which 
alterations may have been effected 
by now, seeing the piece was produced^ just a week ago, — then the 
attractions of Maid Marian and the fairy scene and the music are 
of themselves sufficient to draw all lovers of the poetic musical 
drama to Daly’s for some weeks to come, unless Mr. Daly clips the 
run with the scissors of managerial fate, 

“ For be it understood 
It would have lived much longer if it could,” 

and so banishes his own oui laws from the elegant and commodious 
theatre in Leicester Square. 



The "Villain of the Piece. 


A VEEY BAD “ Scuttle Policy.”— The Coal Strike. 


New Novel. — “ The Mackerel of the Dean," hy the author of 
The Soul of the Bishop" 
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rrm? WAT) TM QmTT»TT A TV/TTPTJTP A cold, and I think it was only done because the troops wanted to 

J rl vVAli iJN bUUiii AJyiJljJXiL/A. warm their hands. You must not believe all you hear, and it is 

{From our Correspondent on the Spot.) unwise to impute motives before receiving explanations. The i^eople 

There or Thereabouts^ Saturday, here are warm-hearted and sympathetic, and the soldiers (as a body) 

I HOPE you will not believe all you hear. 1 am told that the are the mildest-mannered persons imaginable, 
messages are tampered with, but this I trust to get through the lines And the report about the blowing-up of the bridges. Here again 
without difficulty. It is being carried by a professional brigand there has been gross exaggeration. The bed of the river, in spite of 
disguised as a monk. reports to the contrary, was left undisturbed. Only the stone-work 

First let me disabuse the minds of your readers about the blowing was sent spinning, and yet some reporters insist that everything was 
up of the hospital. It is quite true that the place was sent blown into smithereens ! Reporters really should be more caretul. 
spinning into the air. But the patients were put to the minimum of And now I must conclude, as my brigand, disguised as a priest, 


unwise to impute motives before receiving explanations. The people 
here are warm-hearted and svmoathetic. and the soldiers (as a body) 


inconvenience. They were 
removed from the wards " 
without being called upon to 
quit their beds. They went 
somewhere after returning 
to the ground, but where I 
do not know. Some of the 
local doctors say that the 
change of air (caused by the 
explosion) may have done 
them good. It is not im- 
possible. 

I am glad to be able to 
contradict the report that 
the Stock Exchange and the 
apple-stall at the corner were 
both bombarded. This is a 
deliberate falsehood. The 
Stock Exchange, it is true, 
was razed to the ground, 
but the apple-stall escaped 
uninjured. This is an ex- 
ample of the reckless fashion 
in which reports are circu- 
lated. 

Then about the burning of 
the city. It is certainly true 
that the place was set 
alight in two hundred places 
at once. But the day was 











WASTED SWEETNESS. 

A HBARTRBNDINa STUDY OF SHADOW ON THB UNDERGROUND RAILWAY ! 


is just off. 

As a parting request, I 
would urge upon my stock- 
brokers to buy. We are 
sure to have a rise pre- 
sently, and I predict this 
with the greater confidence 
as I know that the house in 
which I am writing is under- 
mined. 


The P. M, Magazine 
goes in for discussion of 
Bi - metallism. Sir John 
Lubbock writes about “ The 
Case for Gold.” and Mr. 
Yicaey Gibbs, M.P., about 
“The Case for Silver.” Con- 
sidering the relative value 
of the metals, the case 
for gold ought to be ^ out 
and away the stronger of 
the two, impregnable, and 
burglar-proof, so that it 
could be advertised thus: 
“It’s no use having gold 
unless you have Sir John 
Lubbock’s ‘ case for gold ’ 
to keep it in.” 


vot. cv. 






Philam-throTpist Press^Man, 


' Oh stop, stop, Mister Lto]s- 1 Wait a bit 1 Perhaps the pretty Crfattjre means no harm I ’* 
Leo {awrtly), Look at bis Teetb ! ” 


[Mr. Eider Haggard (writing to the Times) remarks that a considerahle 
section of the English Press seems to he of opinion that Lobengdla is an 
innocent and worthy savage, on whom a quarrel is being forced by the 
Chartered Company for its own mercenary ends. He suggests that the appear- 
ance of an armed Matabele impi in Mayfair might alter their views.] 

“Behemoth is big and black, and monstrous-mouthed and tooth- 
But to say he is carnivorous were cruelly untruthful I ” [f^l, 

So quoth the Querulous Quillman, or Pen-armed Philanthropist, 
Whose int^eot seems ever in a sentimental mist, 

Now Leo, little given to read books on Natural History, 

W'as watchful of Dame Nature’s “ It seems to me a mystery 
My querulous Press Porcupine,” observed the wary Lion, [on. 
“That what^ you ’ve set your heart on, yon can never keep clear eye 
Look at his teeth “Oh, nonsense!” cried the Querulous 
Qnulman, quoting 

From a book on Big Mammalia, to which he’d been devoting 


All bis odd moments recently, “ Those tusks may look terrific, 

But the monster’s graminivorous, and pleasant, and pacific. 

They ’re solely meant for cutting grass I Huge uppers and big 
lowers, 

Though threatening as ripping-saws, are harmless as lawn-mowers. 
As weapons of offence they ’re seldom used, so here ’tis stated, 
'Unless the creature ’s wounded sore, or greatly irritated.’ 

He is innocent and worthy, this Titanic-jawed Colossus. 

Those gleaming tusks won’t ‘ chump ’ you, he won’t trample us, cr 
toss us, 

Unless we interfere with him. He Hkes to stand there grinning, 
With those terrible incisors, in a way which mayn’t be winning. 
Still, H s hut his style of smiling, and it’s not his fault, poor fellow! 
If his maw ’s a crimson cavern, and his tusks are huge and yellow.” 

Behemoth meanwhile snorted in his own earthquaky fashion, 

And yawned, and lashed and trampled like a tiger in a passion. 




nr- ^ WEIGHTY PROSPECT. 

FouETBBK^STOM^^OEsrf TOT MOW ^ ^ ^ pvTchose, f<n- Ms Wife’s m^edion). “Good goee, ain’t he ? and a hull 

NEAELY Is ^cohT”^"‘ Somewhat vn.ru>cmt %n Tiorseymatters). “Oh, I’m shee he’s uorb than that, deae. Why, Maum^ weighs 


Wo hia optics, and the clashinir of Ms tushes 

aLTrtn A for the Ugliest of fashes. ’ 

s T friend Porcupine, you may be guite proDhetie 

^ previous.’ Your pilstoe’s mat Stic f ’ 
But I ve seen your pachydermatous Poor Innocent when furious 
Wol gram nivorous creature, it is curious ’ 

With like a Malay, ai^ ortmch. canoes and foes up 

* hKup. ®’ “^® “ Mammoth tok 

??'m®’ your guiUs I shall not trust again 

ly.’"®“’* ^''®^ Behemoth good-neigh- 

spot, where British enterprise and labour he, 
^e Monster seems to meditate attack, if Jmay judge of him 
So let w e^h^ e the first slap at, whilst you keep on scribbling fudge 

I Moral. 

Bnt^UFHh sjiPorfluous to point this fable’s moral ; 

I milMg omdl seem scarce shaped for 

A LETTER HOME. 

(From OUT Youngest OorUrihutoTs) 

re^ive^from ^This is about the last letter you will 

* shall be e-lad know it is, as all soon be oyer I And I 


•fo®® “®tt®r -when the beef is so 
I ®°f® y^iir boots with itP And as for the 

mutton ! Well, ^ I cam say is, that it isn’t fit for human food, and 
tne authorities should be told about it. As for me, I am passing' 
away. JN o one w^ ever see me more. Eor all that, you might send 
me a hamper. Your affectionate friend, Jackt. 


STAR-GAZING. 

[ ‘ Astronomy has become a deseryedly fashionable hobby with young ladies.’’] 



' smith Minor has 

got his cap for football, and Shoors Major is going up to Oxford 


Mt love is an astronomer, 

Whose Jmowledge I rely on. 
She ’ll talk about, as I prefer. 

The satellites of Jupiter, 

The nebulous Orion. 

When evening shades about us 
fall 

Each hour too quickly passes. 
W e take no heed of time at all. 
When studying celestial 
Phenomena through glasses. 

The salient features we descry 
Of all the starry pattern ; 

To see with telescopic eye 
The citizens of Mars we try, 

Or speculate on Saturn. 


To find another planet still 
If ever we ’re enabled, 

The world discovered by her skill 
As “Angelina Tomkvns” will 
Triumphantly he labelled. 

The likeness of the stars else- 
where 

By day we view between us, 
We recognise the Greater Btar, 

I grieve to say, in Tomrtns pere. 
And close at hand is Yenus I 

In fact, the editorial note 
Above, which is of course meant 
To lead more ladies to devote 
Attention to the stars, I quote 
With cordial endorsement I 


Na.me of the Prophet ! ” — Which is the right way 
of spelling the name of the Prophet of Islam P Is it Mohammed ? 
Mahomet ? Muhammed P or Mahomed P Are his followers Moham- 
medans P MahommedansP Mahometans P Moslems? MussulmenP 
or Muslims? " ' - ---- _ . 

and mere 

neither, ,,w omi^ «aa. axe? 

Uj^u our life and soul, O demmit I ” 







PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


[October 21 , 1893 . 


iiMncTD TUP DriQP ilTr. 2W. I assure you, my boy, that I — I was not 

UnlUiiK Int KUoti. inquiring: for my own satisfaction, Your Aunt is naturally anxious 

{A Story in Scenes, ) to know how you But your landlady gave you an excellent 

character* 

Scene IX.— Cha.rles CoLLmoBE’s at Keppel Street, Charles* She didn’t seem to be equally complimentary to you, 

Bloomsbury , Time Saturday afternoon* Uncle. “ A Bussian spy,” wasn’t it? But really, you know, you 

Mrs* Cagney [the landlady, showing Mr. Toovey in)*^ Oh, I might have come to me lor any information you require. I don’t 

thought Mr. Collimore had come in, Sir, but I expect him in every mind telling you all there is to tell. And surely Aunt knows I ’ve 

minute. Will you take a seat ? been to a music-hall ; why, she pitched into me about it enough 

Mr* Toovey [sitting down)* Thank you, I ’m in no hurry— no hurry last Sunday I 


at all. [To himself) Cornelia wished me to put a few questions 

quietly to the landlady. I suppose I’d better do it while 

[Aloud*) ^ Hem, I hope. Ma’am, that you find Mr. Collimore a— an 
unexceptionable lodger— in all respects ? 

Mrs* Cagn* [crossing her hands stiffly in front of her)* Mr. 


3fr* Toov. I— I think she wanted to know whether you went 
frequently, Charles, or only that once. 

Charles* Oh, and so she sent you up to pump my landlady ? Well, 
I ’ll tell you exactly how it is. I don’t set up to be a model young 
man like your friend Curphew. I don’t spend all my evenings 


Collimore conducks hisself as a gentleman, and treats me as a lady, in this cheerful and luxurious apartment. Now and then I find the 
which is all my requirements. splendour of the surroundings rather too much for me, and I ’m 

3Ir* Toov* Quite so— very satisfactory, I ’m sure, but — does he ready to go anywhere, even to a music-hall, for a change. There, 
keep fairly regular hours ? Or is he at aU inclined to be— er — fast ? I blush to say, I spend an hour or two, smoking cigars, and even 
Mrs* Cagn* [on her guard)* I can’t answer for the time his watch drinking a whisky and soda, or a lemon squash, listening to middle- 
keeps, myself. I dessay it goes as reg’lar as what most do. aged ladies in sun-bonnets and accordion skirts singing out of tune. 

Mr* Toov* No, no ; I was referring to his habits. I mean — does I don’t know that they amuse me much, but, at all events, they ’re 
he^ usually spend his evenings livelier than Mrs, Cagney. I’m 

quietly ^ home? dining out to-night, at the Cri- 

Mrs* Cagn* You ’ll excuse me, ^ terion, with a man at the office, 

but if you ’re arsking me all these ^ and it’s as likely as not we shall 

q.ueatiras ot ^ i^ere huupMti| go in to ^ Talha^ 

||j f meTgo tYsuch 1^^068^^/ 

past tea, whicli is Ms bed-time. ,, , Tou^forglt it^s^tlTe humble 

want. what more you j I ^ 

he may , aad why act ? He do^t \y\ really, eoasideriagyou ore a share- 

rtti t 

hil^ed^Bte^S yS^r® Mt “ gentleman, aad treats me as a lady.” Hr.'' 

^ Nnw as much as he does know I less I can conscientiously feel able to retain my shares I shail take 

A woman, I ’m afraid you ’re the first opportunity of selHug them, 

tastes Md^puisuitstha^yo^i^%^e^““'^ about my nephew’s ^Oharkt^. But why. Uncle? Better stick to them now you have 

yo^oome’ere ^and*^* me^nr^? y^atever do itr. Toov. "What? with the knowledge that I was profiting by 

V i ® “ly. belief you ain’t up to no practices I disapproved of? Never, Charles 1 

f^’noLiido’whirdon’Vool^p™^^ But >u can’t seZ/ without making a profit, you know; 

* eonoem you, lor all the world like a poE- they’ve eone up tremendouslv. 

^ ^Charles {enter^T^^}d^ 'her\ TTall M i, 4 -» Toov* Oh, dear me I Then, do you mean that I shouldn’t 

this— who’s a Bussfan morally justified in selling them? Oh, you don’t think 

A^^cogmsingUB.*TooY:Er*) What Charles ? 

you on ^ ® ^ That’s a point you must settle for yourself, Uncle, it’s 

Mrs Conn r TYioT- ^ ^^nds striven with confusion* beyond me. But, as a dutiful nephew, don’t you see, I ’m hound to 

w^ aSv ^ fs Co^iMOEB, Sir, but do all I can in meantime to\eep up the receipts for you. if I 

under’and ouestiona to me about •wjfm-a^aT. better, tries to put have to go to the, Eldorado every evening and get all the fellows I 

wav. aUowii^it >ahomm_able. Sir! You’ve put me in sucfi a statoof 




|||;;;,| 






9 |||i 


M'fn 

H H 

Mm 


IllllUffi 




livelier than Mrs, Cagney. I ’m 
'\ dining out to-night, at the Cri- 

\ terion, with a man at the office, 

likely as not we shall 

^ ^ ^ Yalhalla or the Eldo- 

afterwards. There, you can’t 
say I ’m conce^ng any thi^ from 

^i^er^oT^ the — the 

Mffifi III tell him I was thinMn^^of gmng 

llBII 11 / show your devotion best by 

Jllilili /. ' keeping away. The less young 

■1111 W ' ®^y "^oy* 

i You forget that it ’s^he humble 
I \ five boh of fellows like me that help 

^ ^ H ||lj to^oviv^ your next dividend. 

Charles, it— it’s ungenerous and 
undutitul to reproach me with 
being a shareholder y^^ 

Charles* Bat I wasnH reproach- 
ing you, Uncle^ it was rather^he 

really, considering you are a share- 
holder in the Eldorado, it’s a 
3 AN^ strong to condemn me 

^ for merely going there. i 

gentleman, and treats me as a lady.*^ . ^ I may not be a 

shareholder long, Charles. Un- 
less I can conscientiously feel able to retain my shares I shall take 


vmir <^^Y^lpTV1oo4- ;i j unuie, j.eu me, are you reauy going to the Eldorado this evening r 

your diplomacy hasn t had quite the success it deserved. Charles. I can’t say ; it depends on the other fellow. But I will 
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if I can get him to go, for your sake. And I afraid I ought to go 
and change, Uncle, if you ’ll excuse me. Make yourself as com- 
fortable as you can. Here’s to-day’s Finh ^TJn^ if you haven’t 
seen it. 

Mr, Toov, ^ I ’m not in the habit of seeing such periodicals, Sir. And 
I must be going. Oh. by the bye, your Aunt wished me to ask you 
to come down and dine and sleep on Monday next. Thea will be 
back, and I believe Mr. Curphew has got a free evening for once. 
Shall I teU her you will come, Charles ? 

Charles, Thanks; I’ll come with pleasure. But, I say, Aunt 
doesn’t want to give me another lecture, I hope ? After all, she can’t 
say much if you ’ve told her about those shares, as I suppose you have. 

3Ir, Toov, N — not yet, Charles. I have not found a convenient 
opportunity. There, I can’t stay— good-bye, my boy. 

[He takes his leave. 

End op Scene IX. 

Scene X. — In the Street, 

Mr, Toovey [to himself), I’m afraid Charles has lost every 
particle of respect for me. I wish I had never told him about those 
wretched shares. And what am I to do now ? If I go to this Eldo- 
rado place, he naay be there too ; and, if he sees me, I shall never 
hear the last of it ! And yet my mind will never be easy unless I do 
go and see for myself what it really is like. That young Curphew 
expects me to go. But I don’t know, I do so dread the idea of 
going — alone, too ! I should like to ask somebody else what he 
thinks I ought to do — somebody who is a man of the world. 
I wonder if I went to see Larkins— he won’t be in his office so late 
as this, but I might catch him in his chambers. It was all through 
him I got into tMs difficulty ; he ought to help me out of it if he 
can. I really think I might take a cab and drive to Piccadilly, on 
the chance. [fle hails a Hansom^ and, drives off. 

End op Scene X. 


CARR-ACTORS AT ^‘THE COMEDY.” 

When we have two original jilays like Pinero’s Second Mrs. 
Tanqueray and Grundy’s Sowing the Wind, we may congratulate 
ourselves that they do not “do these things better in France.” Mrs, 
Tanqueray is a life-like tragedy, and Sowing the Wind a life-like 
comedy. It was a pleasure to congratulate Mr. Alexander at the 
St. J ames’s on his choice of a piece, and of the company to suit it, 

J especially on the engagement or 

Mrs. Patrice: Campbell for the 
heroine ; and now it is equally 
pleasant to congratulate a corf r ere 
m literature, Mr. Comyns Carr, 
on having made so eminently 
successful a dehut in theatrical 
management, as he has done in 
choice of the piece and of the com- 

It is a canon of comedy-con- 
struction that from the first, 
the audience should be let into 
the secret of the denommmt, 
hut that they should be puzzled 
as to the means by which that 
end is to be achieved. This play 
is an excellent example of the 
rule. Everybody knows who the 
heroine is from the moment of her 
appearance ; but as to how she, 
the illegitimate daughter, is to be 
recognised and acknowledged by 
her father, this is the problem 
that no one except the dramatist, 
in the course oi four acts, can 
i solve. It is a very clever piece 
F of workmanship. In these modern 
{ matter - of - fact realistic days, 
' fancy the awful danger to any 
play in which a father has to 
discover his long-lost child ! The 
strawberry mark on the left 
. n. , „ ,, ,, _ urm, the amulet, the duplicate 

mmiature of tte mother— these 


Powder and polish’d performance. ' 






for supposed effect, the stage management is as admirable as the 
acting and the dialogue, which is saying a great deal, but not a 

f bit too much. 

Mr. Brandon 
T nOMAS^and Miss 
Emery have 
never done any- 
thing better. 
The former with 
peculiar 
north-country 
^burr,”andwith 

is* not unlike the 
T' pictures of the 
I Iron Duke when 
' LordDoiTRO. Mr. 
’ Edmund Mau- 
^ RICE, as repre- 
'jJMm' senting the 
slangy, sporting, 
about-town Ba- 
ro^t^of the T^m- 

'w fincMaThe^^d 

similar ’kind ^ of 
catchword, which 
I suppose, on Mr. 

Brandon and Monkey Brand-on. Grundy’s au- 

Mr. Brandon Thomas Brahazon [to Cyril Maude thority [though 
WaiHn), “I know that face. I 'ye seen it on the f do not remem- 
hoardinjrs.” her the expres- 

Waihin {faintly), “ It won’t wash ! ” {Collapses, sion nor the use 

of the word 

“ chuck” in Tom and Jerry— the authority for Georgian era slang] 

I was one 'of the slang phrases of that period. 

For my part (a very small part), I am in- 
i clined to credit Mr, Grundy with the 
invention of “ smash my topper,” and of 
the introduction of “chuck it” into 
eighteenth century London slang. 

Admirahle are the quaint sketches of 
character given by Miss Kose Leclercq and 
Miss Annie Huuhes. Manly and lover-like 
is Mr. Sydney Brouoh. In the dramatic 
unfolding of the plot, faultlessly acted as 
it is, the audience from first to last are 
thoTonghiy interested. Here and there, 
speeches and scenes woiHd be all the better 
for some judicious excision. When yon are |H| . fj 

convinced, further argument weakens the mm \ 
case, and I confess I should like to hear 'W 'j 

that ten minutes’ worth of dialogue had \ VJ j i 

been taken out of the parts played by Mr. Mw U, / j 

Brandon Thomas and Miss Winifred W v ij 

Embry. But this is a small matter — a U // 

very small matter. To sum up, it is good Ax. . h 

work and good play, and so^ the new |W / H 

manager and lessee is at this present |1// // I 
moment a Triumphal Carr. 1/ / // 


Q, Why was there at one time a chance 
of the Times, which has always been np to 
date, ever being behind time ? — A, Be- 
cause formerly there was so much Delayinl! 


Motto for Ladies who “ Grub Shori 
TO Avoid Obesity. — Grace before Meat I 


Portrait of the Great 

Duke of Wellington, when 
Grub Short ” Marquis oi Douro, by Mr. 
)ef ore Meat I Ian Bobertson. 


•ways and means, and many others, 


must occur to the playgoer, and mmst have presented themselves at 
the outset to the author, fiattering himself on his originality, as 
difficulties almost insuperable beicause so stagey, so worn threadbare, 
so out of date. 

Over these difficulties Mr. Grundy has triumphed, and with him 
triumph the actors and the stage-manager ; as, for the most part, 
except when there is a needless conventional “taking the centre” 


Nulli Secundus. 

{By a Lover of the lAnJcs , ) 

LyxTleton asks— great oxioketer, for shame !— 

If Golf— Great Soot 1 1 1— is quite “ a first-class game.” 
Well, if first-class it cannot quite be reckoned, 

’Tis that it stands alone, and hath no second I 
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A PROTEST. 

“ And PitAT, AM I irsVBR TO BE NAUSHTT, Mraa GeIMM ? ’ 


"L’UNION PAIT LA— PARCE!” 

[“ Prance turns from her abandoned friends afresh 
And soothes the Bear that prowls for patriot flesh.’’ 

—Campbell.] 

T:^, history here doth repeat itself verily ! 

(i n France, in Kepublican riff, 

Soothing the Beor^’ again; footing it 
merrily 

In— -“Well now, what w the name of this jig ? 
Cancan, or Carmagnole f Blend of the 
two? 

Anyhow, »tis a most strange de 

Deux^^ ! 

makes pride and principles plastic, 
And tis most true that extreme s often dq eet ; 
Yet as a sample of joint “Light Fantastic » 

1 M8 dual dance must be baddish to beat. 


Beauty and Beast vts-d^vw in the dance, 

Were scarce funnier partners than Kussia 
and France. 

Autocrat Bruin, can he really relish 
The larkish high-kick, the tempestuous 
twirl. 

That risky Bepubliean dances embellish P 
And she— a political “Wallflower,*' poor 
girl!— 

Can she truly like the strange partner that 
fate 

Apportions her, lumpish, unlovely, and late ? 

’ Arriet out for a frolic, 
i.hey ve interchanged head - gear, by 
curious hap I 

Of what is this strange substitution sym- 
bolic P 

The Autocrat crown and the Phrygian cap 


They've “swopped," but they both most un- 
easily sit. 

And each for the other appears a pDor fit, 

That Liberty cap upon Bruin’s brown noddle ! 

That crown— much awry— on the Beauty’s 
fair head I 

Absurd! And the Bear’s heavy lumbering 
waddle 

Sorts oddly enough with the lady’s light 
tread. 

He won’t get her step ! Will she try to catch 
his? 

As soon shall small beer tahe the sparkle of 
fizz. 

Is she “ soothing the Bear’’— with a show of 
lip-honey ? 

Is he flattering the Bee— with an eye on 
the hive ? 

Sting hidden, claws sheathed— for how long ? 

^ Well, ’tis funny. 

This queer little game, whilst they keep it 
alive I 

Dance-partnership is not “for better for 
worse," 

And “ union of hearts " sometimes smacks of 
— the purse. 

“^Twos and Threes” is a game to the play- 
ground familiar ! 

“ Two ’s Company ! " Yes, so, in this 
case, are Three ! 

Alliances frequently made willy-nilly are 

Dual or Triple. The Eagles we see 

Foregather ; so may they not meet — in the 
dance— 

The_Big Northern Beast and the Beauty of 
France ? 


ANGELS. 


I WONDEE if you give your mind 
At all to angoh. “ Which ? " you say ? 

Why, angels of the hvmn-book kind, 

Not imitation ones in clay. 

I often do. They fascinate 
My fancy to a strange degree ; 

And meditating much of late 
There came two serious points to me. 

You notice in the Holy Writ 
Angels are never feminine ; 

But, wheresoever they may flit. 

I£e came, he spake, he gave the sign. 

The men who wrote of them were sage. 
And knew their subject out and out ; 

But we live in a wicked age, 

That twists the angels’ sex about. 

And painters paint them girls. And then 
The question sets one’s brains afire — 

Why choristers on earth are men, 

If women form the heavenly choir ? 

And if they do paint here or there 
A man among the cherubim, 

I claim to know why not a hair 
May grow upon the face of him P 

I know the Roman Church decreed 
“ A priest shall wear a shaven face." 

But what of angels P There indeed 
Razor and strop seem out of place. 

Then why this hairless cheek and chin ? 

I ask, and Echo answers Why P 

Have angel- cheeks no roots within P 
— Here oomes my keeper. So, good-bye ! 


Reckless, — “Mr. Allen, Senator of Al- 
braska, a piominent silverite, spoke for 
fifteen hours." “ Speech is silver. Silence 
golden," If all silverites go on at this length, 
there *R be no siltmee, ergo, no gold. Q. E. D. 
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MY PEETTY JANE AT A LATER 
SEASON. 

{Mesjc'ectfuUy submitted ^or the consideration of 
Mr, Sims Beeves . ) 

My pretty Jane, my pretty Jane, 

You still, you still are looking shy I 
You neyer met me in the evening 
When the bloom was on the rye. 

The year is waning fast, my love ; 

The leaves are in the sere ; 

The fog-horns now are humming, love ; 

And the moonshine’s “ moonshine,” dear. 
But, pretty Jane, my dearest Jane, 

I never will ‘ ‘ say die ” 


Come, meet me, meet me in our parlour. 

Where the bloom is on the Ey. 

Just name your day, that mother may 

Produce her best in china things, 

And stop yon man in apron white, [rings. 

Whose mu£S.n-bell, whose muffin-bell now 
The year is waning fast, &c. 

“A TniPLE Bill.” — “The Home Rule 
Bill,” said Mr. CHAMBEKLAris- to his American 
friends, “is not scotched. It is killed.” Of 
course our Joe knows that were it “ scotched ” 
it would be only “half kdt.” But the idea 
of an Irish Bill being Scotched! Our only 
Joe might have added that it was ‘ ‘ W elsh’d ” 
in the Lords. 

Phcebits, what a Name!— S k Combb 
Pethebam, Chief Justice of Bengal, is coming 
home. Welcome, Sir Home-ComeePethebam, 
Or, why not Sir Homee Petheeam for 
short ? 


TO A YOUNO COUNTRY FRIEND, 
AGED SEVEN. 

(JVho whistled of Monte Carlo not wisely y 
but too well.) 

Sweet youth ! I wonder if you ’ll feel mncK 
pain 

To know that that sweet soul-inspiring strain 
You whistle at so wonderful a rate 
Is now in point of fact quite out of date. 
Down in the country pr’aps you hardly know 
At what a pace these street-songs come and 
go. 

At present you ’re a day behind the f dr, 

And want (as I myself) a change of air. 

You should protest you ’re being driven crazy 
By waiting for the answer of fair Daisy ; 

Or else ask sadly what was she to do 
Who, “ silly girl,” got taken on to Crewe. 
Whistle that charmmg ditty, if you must. 
Until, (forgive the i^hrase) until you bust. 
But do not whistle, if you wish to rank 
As in the know, “ The Man who broke the 
Bank,^ 
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(To dejpcvrt presently.) 

JiTLiA, I deemed that I had wed 
Not thine, but only thee ; 

A child I wept my mother sped, 
Thou ’st given thine to me. 

She came as wandering sea-birds 
come 

To rest upon a spar [home 
Of ships that trail the lights of 
Where homeless billows are. 

From Aix-les-Bains to Harro- 
gate, [Wells, 

From Bath to Tunbridge 
She 's sojourned in Imperial 
state. 

Yet here content she dwells. 

Content — and yet no truce with 
truth 

Such Roman mothers know ; 
Ouiok to detect the faults of 
youth. 

And prompt to tell us so. 

Ikuewnot I possess’d the charms 
Her wandering will to bind, 
Tokeep mefrom my JxrLiA.*sarms, 
And mould the baby’s mind. 

When first I held thee to my 
breast 

I little dreamt the day [nest 
Another bird would snare the 
As there content to stay. 

Thy kindred, dear, I wooed not 
them. 

Such wealth I ’d fain resign ; 
Since I have won the brightest 
I covet not the mine. [gem 







N/A.JLIW ju wuii tuc uriff meso 

I covet not the mine. [gem A CRISIS IIM CONJUGAL LIFE, 

-d L Fond Rushcmd, ** Look here, Ethel, I see you daily oetting 

Thinner and Paler; you cannot Eat, you cannot Sleep, while I 
• drams are^ likely to find Life a burden to me. I can bear it no longer 1 Let us 
invariably uses make a Bargain. Ip you promise not to give me a Christmas 
pucoiic. Present, I ’ll promise not to give rou one. There 1 ” 


FAREWELL I 

(On hearing that snow had fallen 
in the North , ) 

Snow has fallen, winter’s due ; 
In the months that now ensue 
Smoky fogs will hide the view. 
Mud will get as thick as glue. 
Rain, snow, hail will come in 
lieu 

Of the warmth to which we 
grew 

Quite accustomed, and will brew 
Colds, coughs, infinenza, rheu- 
matism to thrill us through. 
G-one the sky of southern hue, 
Cloudless space of cobalt blue I 
Gone the nights so sultry — ^phew ! 
Quite without rheumatic dew. 
Gone the days, when each anew 
Seemed yet finer ! In Corfu, 
California. Peru, 

This would not be strange, but 
true ; 

But the weatherwise at Kew 
Say in England it is new. 
Peerless summer, in these few 
Lines we bid farewell to you I 
Or as cockneys say, Aydew I ” 

A ‘ ‘ Shakspearian Student ” 
wants to know “if, when 
Richard the Third calls out ‘ A 
horse, a horse, my kingdom for 
a horse ! ’ he is not alluding to 
the Night -Mare from which he 
is only j ust re covering.’ ’ [Can’t 
say. Highly probable. So like 
Shakspeare.— Ed,] 

Dear Mr. P. , — I believe you 
do not know that Mrs. R. re- 
cently visited Rome. She tells 
me mat she thinks it an ex- 
cellent thing that the Tontine 
Marshes have been planted with 
Apocalypses. 


THE CITr HOESE. 

(A Legend of the Coming Ninth.^*) 

“You must let me have him on the day I have specified,” said the 
military-looking man, with an air of determination. 

* And you order this. Sir, after learning his history ? ” replied the 
well-educated cabman. “You know that he has been in a 
circus ? ’* 

“1 do ; it is one of his greatest qualifications. A circus, I think 
you said, where there was a brass band ? ” 

, “^9.^ oiily a brass band, but a very brassy band indeed ; a brass 
band all drum, trombone, and cymbal I A brass band that could be 
heard for miles I ” 

“ And he bore it weU f ” asked the ex-soldier. “ He did not mind 
the noise ? ” 

“ Not he,” was the reply. “ Why should he mind it P For re- 
memt^r^he was accustomed to insults from the clown. TV^hen a horse 
clown with equanimity, you may be sure he 

will object to nothing,” 

And what were the nature of these insults ? ” queried the 
veteran w^or, with renewed interest. “ Did the clown push him 
about r Did he tell him to gee-up ? ” 

. 4*.^^ nnmly crowd at Blaokheath on 

a Jianc Holi^y, me clow mnld not haye behaved worse. And 

nights a week, with a matinee 
thrown in on a Saturday— without complaining.” 

Nott?i^yar^de.^”^®^‘’’^^“^'^'’®“^ ‘cat’s-meat ?> 

I often call him myself. Bufus is his 
name, but eat s-meat is his nature. But don’t you want him for 
tl^an a day ? Wou’t you buy him f ” 

for ae’N^^^*’^ veteran soldier, sternly. “ I only require him 

« tt^® is wtting too old for oahwork,” argued the well-read driver 
oo™ ^lendid charger for the a(Mntantof a Yeomanry 

corps, and out of training might be put in the harness of a bathing- 


machine. No, pray don’t interrupt me, Sir. You are going to urge 
that he would he useless in the winter. But no, Sir, you are wrong. 
He might take round coal (in small quantities), when the nights 
draw in. Can I not tempt you, Sir ? You shall have him a bargain. 
Shall we say a penny a pound? ” 

“I have already told you,” replied the warrior, “that I have 
need of him only on the 9 th. You understand, the 9 th of next 
month.” 

The well-read cab- driver nodded, and the two men parted. It 
was a bargain. Rufus (alias “Cat’s-meat”) was to be ready for 
hire on the 9 th of November. 

I “ What does he want to do with 'the brute ? ” the well-read cab- 
man asked himself again and again. “ Surely he cannot mean to 
ride it P And yet he desired to learn if Rufus were up to his 
weight; and when I answered les, his eyes brightened, and he 
regarded the animal with renewed interest.” 

And all through the day the mvstery puzzled him. He could not 
solve the problem, try as ne would. Suddenly, as he was discussing 
a cup of tea in a shelter^ a ray of light fiooded his perplexed mind. 

Eureka ! ” he exclaimed ; “ the warrior must have been the City 
Marshal; and he wanted Rufus (‘Cat’s-meat’), of course, for the 
Lcrd Mayor’s Show I ” And perhaps the cabman had guessed rightly. 
Only the futnre^can tell. 

A Question for Scotchmen. — The Duke of Athole announces 
that he is in future to he described as the Duke of Atholl. . Why 
has he changed his name ? Because he canna thole it. 

A Duke cannot add to his stature a cubit, 

Like the frog in the fable in vain he may swell ; 

And in vain does he alter his^name with a new bin. 

Its length is the same, though he tacks on an “ 1.” 

M. Zola is a Son of France. Around him are many literary 
planets and stars, and imitators, shining with reflected light — the 
i French Zolar System. This is the Theory of Mr, Punch, 






LIKA JOKO’S JOTTINGS. 
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A “LANTASTIC” ACTION. 

[“A young lady of K’ewark while 
dancing a few nights ago fell and 
broke her leg, and she has now 
commenced an action for damages 
against her partner, to whom she 
attributes the cause of the acddent.** 
— Baily Telegraph,'] 

“ Oh, hotker ! ” girls will sigk ; 
“a fresh excuse 

Tor men not fond of dancing 
to forsake us 1 

We fancy we can hear them say 
‘ the deuce 1 

We can’t dance now ; to drop 
a girl might break us I ’ 

llTow e’en ‘ the better sort,’ who 
used to beg 

To see our cards, will— or our 
wits deceive us— 

Reflect that they may break a 
partner’s leg. 

And, choose, alas, to ‘ make a 
leg,’ and leave us.” 


DRAMA COLLEG-E. 

Establishment eoe Yoidstg 
Ladies, and Prepaeatoet 
School eoe Little Boys, 

Conducted, hy 

THE MISSES MELPOMENE 
AND THALIA. 

The Curriculum includes 
thorough grounding in Know- 
ledge of Life, and in High-class 
Yirtue and Honesty. The Pupils 
are carefully restrained from 
the practice of “unlovely 
middle-class virtue,” Severe 
morality constantly incoleated. 
Mere amusement strictly ex- 
cluded. Aristocratic Deport- 
ment and Etiquette taught by 
experienced Assistants. 

For further particulars apply 
to Mr. Enry Hauthcte Jones. 



A PRICELESS POSSESSION. ^ 

Mrs, Golightly, “Oh, I hope toit won’t think ir rude, but would 

YOU MIND TELLING MB WHAT THAT WONDERFUL BlACK StONE YOU 'RE 
WEARING IS ? ” 

Mrs, Luxor. “Oh, certainly. I find most People envy me: that. 
It ’s a rtPCE of real English Coal 1” 

Mrs, GoUghtly, “How wonderful 1 Ah, I wish my Husband was 
A Millionaire ! ” 


AWFUL RESULT OF THE 
COAL FAMINE 

{TTnon an Ordxu'trily Innocent and 
Non-punning Tire-worshipper ) . 

Off! what a period I Strikes 
might puzzle Solon I 
I love, in winter — having 
shut up shop — 

My snug back-parlour fire to 
semi^colon^ 

Now there’s no colon^ fuel’s 
at z.full-bto'p ! 

I have burned coke, wood, turf, 
aye, even slate. 

But to no fire myself cannot a- 
comma-date I 


“ Practical John.” — Mr. 
Hollingshead’s advertisement, 
headed “ Plain Words to the 
Public,” is eminently charac- 
teristic of the author. Says he, 
“ The prices I start with I shdl 
stand or fall by.’' Certainly, as 
the prices are moderate, the 
public will stand them, so he 
needn’t trouble himself on that 
score. If he be riding for a 
fall, and if the public won’t 
come down heavily, let us hope, 
if he fall at all, he will come 
down lightly. Then he adds, in 
his own independent way, “ If 
it is thought necessary to tamper 
with these prices in an upward 


give 

up this, my ttnal ett'ort in 
theatrical management ” [Oh, 
no, don’t ! — please don’t I !], 
“and wa.lk out of the baila- 
ing.” Why “ walk ” ? Bv his 
own free admission he will be 
driven out (which sounds like 
a contradiction in terms), so 
why make a virtue of walking 
out. Never walk when you can 
ride. But J. H. walk out ! I 
“J”. H, y suis et J, H, y 
reste,^^ 


THE BRIGHT AND BEAUTIFUL 
WORKING-MAN. 

{As described by Sir U. Arnold at Birmingham.) 
A WONDERFUL joy our eyes to bless, 

In his magnificent happiness, 
la the working-man of whom I sing, 

Who fares more royally than a king. 

Seeing his “ board ” Sir Edwin’s floored— 
Hors d' ccuvres^ soup, fish, entree, joint, 
game, ices. 

Ab ovo nothing has been ignored 
Usque ad malum, not minding prices, 
Augustus might have have hurt his sight 
Reading with only a lamp or taper ; 

The working-man’s electric light 
Glows on immaculate daily paper. 

-Go search in Mommsen’s history, 

Then come you home and sing with me— 

No life of emperor could, or can, 

Be bright as that of the working-man I 

“ Machinery turns his toil to art.” 

Burne- J ones and Morris at this would start. 
Though the “Arts and Crafts” be with 
horror dumb, . ^ , 

A Birmingham Parthenon yet may come ! 
The School Board’s pains mature his 
brains, 

Masses beat classes— be ’U soon annul us. 
Never went— as he goes — ^in trains 
Heliogabalus or Lucullus. 


He, should he care, can daily stare 
At statues draped by dear Mrs. Grundy, 

And ride in trams for a halfpenny fare, 
And “wire” for sixpence, exception 
Sunday. 

His letters traverse the ocean wave. 

Note,—1i a penny you fail to save, 

To Hrnnikee- Heaton please apply. 

And he will discover the reason why. 

Rich in the things contentment brings, 

In every pure enjoyment wealthy, 

But is be as gay as the poet sings, 

In body and mind as hale and healthy ? 

In silence adept, he has certainly kept 
So extremely quiet we should not know 
it. 

Yet he “as authorities mayn’t accept” 
Sack blooming blokes as an Eastern 
poet. ^ 

Oh what a Sir PryceI — Sir Pryce 
Pryce- Jones, M.P, for the Montgomery 
Boroughs, has received a testimonial from his 
constituents. That is to say, because he has 
been a nice-PRYCE- Jones they have made him 
a prize-PRYCE-JoNES. Bravo, Sir Twice- 
Pryce- Jones I 


Suggestion to Provincial Liwn-Tennis 
Club. — Why; not give Lawu-Tennis Balis in 
Costume during the winter ? 


aUOTH DUNRAYEN, NEVERMORE f 

There’s many a slip ’twixt “cup” and 
lip! 

Is there not, good Dunraven ? 

You ’ll take your Transatlantic tiip 
Like sportsman, not like craven. 

The “ centre-board ” against the keel 
Has won. On w ^e we sup. Sir 1 
As in old nursery rhyme we fee- 1 
“The ‘dish.’ ran away with the— cup,” 
Sir! 

The Valkyries, those valiant dames. 

Success might sure have wished us ; 

But the VigUant, our yacht-builders shames. 
The “ Yankee Dish” has— dished us I 


TO “HANS BREITMANN.” 

[Mr. C. G. Lbland, iu his recently-published 
Memoirs, infonns us of bis very early appre- 
ciation of the formula, ‘*I am I — I am mvself— I 
myself I.”] 

You, from mirth to logic turning. 

Doubly proved yourself the right man, 
By your wondrous breadth of learning, 

For the title of “ der Breitmann.” 

Yes, the lore and fun within you 
Show us yearly greater reasons 
Why we wish you to continue 
Quite yourself ioT farther seasons. 
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MY LANDLORD. 

{By a Tenavi,) 

Who asked a rent absurdly high ; 
Who never scrupled at a lie ? 

The house well built I The soil so 
dry ! My Landlord. 

Whose saving schemes cause constant 
fears 

The house will fall about my ears ? 

I say it totters, and he sneers. 

My Landlord. 

The cellar’s flooded when it rains ; 
The ceilings show damp, mouldy 
stains. 

Who swindled me about the drains ? 
My Landlord. 

Who called the house extremely 
nice ? 

It ’s simply overrun with mice, 

The cook has had hysterics twice. 

My Landlord. 

Who praised the garden in a way 
To seem like Eden ? I should say 
The soil is brickbats mixed with 
clay. My Landlord. 

Who said each kind of plant suc- 
ceeds ? 

Yet when I sow the choicest seeds 
They all develop into weeds. 

My Landlord. 

What’s this? A note from him— 
a few 

Short lines to say the rent is due. 
Who tells me facts not new, if true ? 
My Landlord. 

A Suggestion. — A decoration for 
Jabez Balfour,— “ The Order of the 
Golden Fleece.” 




'4ikm 


























RECKLESS. 




Moderate Swell. ** Going to take a Oab ? ” 

Immoderate Swell. ‘‘Er — ^NO.” 

M. S. “ Ko Umbrella, I see.” 

Irnm. S. “Er — NO, dear Bot. See — ip you — er— carry 

’BRELLA — ^LOOKS AS IP YOU *T> ONLY OnB SuIT A OlOTHES I ” 


MY TENANT. | 

{By a Landlord.) 

Who haggled long about the price ; 
Who says my house is far from nice ; 
Who seeks solicitor’s advice ? 

My Tenant. 

Who wants incessantly repairs 
To floors and ceilings, steps and stairs; 
Who doats on hygienic scares ? 

My Tenant. 

Who lives in fear of sewer gas. 

So that the plumbers soon amass 
Yast sums, once mine ? That utter 
ass. My Tenant. 

Eternally some fresh complaint ; 
Distemper, whitewash, paper, paint ! 
He is enough to vex a saint — 

My Tenant- 

Who lets the garden go to pot ? 

What used to be a pleasant spot 
Is worse than an allotment plot. i 

My Tenant. ! 

Deferring payments suits his bent ; 
When various demands I ’ve sent ; 
Unwillingly he pays the rent. 

My Tenant. 

A note from him ? Another growl I 
Some chimney smokes, he wants a 
cowl. 

Thus he complains, that moping owl. 
My Tenant. 

Mrs. E,. says she always understood 
you must ‘ * catch your hare before you 
cook it ; ” so she cannot for the life 
of her make out what a friend of 
hers meant by telling her that ‘ ‘ when 
■ their kitchen-maid cooked the hare 
' she caught it afterwards ! ” 


A DIARY A LA RUSSE. 

Jfon<?Gy.— Bather tired of this constant hand-shaking, and even 
the lady-kissing is somewhat wearisome. Especially when the fair 
dames do not draw the line at sixty. However, no doubt well meant. 
Found asual collection of miscellaneous presents. Don’t quite know 
what I shall do with ton of tallow. Somehow our hosts fancy we 
require it. Latest addition from the advertising merchants— a 
Patent Tombstone (with space for offiches at back) and Somebody’s 
Bemedy for Neuralgia. Wish our hosts would not send us such a 
lot of things I Have been staying at my hotel all day long on the 
chan^ of escaping attention, and thus be able to And my way to the 
Moulin Bouge. Just got past the porter, when I was caught by one 
of the attaches and carried off to a State Dinner. Spent the rest of 
the evening m shouting “ Long Live France ! ” and listening to the 
Bussian National Hymn. 

Tuesday. — Hope I shall have better luck to-day. My hand is 
twice its normal size, thanks to the shaking. More presents. 
Candles by the hundredweight, and feear’s-grease by the ton. Some 
one has sent a Boot-blacking Machine, and wants a testimonial. On 
the watch all day. Trust to get to the Folies Berg^res some time or 
another. Just crawled out when seized by a friendly deputi, and 
hurried off to a function at the Hotel de Yille I 

Wednesday.— AhmhitQlY done up. Deafened with the “Jfar- 
seillaise^^ and sick to death of “ The JEmperorU Hymn.” Usual 
collection of presents. Five thousand fire-alarms! One of them 
alone enough to wake up a slumbering town of half a million in- 
habitants ! Ladies of all ages (especially of mature age) anxious to 
kiss me. Could not walk across the road this morning for them I 
Had to stop in the hotel all day long. Tried to escape in the evening 
on the chance of finding my way to a “concert-music-hall,” when 
seized by an ofS.cer of the French Marine, and carried away to a 
Reception I 

^ursday . — I have now been in Paris four days and seen 
nothing, absolutely nothing! ^ Of course most gratifying from a 
patriotic point of view, but if this is Paris why give me St. Petersburg, 
or even Siberia ! Can’t move a step without having my hand shaken 
off. Not a moment’s, privacy ; and as for the presents, I am abso- 
lutely deluged with them ! and such idiotic gifts! All the adver- 
tisers in the country seem to have found us out. What use on earth 


can I make of an elephant’s feeding- spoon or a lady’s comb for curling 
the hair ? I made a last effort to get to the Moulin ; but, of course, 
again frustrated. I was seized by an “A.-D.-C.” and taken to a 
State Lecture !- 

Friday. — Giving way to despair ! What a hoUow thing is popular 
applause ! I am absolutely tired to death of it. I caimot repeat 
(for very weariness), the various ovations I have received. I have 
iieen accepted with cheers at all hours of the day and night I Oh, 
how glad I would be to get back ! At the last moment I saw my 
way to a stealthy visit to the Folies, when I was secured and booked 
for two dinners and a punch” Betrayed! Betrayed ! 

Saturday.— hunted. Not allowed to go anywhere except 
when my tormentors drag me to some of&cial function. ^ Have sold all 
my presents for ten francs. Have received marching orders for 
Toulon. Just as I was about to escape and proceed to the Moulin 
Rouge, captured by “my friends the enemy,’ ' or should it be “ my 
enemies the friends ” P Had to submit to the usual enthusiasm on my 
road to the railway station. Fortune of w^ I suppose, or rather of 

E sace. Of the two, the latter I should think was the more deadly. 

ast strains of the Marseillaise ” last kiss from some one’s grand- 
mother, and curtain ! Glad it ’s all over ! 

By Mr. Justice Charles {omitted in reports of his decision last 
week). — “The Dahome:]r Troupe of Amazons appear only in the 
evenings at certain music-halls. Their name should be changed to 
‘ Day-homey and Night-oufy Amazons.’ ” {Signed) 

“Char les his Friend.” 

The Cheshire Cruelty to Children Case.— Rightly were 
condemned the two unfeeling Phelans. No jury could possibly 
have any consideration for such Phelans as these. If for the male 
prisoner the jury had recommended a tail or two of the Cheshire Cat 
(o’ -nine-tails), it would not have been thought too much. 

Motto for Mr. Inderwick, Q;.C. — ^The eminent Counsel of tiie 
Gueen has been recently admitted to the freedom of the borough of 
Bye. He has added to his coat of arms the words, ‘ ‘ Mind your Bye.’ ’ 

New Descriptive Title op the G. 0. M. suggested by Lord 
Salisbury's Latest Speech. — “The Autocrat of the Round Table.” 
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EMINENTLY A SCOTTISH GOVERNMENT, 

(Mr, Asquith^ 8 Speech, Ttmda/y, Octoh&r 17 -) 
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TOO PARTICULAR. 

Look hkkk-cokkoto® it, Isaaosok 1 Yoxr 'yk played mb a pkbtty Tmok this ^cmtok 

TO A FEIBND YESTERDAY, AND TOLD HIM IT WAS THE PORTRAIT OF MY -ANCESTOR WHO 0^ 0^ WITH ^ PlKSI , 

HE SAID, <WhAT a funny THINO HE SHOULD HAVE DRESSED ^N THE STYMOTW^AMJHe F^TH .^^^ JoUHTH ; 

“Yell that’th nothing. I jeth made a mithtakk of a few ybaeth— Y illiam the jjietht and yilliam x±ufi j-uu , 
ONLY HITH GeEAT-GrANDTHON 1 ” 


Primrose, an’ Campbell, sao aa’ sae BRIC-1.-BRAC. 

THE SAX SCOTCH PIPEES. „ deep, ^ ^ {ByaGallio.) 


there are in. the present Cabinet no less than five i 
Scotch members of the House of Commons .... 
fi-nil ve have also a member of the House of Lords 
who is one of the most eminent Scotchmen — I 


Dance themselYes dry to the pibroch.’ s sound. 
Dumfoimdered the English saw, they saw, 
Dumfonndered they heard the blaw, the 
blaw 


meanLordRosEBBEY.’'— Hath a Southron ae chance ava’ ava’, 

» A Sassenach chief may le honUy huUt, ^ S a’ ^ 

Ee may pwrchobsc a sporran^ a lonnet^ a hilt ; sax ?iP+v?A %Vip W 1 

Stich a skeiin in his hose ^wcar an acre of stripes — ^6 Saxon must g9 to Jhe ^ Y, 

he cwnmt amme on affecHonforUyes^’ 

—Bah Ballads, bis sax bcoton pipers au a , an a i 

Air— “ The Hundred Pt]per«.” 

Wi’ sax stalwart pipers an’ a’, an’ a’, 

Wi’ sax Scotch pipers an’ a’, an’ a’, 


A CONTBIBTTTION TO THE CELEBRATED PICK- 
WICKIAN Examination Paper. — To Students 
WP sax Scotch, pipers an' a', an' a', of Pichwick,—Qn. what (as far aa this ques- I 

We ’ll up an’ gie them a blaw, a blaw, ^ tioner is aware) solitary occasion is champagne 

Wi’ sax stout Scotch piwrs an a , an a , mentioned in Pickwick f who drank a bottle 
Ohl it’s Sassenach bummlers awa’, awa I where was it consumed? after what 

Our Wtjilib’s a Scotsman sae braw, sae exhilarating performance ?— Ed. 

We’llonan’ we’UmarchtoSt. Stephen’sha’, *t Feathered.”— “ -4 soft 

Wr its seats, an’ its salaries an’ a’, a ! ujaves^^ was the description of a 

Wi sax Scotch pipers an a , an a , &c. feather given by a Lady Correspondent — and 

Oh! wha’isformBiBto’a’ o’a’P 


Bonnie Wullib, the king o’ us a’, hurrah I 
Wi’ his five stout pipers an* a’, an’ a’ I 
His bonnet an’ feather he ’s wavin’ high. 

His bagpipes wheeze, an* his ribbons fiy ; 
The nor’ win’ plays wi’ his thin white hair, 
While the pipers blaw wi’ an nneo’ fiare. 
Wi’ sax Scotch pipers an’ a’, an’ a’, &o. 


BRIC-l-BRAC. 

(By a Gallio,) 

[“Poetry will degenerate mto mere literary 
hr%C’‘d-hr<ie^ such as the compesition of rondels and 
triolets."— B e. C. H. Peabson.] 

Literaet odds and ends 
Will for lays be scribbled ! 

Pearson thus ahead portends 
“ Litter ”-ary odds and ends. 
Pessimist, you owe amends 
For this forecast ribald : — 

“ Literary odds and ends 
Will for lays be scribbled 1 ” 

Call yon then mere hric^d-hrac 
1 Triolet and rondel? ^ 

AM that ’s knocked oH with a knack 
Call you then mere hric^d^hrew f ” 
Man of prose, you thus attack 
Yillon, Dobson, Blootel. 

Call you then mere hric-d-hrac 
Triolet and rondel ? ! 

’Pon my word, I don’t much care 
If you prove your thesis. 

Poetry s not my affair— 

’Pon my word, i don’t much care ; 
My three triolets pray tear 
As you please, to pieces ! 

’Pon my word, I don’t much care 
If they prove your thesis 1 


By Our Own Crammer.— In unsuocessfol 


E;;^- The recent iUmninationsinPari^. itissai^ 

landmayliaTelogtsoiaeaf her best“plnok’d” were a vew W8% mattM. Naturally, as an 

sddiers and sailora. “!;«#«»»■« * 
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lllVinPR TWF RftQF mcked, grlaring place to be sure 1 Ugh, this flMTiy tobacco ; it chokes 

UlilUcrY I nt riUOCi. j scarcely see across the hall. Kot that I want to see. 

{A Story in Scenes,) Well, if I sit in the corner behind the curtain I shan’t be seen 

a TTT ^ ^ mr t:t 7 t t 1 77 Diyself. To think that I— i— should be here at all, but the re- 

SCEKB XI. — At the entrance to The JEldora^ MMsic-hall, J.IME sponsibility is on Pa’s head, not mine! What are those two girls 
Saturday evenin g, about 8.30. Mrs. Toovby, who has just gingi^w about on the stage ? They are dressed decently enough, I ’ll 
alighted from a Waterloo bus, approaches ; she wears a veu^ g^y them, though pinafores and baby bonnets at their age 

under which her spectacles gleam halefuUy, and passes the ridiculous. listens, 

various boards and coloured posters with averted eyes, Sisters Sarcenet {on stage). You men are deceivers and awfully 


various boards and coloured posters with averted eyes, 

Mrs, Toovey {to herself), I ’m late — I ought to have taken a cab, 
instead of that dawdling bus. Still, I shall be in plenty of time to 
surprise Pa in the very midst of his profligacy. {She looks around 
her,) G-ilding, rosewood and mahogany panels, plush, stamed glass 
—oh, the wicked luxury of it all! {She pushes open a swing do(yt\) 
Where is the place you call Box C r I — have to meet somebody 
there, 

[iS^Ae fnds herself in a glittering bai\ where she produces a 
distinct sensation among a few loungers there, 

A Barmaid {tartly). There’s no entrance to the music-hall this 
wav. You ’ve come to the wrong place. 

Mrs, Toov, {with equal acidity), A.h, young woman, you need not 


sly. Oh, you are ! 

Male portion of audience (as is expected from them), No we ar&rCtl 
The Sisters S, {archly). Now you know you are! 

You come home with the milk ; should your poor wife ask why, 
“ Pressing business, my pet ! ” you serenely reply, 

When you ’ve really been out on the “ Tiddle-y-hi I ” Yes, you 
have I 

Male audience {as b^ore). No, we ’ve not ^ 

2 he Sister S, (with the air of accusing angels). Why, you know 


tell me that ! {She goes out with 
a withering glance^ and hears 
stifled sniggers as the doors swing 
after her,) A drinking-bar on the 
very threshold to trap the un- 
wary-disgraceful ! {She tries 
the next aoor^ and flnds a stal- 
wart official, in a fancy uniform,) 
Will you have the goodness to 
conduct me to Box C, instantly ? 

The Official, Next door, please, 
Ma’am. This only admits to the 
Grand Lounge, 

Mrs, Toov, (to herself). The 
“Grand Lounge,” indeed! {She 
opens another door, and finds a 
Pay-box, where she addresses the 
check-taker through the pigeon- 
hole,) I want to go to Box C. 
I ’ve asked for it at I don’t know 
how many places, and 

Checktaker {politely), I ’m 
really afraid you '11 have to ask 
again, Ma’am. This is the Prom- 
tnade. Box-office next entrance, 

Mrs, Toov, {to herself, indig- 
nantly), I only hope they make it 
as difficult for other people to get 
in as they do for me I So Pa 
comes here to lounge and prome- 
nade, does he ? Oh, let me only 
catch him, I ’ll send him prome- 
nading I {She goes to the Box- 
office,) I want Box C, wherever 
that is. 

Book - Keeper, Can give you 
Box D, if you like. Box C is 
reserved for this evening. 

Mrs, Toov, (sharply), I am 
quite aware of that. For Mr. 
Theophilxjs Toovey. I have 
come to join him here. 

Book-K, (referring to booh). It 
is entered in that name, certainly ; 


%w loungers there, ^ \ 2 he Sister S, (with the air of accusing angels). Why, you know 

entrance to the music-hall this you have I 

[ace. I Mrs, Toov, (to herself). It ’s to those young women’s credit that 

Ah, young woman, you need not 1 they have the courage to come here and denounce the men to their 
, faces— like this. And it’s gone 

home to them, too I they ’re shout- 
ing out “ Over 1 ” (Here the 
Sisters suddenly turn a couple of 
“ cart-wheels ” with surprising 
unanimity, amidst roars of ap- 
plause, ) Oh, the shameless minxes I 
I will not sit and look on at such 
scandalous exhibitions. (She 
moves to the corner nearest the 
stage, and turns her back upon 
the proceedings,) How much 
longer will Pa compel me to assist 
at such scenes, I wonder ? Why 
doesn’t he come? Where is he 
now? (Bitterly,) No doubt on 
what those vulgar wretches 
would call the “ Tiddle-y-hi I ” 
[The Brothers Bntso, Eccentric 
Clowns, ap2)ear on the stage,) I 
^ can’t sit here in a corner looMng 
at nothing. If 1 do see any- 
thing improper, Theophilits shall 
answer for it. (She changes her 
place again ) Acrobats — well, 
they ’re inoffensive at least. Oh, 
I do believe one of the nasty things 
is climbing up to the balcony; 
he ’s gO’Dg to walk along here I 
First Brother Bimho (on stage, 
to^ his confrere, who is balancing 



himself on the broad ledge of the 
box tier), Ohe — ’old up, there. 
Prenny garde I Ah, il tombera I i 
There, I told yer sol (The I 
Second Brother B. has reached 
-un - fi'ont of Mrs. Toovey’s box, \ 

reserved mr this evening. ^ where he pretends to stumble,) 

Mrs, Toov, (sharply), I am * Oh, le pover gargong, look at 

quite aware of that. For Mr. // ^vainow! Comeback, do! Ask 

Theophilxjs Toovey. I have / a the lady to ketch ’old of your 

come to join him here. «' trousers be’ind 1 

u entered “ Goo’bye, ducky ! Are no fears for ! ” Br^er, 

^ H Mr. Toovey’ s partjr ? me to do anything of the sort. Go back, as your brother asks you 

Mrs, loov, (crushingly). No doubt you consider that his wife has to, you silly fellow. You shouldn’t attempt such a foolhardy tmng 

no claim to Most certainly I belong to his party. at all I 

^at is quite sufficient, Madam. (2b Attendant.) Show Second Br, B, {to the First). Oh, my I There’s such a nice 
this lady to Box C. {To himself, as Mrs. T, follows the Attendant young lady in here; she ’s asking me to come in and set along with 
up some velvet-covered stairs,) Well, it ’s no business of mine ; but her I May I ? 

if Mr. Toovey, whoever Ae is, isn’t careful what he ’s about, he may [He lets himself drop astride the ledge, and wags his head at 
be sorry for it— that s aU ! Mrs. Toovey, to her intense horror, 

Mrs, Toov, (to herself), Thffy never even asked for my ticket. Mrs. Toov, {in an audible undertone). If you don’t take away 
Pa ’s evidently well known here ! (To Attendant.) A programme ? that leg at once. I ’ll pinch it 1 

’f^^h pictures of daucmg girls all over it ! You ought to he Second Br, B, Eh ? Not note ; my brother says I mustn’t, 
ashamed to offer such thmgs to a respectable woman 1 “ Come round afterwards ? ” WeU, weU, we ’ll see ! ( He springs up 

Att, i^rprtsed), i ve never heard them objected to before. Ma’am, on the ledge again, and kisses his hand to her,) Goo’bye, ducky! ! 
Can I bring you any refrestoents ? (Persuasively,) Bottle- ale or ’Ave no fears for me, Whoo-up I 

sto^ r Lemoimde and brandy ? Whisky and soda ? [He continues his tour of the balcony, amidst roars of laughter, 

Mrs, loov, Don t imagine you can tempt me, man. I’ve been a Mrs, Toov, {falling back in the box, speechless with fury). And 
toM abstamer ejer since I was five I thh is the treatment Pa exposes me to-all those nnmanly Vretohes 

^ I suppose now you ’aven’t laughing at me! But I don’t care; here I stay till Pa comes. 

’All?-beoause it a^n’^. , . . OA. this smoke ; I shall be poisoned by it soon ! Upon my word, 

\ ^ d^ger of mating that mistake! (She there’saholdhussy coming on to sing, in a man’s coat and black satin 

nters the box,) I am here before Pa after all. What a gaudy, knee-breeches I ’ll stop my ears ; they shall see there ’s one woman 
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here who retipbcts teisblf I [the does so, during that and the suhse- 
quent performances ; an hour passes.) How much longer am I to 
be compelled to remain here ? This is terrible ; three oreatnres in 
tight red snits, got up to look like devils I I wonder they ’ ve no 
fear of being struck dead on the stage I They ’re standing on each 
other’s stomachs. I daren’t look on at such blasphemy ! I’ll take 
off my spectacles; then, at least, my eyes won’t be offended by 
seeing anything distinctly ! {She removes her glasses, and replaces 
them in their case, which sne lags on the hox^ledge.) They’re 
gone, thank goodness. What ’s this ? There ’s someone opening the 
box-door. Pa.— at last I Well, I ’m ready for him ! 

IShe stiffens in her chair. 

Attendants Voice (outside). This is Box C, Miss. Can I bring 
you any refreshments r Bottle-ale, stout, lemonade, Miss ? 

A Female Voice. I— I don’t know. There’s a gentleman with 
me ; he ’ll be here directly ; he only stopped to speak to somebody. 
Ah, he ’s coining now. 

Mrs, Toov. “Miss ” ? I This is Pa’s party, then. Oh ! J 
[A quietly dressed, and decidedly good-hohing girl enters, and 
starts on seeing that the hox is already occupied. 

Mrs, Toov, irising in towering wrath). Yon were not expecting to 
find me here. Miss, I ’ve no doubt ? 

The Girl [^sitting down), No; Phil didn’t say there would be 
anyone else ; hut any friend of his I’m sure 

Mrs, Toov. Phil f you dare to call him “ Phil ! ” Do you know 
who I am, yoa insolent girl, you ? I am his Wife ! 

The Girl, His wife ? I don’t believe it. Are you sure you don’t 
mean his mother. My Phil married to you, indeed— a pretty story I 

Mrs, Toov. {trembling with rage), G-o out of this box instantly, or 
I’ll make yoTLi 

The Girl. I shall do nothing of the kind. Wait till my friend 

comes, and we’ll soon {As the door opens.) Phil, Phil, here’s 

an abusive old female here who pretends she is your wife, and wants 
to order me out. I believe she must either be mtoxicated or out of 
her senses I 

Mrs, TocVm {pouncing upon the newcomer and boxing his ears 
soundly). Is she ? it is you who are out of your senses, Pa ! Take 
that— and thoU — and now come hcane with me, do you hear ? 

The Newcomer {with his hand to his cheek), ‘‘Pa,” am IP I 
thought I was your hmband just now I Well, I must have married 
before I was born, either way. And now, perhaps, you ’ll explain 
what all this means P 

Mrs, Toov. {faintly). Oh, my goodness! I’ve made a dreadful 
mistake ; it isnH Pa I Let me go— let me go I 

The Newa. {putting his hack against the door). Not yet, Ma’am ; 
not yet. You don’t go like this ; after insulting this young lady, to 
whom 1 ’ve the honour of being eij|:aged, and telling her you ’re my 
wife, and then smacking my face m her presence, I ’ve my dignity 
to consider, and I want satisfaction out of you. Come, we won’t 
have a row here, for the sake of this yoxmg lady ; just step out into 
lobby here, and I ’U give you in charge for assault. Stay where yon 
are, Millx, my dear. Now, Ma’am, wiU you go, or shall I send for 
a constable ? (Mrs, T, totters out, protesting incoherently, and begging 
to he released.) Well, I don’t want to spoil my evening’s pleasure 
on your account. You give me your name and address, and 1 ’ll 
simply summon yon for assault; which is more than you deserve. 
If you won’t, I ’ll charge you I 

Mrs, Toov. {reluctantly). Oh. indeed it was an aoc I wiU not 

give you my name. Yes, yes, I will ; anything to get ont of this 
horrible place. {The young man produces a pencil, and pulls down 
his left shirt cuff ,) Mrs.— Too — no, I don’t mean Too— ToMxrisrsoisr 
Jokes— The — ^the Laburnums — U— upper Tooting, There, now are 
you satisfied? 

The Young Man {recording it). Thank you, that ’s aU I require. 
You’ll hear ixom me later on. Good evening ! 

Mrs, Toovm {as she crawls down the staircase). T have only just 
saved myself by a — a fib ! And I haven’t even found Pa out. But I 
will. I’ll go straight home and sit up for him 1 

End op Scbnb XI. 


FRAGMENTS FROM A FRANCO-RUSSIAN PHRASE-BOOK. 

{Picked up at Toulon after the receni Fites.) 

AT THE BANQUET. 

I AM glad to be next to a Russian. Believe me, France has 
eilways been the best friend of Russia, ... No, that was not France 
— ^it was the Corsican, ^ Altogether a different thing. . . . Were we 
at the Crimea? It is possible — ^through the perfidy of those 
English, . . . Try some of this old sherry. Your shark-fin soup is 
delicious. . . » As I was saying, we are a Republic now, and adore 
Liberty, , . . Siberia must he a charming place, and the climate 
ravishing. You have never been there ? A pleasure to come 1 . . . 
Take a carafe of champage — there is plenty more. We are a demo- 
cratic nation, and the hea^s of our populace go out to an antoorat. 



IMPROVED GIMOMENCLATURE. 

{A popular Song adapted to the Glacial Period.) 
“On AN Icicle made foe Two.” 


I know well that all autocrats are not nice— but yours/ 1 Do 
have some more champagne. . . . These are Cailles Sehuvaroff. 
They are Rnssian— so they must he good ! . • . Do yon know that 
my wife and I kissed the hands of {ten— fifteen— fifty— two hundred) 
Russian sailors through the portholes of your fiagship this after- 
noon ? . . , . Not at all— we quite enjoyed it. . . . There is a proposal 
to present your Admiral with a model of the Tour Eiffel in brilliants. 
I remember it was exhibited in Paris at a franc for admission- 
hut few people went. I wish he may get it. I suhseribed ten 
{Napoleons— francs— centimes) towards the fund for presenting 
commemorative brooches to the wives, daughters, and sweethearts 
of your seamen. I hope they will all arrive quite safely. . , . Have 
you received a silver cup with a suitable inscription? Only a 
yellow champagne-glass with a motto ! That is mean, miserable, 
shabby I I will speak to a waiter about it. . . , Why do you not 
drink P Fill your glass. I am filling mine. . . . Have yon heard 
that our warm-hearted nation has forwarded to the Russian Fleet 
one hundred oases of the best blacking? The Triple Alliance is 
trembling in its shoes, . , . You drink nothing ! All the same, it 
seems to me yonr Tsar might have sent 7nore ships while he 
was about it. Yes, I repeat; more — and bigger ones. It woxdd 
have been more polished. But you Russians are not polished ; 
you are cold, brutal, phlegmatic. You remind me of an English- 
man I once saw on the stage of the Yari§tes. But he had red 
whiskers, and said, “Aoh, yes!” Yon drink too much. The 
Russians are all intemperate— it is the climate. So long as you 
help us to our revenge, we do not care what you are. I speak 
quite frankly. This is a great day for France. As a Frenchman, 
1 shall never see caviar again without a thrill of heartfelt emotion. 
But your shark-fin soup was disgusting — ^beastly. It is that which 
is making me so ill. , . . Au revoir, dear friend. I am going under i 
the table for a little while— to think. 


Mes. R. wants to know what was the classic story about Ajax and 
Telephone? “So,” says she, ‘‘ as was hundreds of years ago,, 
it isn’t such a very new invention.” 
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LITTLE MASTER MINORITY. 

A Dialogue in Dialect^ some way after Bret Harte's Jim 

[Keferring, in tlie course of conversation, to the deadlock in the Senate, 
Mr. Chambeelain said ; — “ My opinion is that the Ameiicans are the most 
patient people on the ^lobe. Such an outcome from an organised system of 
obstruction would be impossible in England, which ! venture to say, with 
my foot on New York soili is far more democratic than America. Democracy, 
as I take it, means the government of the people by the people .” — The 
“ Times' New York Gorrespondenty Oct, 13.] 

“ Coelum, non (?) animum, mutant, qui trans mare currunt.’* 
Jonathan to Joseph, loquitur : — 


Sat thar I P’r’apa 
You ^re of them chapfir 
Approve this child, 

Who makes me 'wild I — 

No no offence : 

Thar ain’t much sense 
In gittin’ riled I 

Joe. old chum. 

Welcome ye arel 
Say I Ye ’ve jest come 
tip from down thar. 
Lookin’ round, Joe? 

That ’s right, Sir ! You 
Ain’t of that crew 
Makes freedom rar’. 

Tory f Not much. 

That ain’t my kind ; 

I ain’t no such. — 
Democrat— blind 1 
Eayther like you! 

Well, this yer boy 
CWitn his derned toy), 

Is a fair Hmb. — 

Not much— in size ! 

Stirs your surprise ? — 
Wal, that is strange : 
Your nipper, now, 

Riz up some row, 

Down under thar, 

Ony this year I 


Since you came here. 

You ’ve felt a change I 
Wal, he licks us I 
Eh? 

Spank him, you say I 
Spank ? — 

This little cuss ? 

You make me star, — 
Down under, thar, 
Minorities stop 
Truck— in your shop, 

And you don’t rar’ I 
Here, wide awake 
To our mistake. 

Our boy you bar 1 
Spank ! — 

This — ^little— cuss ? 

Wal, he does fuss, 

Raises a muss. 

His “ Silver” whim. 
His spoutin’ prank — 
(Leather-lung’d limb !) 
Does crab the swim. 
Should like to yank 
Him crost my knees. 
And— but thar I spank 
Himf 

Fatienty Sir— I ? 

No democrat? 

Here, Sir, stand by I 
1 can’t stand that ! 


You wouldn’t stand 
HV/n— in your land ? 
Eh? 

What ’s that you say ? 
Why, dern it I — sho * — 
Draw it mild, J oe ! 

Bold? 

Obstruction? Yes I 


StiU, as I guess— 

Though I ’ll confess^ 

You ’re an authority — 
’Tain’t no new thing 
( You ’ve had your ffing !), 

But ornery, 

Demed old. 

Loud-lunged — ^Minority I 
Little— Master— Minority I 


OUR BOOKING-OEFICE. 

is a romance by MAups Coeelli, founded upon the 
narrative given by the Four Evangelists. It is in three volumes, and 
Barahbas is the princijjal character. Oratorios have been com- 
posed musically illustrating the sacred story, mystery plays there 
have been showing it forth in action, but never yet have we been 
taken, as it were, behind the scenes, introduced to Judas Iscaeiot’s 
sister, and been informed as to the motives of human action under- 
lying “ the World’s Tragedy.” Whether “ the stock of Barahhas ’’ 
hath been sold out or not, the Baron cannot imagine that this novel 
form of treating Holy Writ wBl ever be popular with any section 
of our ordinary readmg public. Maeie Coeelli is a writer as 
picturesque as prolific, but she has wasted her time and talents on 
this romance. There used to be a perversion of the text, which 
took this form, “ Now Baeabbas was— a publisher” (was it Sydney 
Smith’s jest?); but if that applies nowadays, the publisher who 
depended solely upon this particular work for his success would, 
probably, far nearer resemble Zaccheus than Baeabbas, inasmuch 
as he might find himself “ up a tree.” 

Catriona is written by R. L. Stevenson, and published in one 
volume by Cassell & Co. “ Aweel, aweel, mpn 1 ” quoth the Baron, 
after several praiseworthy attempts at mastering the^ Scotch dialect 
in which the story is told ; “ aweel, aweel ! I am swier to leave ye, 
Catriona ! But it maun be as it will ; I ’m nane sae muckle learned 
in your Scotch tongue : sae I ’ll e’en put doun the book, or I ’ll be 
wearyf ul, deil hae ’t I ” No : Scotch the Baron cannot manage — 
except taken as whiskey. But he will tell those who love the language 
that McStevenson’s Catriona they will enjoy to their heart’s content. 
All the same it remains a mystery to the Baron de B. W. 

In Hioh Feathee.— It would not be fair even, for Mr. Hudson, to 
define all ladies wearing feathers as “ a Feather-headed Lot.” 
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THE BOOM IN BEETLES-THE LATEST FROM AFRICA. 

[“The new arrival at the Zoo is a specimen of the Goliath Beetle from "West Africa— a giant even among its own kind.”— Graphic.^ 


^ \ 



TO A LOST PEIEND. 

{By a Briefless Barrister^) 

No more 1 alas I completely gene, 

!No shadow of a trace is left, 

And I have still to linger on, 

Of your companionship bereft, 

And light the battle to the end, 

As best 1 may with one less friend. 

It seems a cruel stroke of Fate. 

How eagerly I watched you grow! 

How much I loved you ; how elate 
When other people came to know 
On what 1 always had insisted — 

That you in point of fact existed. 

I played with you, who every day 
Grew more responsive to my touch. 

I stroked you in the gentlest way, 

With sweet caresses. Ah ! how much 
We seemed, as though a child and mother. 
To be bound up in one another. 


You did appear to like me then, 

No mere lip-service seemingly 
Was that you rendered to me when 
You never contradicted me, 

But hung upon my words, though true 
It also was they hung on you. 

And then one day you disappeared, 

Cut oSl in life’s most sunny prime. 

I missed you sadly as I feared 
And thought I should do at the time. 
Though now your image comes and plain 
Grows on me sometimes once again. 

Oh ! my moustache I I did the deed, 

I own it frankly, I alone. 

I felt it (for it made me bleed), 

Yet still you always must have known, 
Though you were of proportions regal, 

You hardly helped me to look legal. 

A Tbiumph en Cookery, — ^When the Cook 
makes a hash of the marrow-bones. 


he 

krefikfPtiT 
fh.s^ 

you/ '* 
7he. n)ofinj ng 


“ He IS A Mann, take him eor allinail. 
We never want to look upon his like 
AGAIN.” {Shdkspeare adapted),-'l.i is said 
he is going to join the Ministry— not the 
Cabinet — ^but that of the Established Church. 
But how will so independent a spirit ever 
submit to “take orders” from an Arch- 
bishop? This is to reduce himself from a 
Mann to a Mannikin. Not likely. 


Up to Date Translation. — “ Qu ^ est^ce 
quHl y a sur Is tapis f ” asked the Frenchman. 
“You mean ‘ what’s on the tape?’” returned 
the Engiishman. 
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THE IDEIL DRA.MA. 

Oh tHnk what a change would 
soon he wrought 

In sins society now con- 
dones, 

Were virtue and honesty pro- 
perly taught 

By Comedy’s smiles and Tra- 
gedy’s groans I 

The peer, the scholar, the fool, 
the fop, 

Could learn deportment, high- 
class, tip-top, 

From a Dancing Girl in a 
Bauble Shop — 

At least so thinks Mr. H. A. 
Jones. 

We shall call it “the work,” 
and not “ the play,” 

When due solemnity prompts 
the tones 

Of serious actors, more grave 
than gay ; 

They may be bores, hut they 
won’t be drones. 

So learn, should you wish to 
have a spree. 

What your Criterion ought to 
he, 

Or the Tempter will put you up 
a Tree. 

Hear eloquent Mr. H. A. 
Jones! 

Amusement ? What I Do you 
dare to think 

That those respectable classic 
crones, 

Melpomene, Thalia,' they should 
sink 

To make you laugh, like a 
nigger Bones ? 

If you should expect to he 
amused, 

Your money would simply he 
refused. 

And you would he turned away, 
^used 

1 By furious Mr. H. A. Jones. 



THE ETERNAL FITNESS OF THINGS. 

** And WHA.T IS tour Name ? ’’ 

“ Marian Watson. But my last Mistress used to call me Mary, 
BECAUSE Marian isn’t a proper name eor a Servant, she said.” 


REPARTEES EOR THE 
RAILWAY. 

“ Smokino not allowed.” Of 
course, but l am going to enjoy 
my cigar in silence. 

“ Want the window closed ” 
Yery sorry, hut I can’t find a 
cathedral. 

“Find myjournal anuisance.” 
Dear me! was under the im- 
pression it was a newspaper. 

‘ ‘ Allow you to pass.” Afraid 
only the Secretary can manage 
that for you ; he alone has power 
to issue free tickets. 

“Do I mind the draught?” 
Not when I am attending to 
the chessman. 

“Do I know the station?” 
Of the people on the platform ? 
Probably lower middle class. 

‘ ‘ Is this right for Windsor ? ” 
Yes, if it ’s not left for some- 
where else. 

“ Are we allowed five minutes 
for lunch?” Think not; hut 
you can have sandwiches at the 
counter. 

“ Isn’t this first - class ? ” 
Ouite excellent — first-rate — 
couldn’t be better I 

‘ ‘ I want to go second.” Then 
you had better follow me. 

“ I am third.” Indeed ! And 
who were first and second ? 

“ I think this must he 
London.” Very likely ; if it is, 
it mustn’t he anywhere else. 


A Cry to Whympbr.— Last 
Wednesday Mr. Edward 
Whymper lectured at the 
Birkheck. His subject was 
“ Twenty thmsand feet above 
the Sea “That’s ten thou- 
sand pairs of hoots I ’’ writes 
our shoemaker. “ Wish I ’d 
had the order 1 Well, well, 
soled again I ” 


A WALK IN DEVON. 

PART I.— THE START. 

Notes from the Travel Diary of Toby, M,P, 

The CottagOy B arrow the- Corner ^ Devon, 
Went out for a walk just now ; nothing remarkable in that ; the 
wonder came in when I got hack. Present postal address given 
at head of this note. The Cottage is there all right, hut where 
the township, hamlet, village, or whatever Burrow-in-the-Corner 
may he, is situated, haven’t the least idea, and I’ve tramped 
pretty well round the country. The Cottage stands at four cross 
roads, on the top of a hiH. Specks in the distance, in the valley 
and^ on the hillsides, understood to he farm-houses. Three miles 
off is Tipperton ; it is approached from this point by a steep hill : i 
most convenient way of getting to bottom is to lie down on top 
and roU ; some pe<mle said to have become adepts in practise ; can 
even enjoy quiet sleep on the way, and pull up at the very shop 
in High Street where they have business. So it is said ; but 1 
rarely see any people about Burrow-m-the-Corner ; so how can 
they approach Tipperton in this or other way ? The only persons 
that pass The Cottage palings are men who stop to ask their way. 
The population is sparse, and seems to fill up its time by losing 
itself. This should have been a warning to me, but it wasn’t. 

The Cottage been standing here for at least two hundred years. 
Began ^ life as a smithy ; only recently retired from business. 
The initials of one of its tenants are “R. B.” He has carved the 
letters on the front door, with the date, 1813, following it. Fancy 
he noLust have been pretty old then, for, two years later, he cuts 
his initials again with date 1815 ; the writing quite shakey ; 
pqsdbly he had heard of Waterloo, and his hand was tremulous 
mth patriotic joy. On second thought, that improbable. News of 
Waterloo not likely to have reached Burrow-in-the-Corner within 
limit of twelve months. 


The smithy stOl stands as “R. B.” left it when his bellows 
blew their last gasp. The Cottage itself transformed. The thatched 
roof remains ; also the whitewashed walls, the porch, the little win- 
dows embayed in thick walls, which quite naturally form window- 
seats, where, if you take care not to bang your head, you may sit 
at ease, and look out over the swelling upland— rich red where it 
has just been ploughed ; for the most part green pastures trending 
down to the Exe, a silver stream, rippling on to the sea, reckless 
of all it will pass through before it joins it. We have a parlour, 
but prefer to sit in the kitchen, a dainty room with gleaming dark- 
red sideboard ; a kitchener, polished to distraction, so that looking- 
glasses are superfiuities ; a piano in recess by fireplace ; a chimney- 
piece, on which gleam copper pans, brass candlesticks, and pewter 
plates, mth their initials and ancient birth-dates polished almost 
out of sight; white-curtained windows, bright with begonias and 
cyclamen ; a low ceiling, supported hj a pragmatical beam, strictly 
conforming to the regulation that forbids a straight line in the room. 

Have discovered that kitchen is best place iu house to dine in; 
only drawback is that everything served so unexpectedly hot, 
new-comers scald themselves. Soon grow used to it, and to get 
grilled mushrooms served really hot is compensation for incon- 
venience. As for pancakes (made with freshly-laid eggs), begin 
to think I never tasted the real delicacy; before. Your true pan- 
cake, as Brillat-Savarin omitted to say in his well-known treatise, 
should be eaten to the music of the one in the pan preparing to 
follow. When we go back to town, mean to ask servants to sit in 
dining-room whilst we dine in kitchen. 

When I speak of going back to town, of course I imply the 
certainty of being able to find our way out of Burrow-in-the-Corner 
to nearest railway station. 

Seems a good deal to have four cross roads all to yourself at your 
front door. The Cottage scarcely of sufficient importance to justify 
such lavish accommodation. Butin these parts the amount of arable 
land wasted in roads and lanes is almost criminal It was a Satur- 
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day evening when I went ^ ont to find the post-office. Nothing 
seemed plainer than instructions. 

“ G-o straight down the road facing you, and you’ll come to a 
church. Close by it is a house ; letter-box inserted in side of house ; 
box painted red, you know,” 

Of course I knew; set off with a light heart and handful of 
letters. A little way down high road, on ri^ht-hand side, lane 
suddenly opened and delved downwards, its sinuous course 
embowered in trees ; where thev failed, barricaded with hedges. 
High road seemed originally bent upon taking this direction; 
changed its mind ; turned abruptly to left. Suppose a few traps 
driven down hill must occasionally have taken this dip; feeble 
attempt to avoid too frequent recurrence of accident made by setting 
posts on line of high road, and painting tops white. Tf, after this, 
anyone on pitch-dark night mistakes road, only themselves to blame. 
Other roads and lanes perplexingly branching out to right and left 
at short intervals ; kept on steadily till church came in view ; found 
the house; not difficult, as there was only one; also discovered 
letter-box painted red. Twenty minutes to five was hour for 
clearing box ; barely that ; posted letters. ^ Turning away when 
observed remark on letter-box, “ Next collection Monday.” 

Pretty go, this ; postman evidently been before his time ; no sign 
of him on wide expanse. Looking round perceived Elderly Gentle- 
man sitting in garden behind house ; doubtless this was the house- 
holder; apparently had anticipated Sunday by putting on best 


clothes; black frock coat, getting brown about the seams; high 
collar, nearly covering black stock ; black waistcoat, which seemed 
to belong to other suit than the coat ; (was buttoned close up over 
stock, whilst coat, with generous lapels folded back, buttoned low 
down) ; brown trousers, a little short in leg ; stout green umbrella 
under left arm. Elderly Gentleman was sitting on rustic bench, 
with cup of cider at hand, and expression of serene content on his 
wrinkled face. A quaintly-coloured cup, with two handles close 
together, presumably with view to taking a good puH at contents. 
“ Bin my grandfather’s,” he said, looking at it with affection, and 
incidentally half emptying it. There was a motto roughly scrawled 
by the potter ; Elderly Gentleman read it to me : 

Erth I am et es most trew, 

Disdain me not for so be yew. 

Thus it was spelled, but no one born out of Devon could convey 
the tremendous sound of the u in the rhyming words. This peculiar 
to the soil ; even barndoor fowls have it; notice that gamecock at The 
Cottage when it wakes me early in the morning, always shrilly pipes 
“ cock-a-doodle-c?ei^7 Asked Elderly Gentleman if he lived here ? 
Born in the house, he said. "Was he going for a walk ? No, only 
sitting about. Then why the umbrella ? Ah I he always took it out 
of drawer with his Sunday clothes, and put it under his arm, if he 
was only sitting in the garden. 

But that’s another story, told me after we had caught the postman. 


“THE ART OF ‘SAVOY FARE.’” 

Me, D’Oylt Ca-ETE is to be heartily congratulated on his brilliant 
mounting of Messrs. GiLLiVAisr and Stjlbbet’s most recent production 
entitled Utopia (Limited)* “ Limited” it is in more senses than one. 
As there was, according to the immortal Cyrus Bantam, M.C.* 
when he was giving his information to Mr. Pickwick, “ nobody old 
or ugly in Ba-ath,” so there is on “the spindle side” no one old or 
ugly on the stage of the Savoy Theatre. And this, too, with a 
difference, applies to Sir Aethtje’s music, in which if there be 
nothing particularly new — and 
the old familiar friends receive the 
heartiest welcome — ^there is at all 
events nothing dull, even though 
it may “ hardly ever ” rise^ above 
mere commonplace. Occasionally 
there is a snatch of sweet melody 
that brinjrs to mind the composer’s 
happiest inspirations, whether in 
oratorio or burlesque. 

As to dramatic plot — well, 
strictly speaking, there is none ; 
and it would be difficult to name 
a sin|rle telling “situation,” in 
Utopta (Limited). The Monarch 
of Utopia wishes to introduce 
English customs into his king- 
dom; there is a court pariy 
opposed to this innovation : that ’s 
the essence of it. In the First Act 
the one hit, is the introduction of 
Captain Corcoranirom The Pina- 
f^e of years ago, and the repe- 
tition of the once popular catch- 
phrase about “What never ? ” and 

Hardly ever,” which, taken as 
applying to our most recent tragi- 
cal ironmad disaster, is thoroughly 
appreciated. Beyond this, as far as dialogue and music go, in the 
iirst Act there is very little anyone would care to “carry away 
with him” after a first visit. And if that little were carried away 
the residuum would offer scant attraction. 

As for the Second Act, with its Royal Drawing-room scene, its 
splendid costumes, and its mimicry of Court etiquette, have we not 
witnessed a similar spectacle on a larger scale in a Drury Lane 
Pantomime, not so very many years ago? And was not that arranged 
by the same artistic stage-manager, who is now, by a wise ffis- 
pensation of theatrical providence, in command at the Savoy, yclept 
Mr. ChabIiES Haeets ? I fancy tne Drury Lane Pantomime had the 
best of it in point of broad fun, as, if I remember right, Herbert 
Campbeu. was the Q,ueen, and Harry Nicholis the King. Before 
this scene is the principal hit of the Second Act, when the King, 
Mr. BARaiNaTOK, — to whom author and composer are under con- 
siderable obligations for the success of the piece, and without 
whose acting, dancing, and singing the entertainment would fare 
indifferently well, — ^with his counsellors, an admiral, a Lord Cham- 
berlain, and so forth, place their chairs in a row, and detaching 
from the back of each seat a musical instrument, turn themselves 
into a St* James’s (“ Hall” not “ Court”) Christy Minstrel Company, 


Unlimited, of which Mr. Barrington, as the Mr. Johnson, is the 
life and soul. Is this the remarkably original creation of the united 
intellects of Messrs. Gilbert and Sullivan? Have they ever 
heard of, or did either of them ever see a burlesque entitled Black 
Myed Susan at the Royalty, which ran a long way over six hundred 
nights, and in later days was revived at the Opera Comique and 
elsewhere ? I will quote from the Times^ notice of that burlesque 

“ The court-martial arranged after the fashion of the Christy’s orchestra, 
every admiral being dressed in a colour corresponding to his title, an actual 
‘nigger’ figuring as Admiral of the Black, is another odd device which 

keeps the audience in a roar.” 

Anditisthis “odd device,” with 
a Lord Chancellor, if I remember 
right, or some legal luminary iu 
black, for one of the “corner 
men,” which is, after all is said, 
sung, and done, just the one thing 
(of the two in the show) that 
brings down the house, and is 
applauded to the echo as the out- 
come of the combined whimsical 
originality of Messrs. Gilbert and 
Sullivan I Imitation being the 
sincerest flattery, the author of 
Black JEye^d Susan must he in- 
deed gratified by this tribute to 
his original success paid by the 
librettist and the composer of 
Utopia, and having no further use 
for this particular bit of humour, 
he will, no doubt, he wilHcg to 
make a present of it, free of charge, 
for nightly use, to the distin- 
guishea Savoyards as a practical 
congratulation to the pair of them 
on their return to the scene of some 
of their former triumphs. 

Mr, Barrington is the life and soul of the show ; withdraw him, 
and then there would he precious little left to draw, exeeptiug, of 
course, the mise en scene, due to Messrs. Harris and Carte, if I may 
put the Harris before the Carte,— and to the Scenic Artist, 
Craven. Nor must I forget to mention the Electric Lightists, 
Messrs. Lyons and Kerr, which last is a queer combination of 
names, from the king of the forest to the lowest of snappy dogs. Miss 
Rosina Branbram is, of course, excellent in what she has to do, and 
Miss Nancy McIntosh is equal to the occasion of her appearance. 
Percy Anderson’s costumes are gorgeous and artistic ; and to the 
“ Parisian Diamond Company ” are due the gems of the piece. The 
dances are by; the ever fertile and agile D’Auban, and everybody 
who has contributed to the success of the show obtains honourable 
mention in the neat programme- card. 



The Union of Arts. “Again we come to thee, Savoy.”— - 


“Inquiber ” writes: “I see an advertisement of a series called 
* The Aldine Poets J Exceptional bards I suppose, as I was always 
given to understand that poets rarely eat anything. Will this series 
be followed by ‘ The Alhmch Poets, ^ ‘ The Allhreahfast Poets,^ and 
‘ The AlUup Poets^ f The last-mtehtioned, of course, will sing in 
praise of AlllsIip’s Ale.” 
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SELF-HELP. 

Monday, — Am sick of paying all these 
doctor’s bills. Have just seen an advertise- 
ment of The Domestic Doctor, a Dictionary 
of Medicine^ issued in monthly parts. The 
very' thing for a man like me, some'what 
delicate. Hasten to secure Part I. Shall 
now be able to doctor myself and save all 
fees. Delightful! To celebrate emancipa- 
tion ask Jones and Robinson to dinner at 
club. No need for economy now. Jolly good 
dinner. That club port is excellent. 

Tuesday, — Feel rather seedy. Pain in 
head. No appetite. Just the time to make 
use of Domestic Doctor, Capital book. 
Hullo I Well, I ^11 be hanged 1 Never 
thought of that. The beastly thing ’s alpha- 
betical, and only gets to “Chilblain.” No 
good to look out “ Headache.” Ah, perhaps 
“Ache.” No go. “Appetite?” But appe- 
tite isn’t a disease, except in men like 
Bantinu. Absolutely no use whatever. 
Still, will not be conquered. Shall get 
another part in a month. Until then take 
great care only to have complaints up to Ch. 
Can always fall back on Chilblain. Take 
it easy, with B. and S. in moderate doses 
when required, and begin to feel better. 

Wednesday, — Just cut my finger. Feel 
somewhat nervous. Remember vaguely that 
lock-jaw often follows a wound on the 
hand. Ha ! My dictionary. “ Cuts.” Ah, 
no, “ Cuts ” come after “ Chilblain.” They 
will be in Part II. Bandage wound, and 
prepare for the worst. Sit with mouth wide 
open as best attitude for approaching lock- 
jaw. Can then at least be fed. If, how- 
ever, it really comes, shall be dead before 
Part YII. of the Dictionary is out. Anyhow, 
will not send for a doctor. 

Thursday, — Hooray 1 Finger and j aw both 
well. Somehow left boot feels uncommonly 
tight. Can’t walk at all. That fool Phust 
has made this pair too narrow. Feels as 
though there were something on my toe. By 
Jove, so there is I Where ’s the Dictionary ? ' 
Chilblain? Can’t be a chilblain this mild 
weather. Of course not ; it ’s a corn. Look 
out “ Corn.” Oh, hang it, just too far 1 
But, bright idea, perhaps it’s a bunion. 
Look out “Bunion.” Hullo, what’s this? 
“Bunion, see Corn.” WeU, of all the con- 
founded Positively can’t walk fill next 

month. Lie on sofa under open window to 
get as much air as possible. Fall asleep. 
Heavy shower comes on. Get quite wet. 

Pridfay.— Sneezing like mad, and cough- 
ing. Blow my cough I Blow my nose ! No 
good looking out “Cold” or “Cough” in 
Dictionary, unless — of course “Catarrh.” 
Seize my priceless treasure, and read, 
“Catarrh, Latin catarrhus^ from Greek” — 
oh, hang the derivation! — “an afiection of 
the mucous membrane, commonly called a 
cold. See Cold.” Foiled again! Must do 
what I can with domestic remedies till 
Part II. comes out. Fires, hot grog, hot bath, 
hot gruel, lots of blankets. Nearly suffocated. 

Saturday, — Yery much worse. Awful 
cough. Sit close to fire wrapped in thick 
dressing-gown. Jones looks in, “Hullo, 
old man,” he says,“ what ’s wrong ? Seedy ? ” 
I choke out some answer. “ Why don’t you 
send for the doctor ? ” In my indignation 
nearly burst my head with coughing. At 1 ast 
show him Dictionary, and write on scrap of 
paper, “Can you suggest some complaint 
like mine beginning with A or B, or C up to 
Ch?” Impetuous fellow, Jones. Starts off 
wildly — “Influenza, Pneumonia, Pleurisy, 
Diphtheria, Sore Throat, Inflammation of the 

Lungs Then I manage to stop him, and 

to gasp, “Up to C.” “No difficulty about 

that,” says he. “Cold, Cough I shake 

jpLy head feebly. “ WeR, then, Bronchitis.” 


Of course. The very thing. Look it out. 
“Bronchitis, from Greek ’’—blow the deriva- 
tion! — “inflammation of the membrane^ of 
the bronchia. This serious disease requires 
skilled attention. Keep the patient warm, 
and send at once for a medical man.” What 
a miserable swindle, when I hoped to save 
all doctor’s fees I Was warm before. Simply 
boiling with indignation now. Pass the book 
to Jones in speechless disgust, ‘ ‘ (^uite right 
too,” he remarks; “just what I said. 
Capital book ! I ’U send the doctor as I go 
home.” And so he does, in spite of my pro- 
tests. Doctor comes and lays his head on my 
chest. Then he says, cheerfully, “Only a 
little cough. You ’ll be all right to-morrow. 
What ’s that you say ? Bronchitis ? Bosh ! ” 



Horsey Party, “Aw — I want your Table 
d’Oat Dinner 1 ” 


A LAWYER^S CHORTLE. 

{A long way after “ The Throstle.'^) 

Yacation is over, vacation is over, 

I know it, I know it, I know it. 

Back to the Strand again, home to the Courts 
again, 

Come counsel and clients to go it. 

Welcome awaits you, High Court of Justice, 
Thousands wiU flock to you daily. 

‘ * You, you, you, you.” Is it then for you, 
That we forget the Old Bailey ? 

Jostling and squeezing and struggling and 
shoving. 

What else were the Courts ever made 
for ? 

The Courts ’twixt the Temple and grey 
Lincoln’s Inn, 

They ’re not yet entirely paid for I 

Now tiU next year, all of us cry, 

We ’ll say (for a fee) what we ’re bidden. 
Yacation is over, is over, hurrah I 
And all past sorrow is hidden. 


The Picewickian Examination Paper. 
— Pickwickian students are well to the front. 
The first answer to our question in last week’s 
number was sent from Maidstone. Fitting 
that it should come from Dickens’s favourite 
county, Kent. Yes. The only mention of 
champagne in Pichwichi% whenifcTr. Tupman 
drank a bottle of it after an exhilarating 
quadrille. 




DAMON OUT OT DATE. 

Here is the lovely summer ^oing by. 

And we know nought about it, you and I, 
Being so far away 

One from the other ; yet to outward eye 
We both are summer gay. 

And people talk ; although no pulses stir 
However much I laugh and dance with her. 
My temporary fate ; 

And you, perhaps as carelessly, prefer 
That one your will to wait, 

Who, the dance over, from his strict embrace 
Gallantly frees you, mops his sun-tanned face, 
And asks in accents low 
Whether you ’d like an ice, or what, in case 
You breathe a doubtful “No.” 

Oh, the striped awning and the fairy lamp, 
The cool night fragrance, the insidious damp. 
And, more insidious still, 

The sweet effrontery of the beardless scamp 
Who babbles at his will. 

Here, by the sea, which in the darkness sings, 
On the free breeze I give my fancy wings, 
And in a sudden shrine [swings 

Your image throned appears, while the wind 
Its sea-incense divine. 

Breathless I worship in the waiting night 
The sparkling eyes, that sometimes seem all 
light, 

The cheek so purely pale, 

The sacred breast, than whitest dress more 
white, 

Where whitest thought must fail. 

Thin arms, with dimpled shadows here and 
there, 

The curl’d luxuriance of your soft, dark hair 
Its own bewitching wreath. 

And perfect mouth that shows, in smiles too 
rare, 

The radiant little teeth. 

You cannot live on dances and delights, 

Or f^tes by day and dance-music by nights. 

Time foots it fleeter far [smites 

Than ^ all the surging crowd your beauty 
Like some coruscant star. 

The ruthless social dragon will not spare 
Your sweet girl nature, withering in the 
glare. 

Or peeping out by stealth. [fair, 

Wealth’s prize is beauty, and to make all 
Beauty’s desire is wealth. 

I cannot keep a carriage for you, dear ; 

No horses on three hundred poxmds a year 
My lacking stables grace. 

Yet the swift Hansom to the whistle clear 
Will always speed apace, 

I cannot give you wines of vintage rare, 
There is no room for them beneath the stair 
Which is my cellar’s space. 

Yet with Duke Humphrey we could often 
fare 

With more than ducal grace. 

Ah, loves, like books, are fated from the 
first, 

One gets no cup of water for the. thirst 
The whole stream would not slake ; 
Another dims with tears the springs that 
burst 

To sunshine for his sake. 

When this vain fervour sadly sobers down, 

I ’ll love you stiH, white maid, with eyes so 
brown 

And voice so passing 'sweet. 

And haply with Apollb’s. laurel crown 
My love’s foredooined defeat. 


TOL. CV, 
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WHEN THE “CATE'S AWAY! 

Air— “ The Sergeants Song,** 
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When the Cat” is not engaged 
in its employment- 

night employment, 
Of laying its nine tails on 
brntM hacks— 

Brutal backs, 

Street gangs of roughs are free 
to find employment— . 

Bad employment, 

In beleaguering the -cit’s re- 
turning tracks— 

Homeward tracks. 

1 Our feelings we with difficulty 
smother— 3 

i ^Cultv smother, 

At finding ruffian hordes at 
rowdy “fun”— 

Rowdy fun. 

Takmg one consideration wirh 
another— 

With another, 

One feels that something strin- 
gent should be done— 
Promptly done ! 
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There’s the pistol-bearing: bur- 
glar boldly burgling— 
Boldly burgling, 
There’s the female fiend en- 
gaged in cruel crime — 
Cruel crime. 

There’s the bashed, half -throttled 
trayeller lying gurgling — 
Faintly gurgling, 
And the “Cat” is lying idle 
all the time— 

All the time. 

There ’s the brutal bully kicking 
wife or mother— 

Wife or mother. 

The unnatural father torturing 
his son— 

Childish son I 

Ah, take one consideration with 
another — 

With another, 

It ’s surely time that something 
stern were done — 
duickly done t 

When the “ Cat” was laid about 
the brute garrotter — 

Cur garrotter, ^ 

He soon found it inadyisable 
to choke — 

’Ble to choke. 

And the lout who of street-out- 


rage is a plotter — I 

Callous plotter, 

Would not deem the nine-tailed 
lash a little joke— 

Pleasant joke. 


The woman-beating brute would 
hardly smother— 

Scarcely smother. 

His bowlings when the lash was 
well laid on— 

Well laid on. 

So, take one consideration with 
another— 

With another. 

The “Cat” should once again 
be called upon — 

Called upon. 

The ‘ ‘ corner-boys,” and larrikins, 
and suchlike — 

Louts and suchlike. 

Who roYe the streets at night 
in rowdy gangs— 

Robber-gangs, 

The tbfling o’ the nine tails 
might not much like — 

' fTowZdnotmuchlike, I 

But that need not stir senti- 
mental pangs— 

Maudlin pangs. 

Gang-boy” to brute Garrotter 
is just brother— 

Simply brother. 

The “Cat” away such yermin 
prowl— for “ftm”— 
Savage fun ! 

Yes, take one consideration with 
another— 

With another. 

The “ Cat” should wake again, 
says Punch for one — 
Punch for one ! 


The policeman seems unecLual | 
to the job— 

Tougbish job. 

The constabulary fails to quell 
the mob — 

Rowdy mob- 

So, as, Yery plainly, something 
must be done— 

Promptly done. 

The suggestion of the “Cat ” ’s 
a happv one — 

Happy one ! 

[And Mr. Punchy with 'picture 
and poem (grimly earnest^ 
though of Gilhertxan tone) 
urges its applicatio7i energetic^ 
ally home upon the 'powers 
that he. 


NOTE BY OUR OWN | 
PHILOSOPHER. 

The breakfast -eating practical 
joker, who can be credited with 
the humorous iuYentionof placing 
the sheR of an egg (the edible 
contents of which he has pre- 
viously extracted and swallowed) 
inverted in an egg-cup, so as 
to deceive the first hungry person 
arriving late into fancying that 
the others have oonsideratmy de- 

E rived themselves in order that 
e may not be without his favour- 
ite delicacy, this originator, I say, 
was decidedly a genius. His work 


after hundreds, nay, thousands of 
years, remains, fresh as is the 
new laid egg itself ! After being 
used a miUion billion times, it 
gives now the same pleasure as 
ever it did when it first issued 
from the brain of its brilliant 
creator I Such a practical joke 
as this is “not for an age, but for 
all time,” until there shall be no 
longer left a hen to lay an egg, 
or, if there be an egg left by the 
expiring hen, there shall be no 
longer a person remaining to eat 
the egg left by the egg-spiring 
hen; or, if the person and the 
egg be there, the last man and 
the last egg, there shaR be no ten 
minutes iulowed for refreshment, 
as there will be no more time for 
anything I! Socra.tes, Homee, 
Ovin, Hobace, Plautus, Ter- 
ence, Shajespeabe, Watt, Sir 
Isaac Newton, cum multis aliis I 
their names are remembered, and 
their fame is to the end of the 
world I While, alas, the name of 
the True Wit who first chuckled 
oyer his stroke of genius, is lost 
for ever, no work of art perpet- 
uates his name. But his humour i 
is usque ad Jin em omnium rerum! 

Mrs. R. is not surprised that 
the Valkyrie did not win, when 
it broke its pinnacle and did not 
have a centipede. 
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UNDER THE ROSE. 

(A Story in Scenes,) 

. Scene Xll.— Another hox at the Eldorado. TmR—Ahoia 9.30 p.m. MthATohi^self). Tdon’fuke to say so, but I am dwappointed. Mr. 
Enter Mrs. Meeeidew and Althea., followed oy Colonel ^uephew said it would be like a Penny Reading; but it snot a bit, it s 
Mereidew and Captain Alchih. ever so muck stupider. But he never goes himse^ so of course — 

Tur TLT ‘jj fVin Yvion /Jorl flflv 'WALTER WiLDFiEE Mvs, M, It *s ouite a respectablo audience; I thougnt we snoma 

““cfc”S.“uSSf- (r, hMf.) TbiikfetSilfS: ’7|”-(4 »S(w r.»,i tt, »»■«»). Tk™, C».n,, ,1.. 

'"Mr.. M. ■«,, aniU «„ t„i«a BH^.k 


Althea, Oh, I’m not in the least shocked, Cissie, thanks; only I 
don’t quite understand it all. , . j j* -i. 

Mrs, jUA* My dear, no more do I. I don t understand any ol it 
—hut that makes no difference ! * , j nr 


Mrs, M, I’m sure you 
must know more about it 
than Miss Toovey and I 
do. Tell me who is this 
rather good-looking girl 
in kneebreeches with the 
horrid voice and the blue 
eyelids, and why does she 
walk like that ? 

Capt, Alch, [off hie 
guard). Oh, that’s Miss 
Laedie Lushbot; it ’s her 
usual business — drinkin’ 
song, young man, about 
town, and all that. 

Mrs, M, There, you see, 
you know all about her I 
[Capt. A. hastens to explain 
that her name is on the 
'programme. 

Miss Lardie [sings)^^ 

See us lurch along in line, 
with a straggle ser- 
pentine. 

[^She suits the action to the 
word. 

For we’ve done a heavy 
fuddle, and we never 
pass a “pub” 1 
And if you want a proof 
how we chuck about 
our “oof” — 

Why, come along and have 
a drink with the Rowdy 
Razzle Club I 
Mrs, M, I suppose that ’s 
intended as a satire on noisy 
young men, isn’t it. Cap- 
tain Alchin ? 

Captain Alch, [who 
hadrCt thought of it in 
that light). Well — ha — 
that depends on how you 
take it, don’t you know. 

Mrs, M, That ’s the way 
JshaU take it, and then it’s 
quite moral, [ALowCome- 
dian., in abroad- brimmed 
hat and a fovgh black wig., 
makes his appearance ) 
This must be Walter 



ing person ; so if she 
doesn’t see any harm in 
being here, I’m sure we 
needSi’t. I ’ll tell you when 
she pops her her head out 
again. There, quick I The A, 
quick! Did you see her 
that time ? 

Alth, [fainthj), Y— yes. 
I— I saw her time. [To 

herself,) Is this a wicked 
conscience— or what? It 
was so like Mamma I But 
how could it be ? 

Mrs.M, Didyoue«;ersee 
such a grim old frump, 
Thea ? I wonder what 
possessed her to ^ come to 
a place like this? She 
doesn’t look as if it was 
amusing her much. 

Alth, [distractedly). 
Doesn’t she ? ( To her- 
self) If it should be 
Mamma ! If she has found 
out in some way that we 
were to be here to-night 
and followed us 1 But how 
could she know ? Suppose 
she were to see me, and — and 
come round and fetch me 
away ; how awful it would 
be I But she can’t see me 
through these curtains, I 
don’t believe it is Mamma. 
I — I wish I dared look 
again. Oh, why did I get 
Cissie to bring me here ? 

Capt, Alch, May I bor- 
row your opera glass for a 
moment, Mrs. Mereidew? 
Thanks, awf’ly. [As he 
looks through it,) There’s 
goin’ to be a row in that 
opposite box. Your British 
Matron ’s gettin’ her guills 
up— give you my word ^eis. 

Mrs, M, Oh, do let me 
see! [She holds out her 
hand for the glass^ which 


This must be Walter “ along ia line, with a straggle serpentine.” hand for the glass^ which 

Wildfire, I suppose. Thea, do you see? he looks quite nice, and Capt, A., surrenders,) Yes, I dobelieye you’re right. Somebody ’s just 

not really vulgar. Now he ’s going to sing. Isn’t he too delightfully come in and Now there ’s another, a young man, and^h. Thea I 

funny! What, Frank? iVbi Wildfire ? Mr. Alf Redbeak. Are (m aw a^o»y). What is it, Cissie ? do tell me ! [Tohermj,) 

yon sure f I was wondering what there could possibly be in such a It must be Charles — ^I ’m sure it’s Charles. Then that s why— 
common little man as that to make snch a fuss about. And what and it is Mamma I [Aloud,) Mayn’t I have the gla^ ? , , , . 

language ? Captain Alchin, what does he mean by saying that he Mrs, 3L I think you had better not, dear. The British Matron 
was “dotted on the crust by a copper,” and “went off his onion” ? has boxed the poor young man’s ears— she has really. I wonder 
Capt, Alch, [who foresees rocks ahead if he once undertakes to what — but well, it doesn’t matter. Now she ’s turned him out oi 
interpret). Oh, well, they’re always inventin’ some new slang, you the box. He ’scorning back— alone. Yes, the old lady has cextamiy 
know, Mrs. Mereidew ; no use tryin’ to keep up with it. gone— it ’s all over. I ’m so sorry ; it was ever so much more in- 

[Miss Cissie Cinders appears as a bedraggled maid of all works teresting than that big fat man who’s singing ! .-.,11 q 

and sings a doleful ditty to the effect that — “ Her missis wiR Alth, [tremulously). Mayn’t I look now, Cissie, if it s all over r 


Mrs, M, [delighted). Isn’t she refreshing— so deliciously vulgar I not even like him. Then— oh, what a goose I ’ve been I It wasn t 
I do hope she hasn’t finished. Thea, you’re sitting as quiet as a little Mamma either. It was aU my fancy, and she had on rather the sme 
mouse in that corner. I hope you ’re not too dreadfully shocked ? kind of bonnet. As if Mamma would come to a mnsic-haU and box 
Vm not— at least of course 1 am, really ; hut it ’s not nearly so bad the ears of somebody she didn’t know ! But what a fright it gave 
as I expected. me ! begins to feel capable of enjoying the performance. 
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Col. Merridew {later). Now we’re going to see the great man, of half-an-honr into a flight of locnsts.” Mrs. Coltjxe takes as the 
Cecilia. Wildfike’3 down to sing next. motto of ter book the proverb, Qut suit son chemin arrwe^ d la jin, 

Capt, A.lch, Don’t yon be too sure, Frank. They haven’t put My Baronite arrived at the end of Mrs. Col vile’s fascinating narra- 
the number up yet, you see. As likely as not they ’ll put in an tive full of admiration for her courage and good temper. But as 
“ extra turn,” and he won’t come at all. I’ve known that happen long as Piccadilly and Pall Mall are not “up,” he will be content 
lots of times when you come on purpose to see somethin’, don’t you wi& them, and would rather not follow her road, 
know. Baron db Book- Worms & Co. 

Mrs, M, Keally, Captain Alchin, I shall begin to suspect that ' ■ ' = 

THE CABMAN'S GUIDE TO POLITENESS.— No. 1. 


would admit at first. 

Capt, Alch, {in some confusion), No, really now, Mrs. Merrtdew, 
all I mean is Wildfire’s bringin’ out a play or somethin’ to-night 
at the Hilarity, so he mayn’t be able to turn up here, don’t you see. 

Mrs, M, I won’t have you predicting evil like that ; it ’s not at 
all nice of you, and you ’re quite wrong, too ; for there ’s his number 
in the frame now I 

[ The Scene on the Stage changes once more from an Oriental 
Palace to a London Street ; a hell tingles ; the Orchestra 
dashes into the air of “ The Hansom Cabman,” which the 
hulk of the audience hail with delight ; then a stream of 
limelight is thrown on the hoards ^ and Walter Wildfire 


{In short, easy Lessons, arranged after the fashion of the ChiWs 
Eandhook to Useful Knowledge,) 

Question, I suppose your cMef desire is 

« to make as much out of the public as possible ? 

. Answer, I suppose it is. 

I |i Q, And you wHi be as glad to attain your 
I object by politeness as by any other method ? 

1 A, Well, of course it don’t matter to me 
fil how I get the coin, so long as I do get it. 
y| Q, Precisely. Well, have you ever tried 
11 to be polite? 

I A, Never. Don’t know exactly what the 

I ’’“^foT&gkt. -Well, I wiU attempt 
to teach you its meaning by example. 

A, Thank you; so long as it helps me, and 
I’t hurt you, what ’s the odds ? 

Certainly ; I see that you have some rudimentary knowledge 
the matter already. Well, to begin. Suppose a fare gaye you 


„ ^ ^ T u w Never. Don’t know exactly what the 

Mrs, M. {after the first verse), I dont know what it is, but j| ^ord represents 

there ’s something about^im very different from all the others. And JH| | 1 q. i thought. WeU, I will attempt 

they say he witesall his own songs ^d musio-so clever of hm! V to teach you its Laning by example. 

Quite a stnkmg face he has, rather handsome, with that drooping — ^ j tVi.tiV mn • an InniyaB ithelrame and 

moustache. DWt yo« think he’s handsome, Thea? (Althea don’t'^^W^^t’stheldds? ^ 

dp not anspr; sings Q. Certainly; I Le that you have some rudimentary knowledge 

the house ts hushed for am instant, md then breaks into of the matter already. Well, to begin. Suppose a fare gave you 

applause,) It s quite beautiful that last verse ; poor, less than what you considered your right charge, how would you 

it all seemed so real, somehow ! Ah, he ’s not gomg to smg the last ^ j s & > 

the second stanza, he sudderilg falters, and only recovers himself hy . Of aatitha i-f vnn o-At an old ladv or a 

tit. 

{The ^plause is more raptwous than ever ; an encore ®^But let ns take a smart cavalry officer, who knows his way 

cmtinues, untU the seem ar^the numl^ are He won’t ^ ^ j ^ ^ ^g^lly smart 

smg any more-how ^dl Wasn’t hectommg with that child i> .^o^ld ofier me less than my fare. 

{In an undertone ) Why, darling I ^ q ^ assuming that there may be some question about 

AUh. {%n a shaken voice). D don t spe^tomejost yet, CissrB. .t. . -ci.- vli.f. wmiM von consider the lie'ht eharsre 


Yvny, .^THEA, aarn^ . ^ riTccn? But we are assuming that there may be some question about 

m?- bn^fl cfl^tbMrTt ^ ^ the fare. For instance, what would you consider the right charge 

to ainir like from Charing Cross railway-station to the St. J ames’s Theatre ? 
thS loh^ny^andm“{h?efslLe^ JU Why, righteen pence, te be sure, and a cheap eighteen 

ATra. If. Frank, we may as well go now, there’s nothmg else purpose. Of 

worth staying for, ^d I ’m sure tlus ^^rid conrse, yon know that the police put the distance at something less 

poor pearls ; or would you rather stay a little longer, Thea r ^ y loaa 9 

Alth, Oh, no, no ; I don’t want to hear anybody els^atter that I da^say they do, Lt the^policl are not everybody, and yon 

{^To herself as Capt. A. helps ^r on with her cloak,) And is j y^^s not to consider the constables if they weren’t on the spot, 
the man Mr. Curphbw said nothing would mduoe him to go and ^ . .. , difference 

now ^Heean^niver be^an^l^^ ^ Assume you get a shilling. Now suppose you were to look at 

now. He can never be anything to me I ^ it j ^ ^ pardon, Sm, but are you aware this 

[She leaves the hox with her party, ^ ^ke Fourth, or a well-preserved William the 

End of Scene XII. Fourth, or au earlv Victoria, would you not like to exchange it for 


End of Scene XII. Fourth, or an early Victoria, woiild you not like to exchange it for 

one of less historical interest ? ” Do you not think that such a speech, 

with a civil touch of the hat, would imniediately attract attention ? 
ID oiTcioc might, hut I can t say for certain, as I have never tried it. 

UUK DUUivirM^“Ur r I V/C.a j did not suppose that you had. Do you not believe that were 

Colonel Colvile chivalrously takes upon hims elf responsibility you to make such a remark your kind consideration would receive 
for the title of the volume in which his wire has recorded their joint attentmn? xvirxxv o 

experience of a trip round the coast of Africa. Pound the Black A, ftuite as likely as not, but what then r ai j? u 

Man^s Garden is about as bad a title as a book could have. Happily, Q, Well, having established yourself on a friendly footing, could 
Mrs. Colvile’s clever travel notes triumphantly carry the weight, yon not improve the occasion hy adding, I do not know whether 

The travellers commenced their journey at Suez, visiting places in you are aware of the fact, Sir, hut 1 frequently receive eighteen 

the Red Sea which voyagers by the P. and 0. steamers pass hy pence for the very distance you have just travelled r 

on the other side. They made their way down the west coast by all A, Of course I could, but what good would it he ? 

the most uncomfortable means of conveyance attainable, culminating Q, That you will probably find out if you act on my suggestion, 

in the filanzana, in which instrument of torture they were carried and now, as I have taught you enough for to-day, I will adopt a 
across the bills and through the swamps of Madagascar. Colonel driver’s phrase and “pull up.” Have you any tmng polite to say to 
Colvile, just now enjoying himself amid the privations of the me which will prove to me that yon have been bettered by my in- 
journey up country to Uganda, is well known as an indomitable struction?^ cim. i £ 

traveller. In Mrs. Colvile he found a worthy companion. On a A, Nothing that I can thmk of, unless it be, ihank you for 
merry page of the narrative of life in Madagascar, it is incidentally nothing.” , ^ i -i x ^ tr j a 

mentioned that the travellers arrive at Malatsy with their luggage Q, That is scarcely the reply I had expected. However, do not 
soaking after a dip in the river. They dine in a whitewashed hnt, be disheartened,^ to thank me at all is a move in the right direction, 
with an army of big cockroaches overrunning the walls. Resuming And now you wiU come again ? 
their journey next morning they “ entered a dense cloud of A, Well, yes, when I have nothing better to do. 

singularly malignant little black flies.” The half -naked porters Q, I am infinitely obliged to yon, I wiU detain you no longer, 

were soon streaming with blood, and the passengers’ faces were in a Good-bye, and I hope yon will adopt my method and find it 
similar condition. “Luckily,” writes Mrs. Colvile, in her cheery successful. 

way, “ we were soon clear of the infested belt, to move in the course A, I hope so, too. But there ’s no telling. 




.|pir||j 4 ^ {^ i- 


... .. „ . . . 1 !• . Ill . ■ 

.Jr!!"?® expressed differently 

)NT GO, Canon ; I want to intkodttcb vgtt . t rh tKtIMTLY. 


_ Oh, that S NT.NNN,Nr. I THOUGHT TO^ SAID A X^r/TsH^BrOHAR.Rn ^ 


the black shadow. 

"We ’re near to the gloomy Qrx Fatce anni- 
versary, “““ 

T? Ji'fL *“ .KOfRiag of Lord Mayor’s Day 

Bat tis SToTember, there ’i joy ^ t^e 

enjoying her- 

,^‘.s&rs.'sa‘S?ka^"‘j:Si’ 

(Th.urtjto,^B^Lmf«IH,l...ri 

e^enNanaa shrinks.) 

' wuh i! ^“f®’ ^ pi®^“ 

^^‘\^^nstter 1 neT 

«»«y to 
t^o ; 

®®® deHghtful to ] 
Tw that, with nursery nota 

r 75 .fesL';^“’>’»*”-«sra i 

Before that Hibernian vorry awakes* ] 


'*^®dowSow,^" ^®^‘'^®- 

ITarses, we know, find the ‘‘Black Man” 
most handy 

BnT *^®i*i'^ ‘l^SfSes to (luiet at times : 

t "kSx-Sj;??.*-*'’'' 

axiieting 

"lfrd£’? “ the 


®ogey Men are such rum 
"^“^r “® “too previous,” 
'’lu^oni^^ Shadow appears without 
® their 

“*“ bAt’SS 3 ;“-’’'‘-‘j' “■* 


*° market, to buy a fat piggy ! 
VxJat 0, not a poor Irish pii? — a noirfi n >> 
So P>?e^ana GzAj,^Z^^X^ild 

Sheekes.outherKursery lilt with a joke. 


^Vt ’ Inopportune, very I 

That ^®®® ®®®”i “ sliame 

ml»y “ P'®P”«'i to make 

T^^nsTt ^“^o^ialand ! 1 Nurse, I ’m afraid 

Blacte“f ^"^®® ® 


*"’ THE THREE V^S. 

T ( VoicCy Vote, and Veto,) 

brewers want is a Reform Bill by 
’’ ^ resident with a throat should 

have a Yote.^^—JVestmimter Gazette,'] 

> W as once held rnsdom past all doubt : 

throttle 

r itr capacity for the bottle, 

Must have it also for the suffragre. 

5 S? rowdy Rad or rough rage* 

^oat-suffrage should please everybody 
^ Who lets out noise or takes in toddy, 

By way of a capacious tbroat 

Can dnnk a nd shout-One Throa t, one Vote! 

— “ St. James’s Paek. 

Pn.. Mother and child, Master 

ComoEANT and Mrs. COEMOEANT, are d<Sng 
mcommonlywell. Hope for the best. But 
iT’ , ®'®®i^®>i^ ■will happen, and I 
s^d^ provision— you uuder- 

t& newspaper I see adver- 

Tn.,1.® ^^® ,^«SSnnoe Co.,’ ‘PeUoan Life 

he benefited, and not the Cormorant 
r«~,w®”^ “T«r ““d the others. 

.“rself, and am yonrs Devour- 
iJigl7» Captain Cohmobamt.” 

A Steikb Motto.— “’Tis true, ’tis nittv- 
and pitty ’tis, ’tis true.” ^ ^ 
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THE ADVENTURES OF PICKLOCK HOLES. 

[By Curniin Toil,) 

No. YI.— THE UMBEOSA BURGLARY. 

Dubino one of tny short summer holidays I happened to he spendingr 
a’ few days at the delightful riverside residence of my friend James 
Silver, the extent of whose hospitality is only to he measured hy the 
excellence of the fare that he sets before his guests, or by the varied 
amusements that he provides for them. The beauties of Umbrosa 
(for that is the attractive name of his house) are known to all those 
who during the summer months pass up (or down) the winding 
reaches of the Upper Thames. It was there that I witnessed a series 
of startling events which threw the whole county into a temporary 
turmoil. Had it not been for the unparalleled coolness and sagacity 
of Picklock Holes the results might have been fraught with (Rsaster 
to many distinguished families, but the acumen of Holes saved the 
situation and the family-plate, and restored the peace of mind of one 
of the best fellows in the world. 

The party at Umbrosa consisted of the various members of the 
Silver family, including, besides Mr. and Mrs. Silver, three high- 
spirited and unmarried youths and two charming girls. Picklock 
Holes was of course one of the guests. In fact, it had long since 
come to be an understood thing that wherever I went Holes should 
accompany me in the character of a professional detective on the look- 
out for business ; and James Silver though he may have at first re- 
sented the calm unmuscularity of my marvellous friend’s immovable 
face ;wouid have been the last man in the world to 
spoil any chance of sport or excitement by refrain- 
ing from offering a cordial invitation to Holes. 

The party was completed by Peter Bowman, a 
lad of eighteen, who to an extraordinary capacity 
for mischief, added an imperturbable cheerfulness 
of manner. He was generally known as Shock- 
headed Peter, in allusion to the brush-like 
appearance of his delicate auburn hair, but his 
intimate friends sometimes addressed him as 
Yenus, a nickname which he thoroughly deserved 
by the almost classic irregularity of his Saxon 
features. 

We were all sitting, I remember, on the river- 
bank, watching the countless craft go past, and 
enjoying that pleasdnt industrious indolence which 
is one of the chief charms of life on the Thames. „ 

A punt had just skimmed by, propelled by an 
athletic young fellow in boating costume. Suddenly 
Holes spoke. 

**It is strange,’’ he said, “that the man should 
be still at large.” 

* ‘ What man ? Where ? How ? ” we aU exclaimed 
breathlessly. , “ 

‘'The young puntsman,” said Holes, with an 
almost aggravating coolness. “He is a bigamist, 
and has murdered his great aunt.” 

“It cannot be,” said Mr. Silver, with evident 
distress. “ I know: the lad well, and a better 
fellow never breathed.” 

“I speak the truth,” said Holes, unemotionally. “The in- 
duction is perfect. He is wearing a red tie. That tie was not 
always red. It was, therefore, stained by something. Blood is red. 
It was, therefore, atained by blooi. Now it is well known that the 
blood of great aunts is of a lighter shade, and the colour of that tie 
has a lighter shade. The blood that stained it was, therefore, the 
blood of his great aunt. As for the bigamy, you will have noticed 
that as he passed he blew two rings of cigarette-smpke, and they 
both floated in the^jair at the same time, A ring is a symbol of 
matrimony. Two rings together mean bigamy. He is, therefore, 
a bigamist.” 

For a moment we were silent, struck with horror at this dreadful, 
this convincing revelation of criminal infamy. Then I broke out : 

“Holes,” 1 said, .“you deserve the thanks of the whole com- 
munity. Y< 


ilty. You will of course communicate with the poHce.” 

No,” said Holes, “they are fools, and I do not care to mix 
myself up with them. Besides, I have other fish to fry.” 

Saying this, he led me, to a secluded part of the grounds, and 
whispered iii my ear. 

“ Not a word of what I am about to tell you. There will be a 
burglary here to-night.” 

“But, Holes,” I. said, startled in spite of myself at the calm 
omniscience of my friend, “ had we not better do something ; arm 
the servants,^ warn the police, bolt the doors and bar the windows, 
and sit up with blunderbusses— anything would be better than this 
state of dreadful expectancy. May I not teU Mr. Silver ? ” 

“ POTSON, you are amiable, but you will never learn my methods.” 
AjjA with t^t enigmatic reply I had to be content in the meantime. 

The evening had passed as pleasantly as evenings at Umbrosa 


always pass. There had been music; the Umbrosa choir, composed 
of members of the family and guests, had performed in the drawing- 
room, and Peter had drawn tears from the eyes of every one by his 
touching rendering of the well-known songs of “ The Dutiful Son ” 
and “ The Cartridge-hearer Shortly afterwards, the ladies retired 
to bed, and the gentlemen, after the customary interval in the 
smoldng-room, followed. We were in high good-humour, and had 
made many plans for the morrow. Only Holes seemed pre-occu- 
pied. Once I heard him muttering to himself, “It’s bound to come 
off properly ; never failed yet. They wired to say they ’d be here 
by the late train. Well, let them come. I shall be ready for 
them.” I did not venture at the time to ask him the meaning of 
these mysterious words. 

I had been sleeping for about an hour, when I was suddenly 
awakened with a start. In the passage outside I heard the voices 
of the youngest Silver boy and of Peter. 

“Peter, old chap,” said Johnny Silver, “I believe there’s 
burglars in the house. Isn’t it a lark ? ” 

“ Ripping,” said Peter. “ Have you told your people ? ” 

“Oh, it’s no use waking the governor and the mater; we’ll do 
the job ourselves. I told the girls, and they ’ve all locked themselves 
in and got under their beds, so they ’re safe. Are you ready ? ” 
“Yes.” 

“ Come on then.” 

_With that they went along the passage and down the stairs. My 
mind was made up, and my trousers and boots were on in less time 
than it takes to tell it. I went to Holes’s room and entered. He 

was lying on his bed, fully awake, 
dressed in his best detective suit, 
with his fingers meditatively ex- 
tended, and touching one another. 

“ They’re here,” I said, 

“Who?” 

“ The burglars.” 

“As I thought,” said Holes, 
selecting his best basket-hilted life- 
preserver from a heap in the middle of the room. 
“ Follow me silently.” 

I did so. No sooner had we reached the land- 
ing:, however, than the silence was broken by a 
series of blood-curdling screams. 

“ Good Heavens! ” was all I could say. 
“Hush,” said Holes, I obeyed him. The 
screams subsided, and I heard the voices of my 
two young friends, evidently in great triumph. 

“Lie still, you brute,” said Peter, “or I’ll 
pimch your blooming bead. Give the rope another 
twist, Johnny. That’s it. Now you cut and 
tell your governor and old Holes that we’ve 
nabbed the beggar.” 

By this time the household was thoroughly 
roused. Agitated females and inquisitive males 
streamed downstairs. Lights were lit, and a re- 
markable sight met our eyes. In the middle of the 
■D ;i v.« «« ^ n »» drawing-room lay an undersized burglar, securely 

PropeU.d by an athletic young feUow.” bound, with Petee sitting on his head. 

“Johnny and I collared the beggar,” said 
Peter, “and bowled him over. Thanks, I think I could do a 
ginger-heer.” 

The man was of course tried and convicted, and Holes, who had 
explained how he had been certain that the burglary was con- 
templated and had taken his measures accordingly, received the 
thanks of the County Council. 

“ That fellow,” said the great detective to me, “ was the best and 
cleverest of my tame team of country-house burglars. Through 
him and his associates I have fostered and foiled more thefts than I 
care to count. Those infernal hoys nearly spoilt everything. 
PoTSON, take my advice, never attempt a master-stroke in a house 
full of hoys. They can’t understand scientific induction. Had they 
not interfered I should have caught the fellow myself. He had 
wired to tell me where I should find him.” 



Precept and Practice.— It ’s not sufficiently recognised that a 
Bishop is bound to side with the masters, as by the terms of his 
contract he engages to he “ no striker.” 


“How TO MAKE England Sober.”- 
the Bishop of Chester, “ sans Jayne 


-“It can’t be. done,” says 


A Striking 
Matabeleland I 


Headline {all rights reserved ). — Loch Out in 


A Jingo Paradox.— We pot the natives to preserve ourselves. 
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A MISTY CEYSTAL. 

Dabxinqs, I am growing old, 
Silver threads among* the gold. 
Cannot see beyond my nose, 
Must have glasses I suppose. 

At the fair I bought a pair, 
Golden rimmed, of pebbles rare, 
Paid the money then and there, 
Glad my spectacles to wear. 
But, how strange I I could not see 
What was just in front of me I 
Took them ojff and rubbed them 
well ; [strange to tell. 
Cleaned they seemed ; but, 
When I put them on again 
Everything was plain as plain, 
But refected from behind ! 
Then I found that tho* so blind. 
Many little things I saw 
Which I had not seen before. 
First, my page, of doubtful age. 
Put me in a dreadful rage ; 
Dipped his fingers in the cream ; 
(Turned and faced him— made 
him scream 1 ) 

Dropped the pot, upset a lot — 
Caught it from me pretty hot. 
E’ext the footman kicked my cat 
Sleeping on its lamb’s-wool mat. 
Loosed my dicky from its cage 
(Shall deduct this from his 
wage). 

When the housemaid scrubbed 
the fioor, [door 

Watched her through the open 
At my eldest making eyes. 
Packed her off to her surprise, 
Heeding not her tears and cries. 
Truly blindness makes one wise ! 
Then I caught my little son 
Putting mustard in a bun ; 
Going to give it to the pug. 
Seized him by the nearest lug. 
Boxed it hard. He howled with 
pain; 

Never teased the dog again. 

Saw my girl of twenty-three 
Hiss the curate, after tea. 

Sent the pair to right about. 
(Wondered how I found them 
out!) 

So, you see, I really find 
Much ainusement of a kind. 
Eyes before and eyes behind. 

Is there anyone would mind 
Being just a little blind ? 





‘I K- 




■I 1 i 



lii 



N.B.! 

[In the “Beport of the Boyal 
Commission on Labour” it is said 
that “ domestic economy is not now 
practised among the Scotch peasants 
with such closeness as formerly; 
wives have ceased to use oatmeal 
and other simple fare, and buy from 
the passing cart inferior goods which 
they could very well prepare at 
home.” The married labourer’s 
clothing is “finer, but less durable,” 
and he himself is “ less unknown in 
places of amusement,”] 

Scots, wha hae on parritch fed I 
Scots, in thrifty habits bred I 
Air ye leavin’ barley bread, 
And frugality ? 

Now ’s the day, much more the 
night. 

For stickin’ to your bawbees 
tight I 

See approach proud Fashion’s 
might. 

Chains o* luxury I 

Wha will to the fiesher’s wend. 
Buy thin breeks that will na 
mend, 

Wha sae base as saxpenoe spend 
On an evenin’ spree ? 

Wha for Scotland’s knitted 
hose, 

Oaten cakes and homespun 
clo’es. 

Now will deal some auld-warld 
blows ? 

He will live, not dee I 

By each brawand kilted laddie, 
Gudeman douce, and gude-boy 
caddie. 

Ye may weel at once eradi- 
-cate frivolity I 

Strike, and break amusement’s 
yoke. 

Or your ainsells may be broke ! 
Siller ’s saved in every stroke 
Of economy I 


TRUE COMPUNCTION. Fiest-eate Foeeign Ad- 

Toimg Eo^eful {who has heefi celebrating^ mi wiseU hut too wdL the la&t ^^^^^ISEMENT FOE A Medical 
day of his Exam.), “Look here, Major! If You don’t tell my of Oues.— Every dinner 

Father of my D’sgrasheful Condtjck, I shall 1 ” ^5 served a la 

’ Roose,^* 


A WALK IN DEVON. 

PAET II.— THE FINISH. 

Notes from the Travel Diary of Toby, i/.P, 

_ The Cottage^ Burr ow^in-the^ Corner., Devon* 

YEET awkward to have missed the Post j being Saturday night 
means delay of twenty-fonr honrs. 

u postman ? ” I asked Old Gentleman, 

haok’’^^ two minits ago. Gone up the hill. I’ll call him 

New idea this. Never remember when just too late for last pillar- 
box cieMance in London suburb mnning after postman, bringing 
him back, and getting him to make special clearance. Old Gentle- 
man evidently thought nothing of it ; skipped out of garden with 
^Srfiity; in middle of road in a twinkling; shouting 
Ml I hi I and waving green umbrella wildly over his narrow- 
bribed top hat, round which the rime of age modestly lurked, 
rostman did not seem at all annoyed ; came back promptly, unlocked 
bo^ and trudged off again on bis rounds. 

Here ’s where my misfortune began. Way back clear by the 
road I had come ; inviting lane passed Old Gentleman’s house ; was 
• Burrow-in-the-Comer ? “ Why, yes,” 

11 Gentleman, whose desire to accommodate was illimitable, 
follow this lane till you come to four cross roads, then turn to 
lett> ^eep on.” Nothing plainer than this: getting used to 
tour cross roads in these parts ; came upon this particular assort- 


ment after quarter of an hour's walk ; a sign-post too ; so thought- 
ful ; no difficulty about four cross roads when there ’s a sign- 
post. W alked up to it and round it ; not a single letter remaining 
intact of the direction. Sign-post older than Old Gentleman with 
the umbrella, and not nearly in sncb state of preservation. Not a 
^ul in sight “no footfall breaking silence of closing day.” Old 
Gentleman said turn to left ; so left must he right ; take it, and 
walk on. 

^Pretty broad highway ; must be main road leading somewhere. 
Why not to Burrow-in-the-Corner ? (Quarter mile off come upon 
bifurcation. Which is main road ? Instincts of trapper assert them- 
selves ; carefully examine which way traffic mostly goes ; not many 
^t-ruts, but majority turn to left; that must be the way to 
Burro w-in- the- Corner, Take it ; find it a ditch between lofty 
hedges going up a hill, and then, like the late Duke of York, going 
doTO again. ^ Half a mile of this; then another bifurcation; a 
gentle curve, msidions, hut unmistakable, one horn of my dilemma 
leading to right, the other to lef t.^ Take the right this time, bv way 
of change ; leads into a road running at right angles. Should I turn 
right or left ? Do a little of both in succession ; can see nothing of 
the lay of country, by reason of wall-like hedges ; presently come to 
gate in field ; country chillingly unfamiliar. 

Situation beginning to grow serious ; dusk closing in apace. In 
spite of it I see my mistake; took the wrong turning when I 
examined the traffic-mark ; must turn hack there, and peg along 
the other road; get into narrow lane again; this time, varying 
manoeuvre of Duke of York, go down a hill, and then go up again. 




LIKA JOKO'S JOTTINGS. No. 3. STAG HUNTING. 
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WIREPROOF. 

Sir Harry Hardman, mounted on “Behemoth,” created rather a stir at the 
Meet. He said he didn’t care a hang for the Barbed or any other kind 
OF Wire, 


Trapper instinct, before alluded to, made me note heap of broken 
stones at this particular bifurcation. Here it is ; no mistake about 
that ; take other turning:, and press on full speed ; can’t be more 
than two miles now; straight road, and there you are. Can doit 
under half-an-hour.^ Nothirg so delightful as walk in country 
lane in cool of evening. This particular lane rather long ; roads 
and lanes cutting off to right and left ; at least no bifurcation. 
Hot a house in sight ; every soul in the country apparently turned 
in. Cottar’s Saturday night, of course ; should have thought of that 
before ; explains everything. 

Apparently no end to this road ; suddenly seems to disappear ; 
only a dip down a hill ; think at first, from steepness, it must be 
road into Tipperton ; but Tipperton is miles away. Getting on for 
dinner-time; better run down hill; do so; see light dickering at 
end ; probably The Cottage windows ; hum “A light in the window 
for me ” ; find I’ve no breath to spare for musical entertainments ; 
shut^ up, and run. Light comes from farm-house ; enter yard 
cautiously in case of another dog being there. In the twilight see 
second Old Gentleman ; this time in his shirt-sleeves, sitting medi- 
tatively on an upturned bucket set on a barn floor. “ Is this the 
way to Burrow-in-the-Comer ? ” I ask, a little out of breath. Old 
Gentleman stares; perhaps he is deaf; looks deaf, but find he is 
only chuckling; repeat question louder. “Ho,” says he, “but 
that be ; ” and he waves a horny hand up the wall of a hill down 
which I had scrambled. 

For the last twenty minutes I ’d been running away from Burrow- 
in- the Corner as if we didn’t dine at 7.30. 

Old Gentleman not accustomed to seeing joke ; made most of this ; 
when he recovered I learned that if I walked back up hill a mile, 
and took first turning to right, I should be on the road to 
Burrow-m-the-Corner.^ Hice pull up hill; kept keen look out for 
turn to right ; after quarter of hour’s rapid walking passed on left 
openings of two lanes in close contiguity. Through one I had forty 
minutes earlier walked on to this very road. If I had then tamed 


to left instead of going back I should have 
been at The Cottage by this time— supposing, 
of course, the road leads thither. 

Ho use repining; must get on; feeling 
peckish ; walk in middle of road to make most 
of twilight shut out by hedges ; can’t see time 
hj watch; doing something more than four 
miles an hour. At end of what seems half- 
hour am apparently no forrader ; no house ; no 
passer-hy ; no friendly light over ghostly ex- 
panse peeped at through occasional gates. 

Begin to think of story lieard the other day. 
Belated parson went to take evening service 
for friend at church close by post-office where 
I made acquaintance of first Old Gentleman. 
Only three miles from his own house ; after 
sermon set off to walk home ; thinking of many 
things, turned off at wrong point; knew 
country pretty well, but darkness came on; 
hopelessly lost; found forlornly sitting on a 
gate at eleven o’clock ^ by farmer’s son for- 
tuitously delayed ou his return home; took 
stranger home with him ; woke up family, and 
gave him shakedown for night. 

“ It was bad enough, Toby,” rev. gentleman 
said, “and might have been worse. But 
what rankles most bitterly in my breast at 
present day is remark of farmer’s wife when 
her son shouted up at open window that he 
bad brought home a clergyman who had lost 
his way and wanted a bed, ‘ Clergyman ! ’ she 
cried, with cruel scorn. ‘ Get away with you. 
Ho clergyman would be out at this time of 
night.’ ” 

One comfort it’s not raining; rained in 
torrents when my friend the parson had his 
Sunday night out. Eoad evidently not lead- 
ing towards The Cottage; suppose that once 
more I am walking away from it! Trapper 
instincts already alluded to have evolved a 
plan which I hold in reserve. Eemember (or 
think I remember) the turns on the way back 
to post-office where I made acquaintance of 
first Old Gentleman ; terrible trudge, hut 
better than sleeping in ditch or shed; shall 
turn back and face it. Halt and hesitate ; no 
sign of Cottage or other li^ht; hedges are 
black shadows; a few feet in front and an 
equal distance behind is wall of darkness; 
decide to take a hundred paces forward. If 
then no sign of habitation shall turn back and 
grope way by post-office. 

At eightieth pace a turn in the road ; a light across the roadway ; 
then The Cottage, and through the open window, into the dark still 
night, floats the music of Schumann’s “ Fruhlingsnachty It is 
the Cook singing, while the Housemaid spreads the cloth for dinner. 


HO RAISOH D’ETRE I 

The custom of dancing, I am informed on good authority, has of late 
years lost its popularity with our gilded youth My\ James Ji^ayn^ 

A SINGING-BIRD which wiU not sing, a .watch that will not go, 

A working-man who scorns to work, a neeffie that won’t sew. 

Are things whqse inutility are obvious at a glance, 

But what are they compared with ‘ * gilded youth ” who do not dance ? 


Mystified.— Somebody at Mrs. R.’s was saying that a certain 
friend of theirs, a well-known Q^ueen’s Counsel, was a first-rate 
pianist, “ By the way,” inquired a young barrister, “ doesn’t he 
usually practice in Mr. Justice Romer’s court ? ” Mrs. R, held up 
her hands in amazement. “ Well,” she exclaimed ; “ I had no idea 
that music was allowed in a law court. But I suppose it ’s in the 
interval, while the Judge is at luncheon.” 


An. Expostulation. 

{On the recent revinon of ‘‘ The Tempter,^*') 

Mr. Tree, what have you done ? 

Hang it all I there ’s no exempting 
You from blame for risks we run 
With The Tempter yet more tempting. 


GuERY.—Has the want of rain this summer, and consequent 
failure of the hay crops, affected the market for Grass Widows f 





THE NOBLE OEGAN-GEINDEE. 

[“ Lord Brassby never goes on a cruise, how- 
ever short, without taking with him a very costly 
barrel-organ. He plays on it regularly for some 
time every evening, as he finds it a congenial form 
of exercise and amusement .’^ — The World.'] 

Gbin'deb, when serenely grinding: 

On your yacht the Hundredth Psalm, 

Tell me, are you truly finding 
In this work congenial charm ? 

“Music hath” (an old quotation) 

“ Charms to soothe the savage hreast,” 
Think how you might lull some nation 
Into dilettante rest. 

Grinder, gentle-hearted Grinder, 

Try the savage who has spurned 
Culture, for he might grow kinder, 

Soothed by barrel deftly turned. 

Matabele Lobengula 
(Accent on penultimate) 

Might be ma(le by music, you ’U a- 
gree, a model potentate, 

Obbetetts like, you might so charm him 
That a mere Mishona child’s 
Hand could easily disarm him 
In those equatorial wilds. 

He would cease to wear his skimpy 
Kilts that leave his legs half bare. 

He would soon disband his impi ; 

Culture then would be his care. 

Suits of dittos clothe this whopper ; 

Patent leather boots be got ; 

You might lead him —“smash my topper I 
Even to a chimney-pot. 

He would have a daily paper. 

Standard authors sold in patts, 

Shops of tailor, hatter, draper, 

An Academy of Arts. 

He would teach, by plays, the loyal 
Folk on marsh or fertile plain, 


Oponiag a Theatre Hoyal, , . e 

"Where they’ve only Reeds and Gram. ® 

And, till death made him a Morgue ’un, 
WAGiiTER, Bbahms and Greig no doubt 
He would doat on -then yoir organ 
Might be ruthlessly chucked out. 

THE CENTRAL HALL OF THE LAW COURTS. 

0 baeeistees’ wififs from far and wide 
You gather anew I 

The Strand, like meadow with daisies pied. 

Is dotted with you. 

You crowd the courts, so stuffy, so small, 

So awkwardly placed ; 

You don’t go into the Central Hall — 
Magnificent waste I 

That thing of beauty was meant to be 
For ever a joy, 

Just built to accommodate, as we see, 

One messenger boy. 

Proud emblem he of the empire’s might. 

That thus, for a whim, ^ 
Spent pounds in thousands with such delight 
Just to shelter him. 

The courts are draughty, the courts are dark, 
The passages small, 

And witness, client, solicitor, clerk, 

Are squeezed in them all. 

Those lancet windows on winding stairs 
Don’t help one to see ; 

A falling Commissioner even swears 
Without any fee. 

StiH though we stumble and though we ’re 
squeezed, 

We all recollect 

That deserted Hall, and we ’re truly pleased 
With it’s fine effect. 

The vacant acre of paving there 

Should never annoy, 

It has one occupant, we ’re aware— 

That messenger boy. 


Mes. R. cannot call to mind 
where the original picture of 
“ TAe Waterloo BlanheV^ is 
to be seen. 


SOMG OF THE AUTUMN SESSION. 

(By a RELtroTANTiiT Returned M.P.) 
Air— 0 ! that mil he joyful !** 

Heeb we suffer grief and pain. 

Here we part to meet again : 

No field, no copse, no moor ! 

0! it will be jawful, 

J awf ul, j awful, j awf nl I 
01 isn’t it awful? 

Autumn Meet ’s an awful bore 1 

All who hate the “ Lords,” you know, 
Swear this misery below, 

We owe to peers above I 
0 1 that, &c. 

We ’ll be lammed by Laboucheee, 

Who the Afrio strife will swear 
Is due to Rhodes's rule. 

0 ! won’t he be jawful, &c. 

Ashmead, too, will strive to prove 
Freedom, prestige, all we love 

We ’ll lose to gain no more, [&c. 
• Through Gladstone the j awful, 

0 I how weary we shall he, 

, Ere the two Big Bills, cr three, 

Are passed and Peer- wards gone I 
0 1 Weg will be jawful, &c. 

Then the Rads will shout with joy, 

And the short Recess employ. 

In larrupping the Lords ! 

0 ! won’t they be jawfol? — 
Awful, awful, awful ! 

It shouldn’t be lawful 

® Autumn Meets to summon more I 


The Whieligig of Time. — Wat Ttlee is j 
avenged— npon wicked Walwoeth, and un- 
fair history. A namesake of his is to be Lord 
Mayor of Londm 1 All we want now is, that 
the' Right Hon. Mr, John Cade (of Birming- 
ham?) should he made Prime Minister. 


u 
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THE LION AT HOME. 

The Hove and FHde of the Family {just home from the Grand Tour). “Off, really, toxt know, the Men one meets in some of 
THOSE PLAOJSS OUT WlSr ! I SAID TO* MYSILF EVERY NIGHT, ‘ WeLT., THANK HBAVEN I HAVEN T SHOT ANYBODY ! 

Fond and Nervoxis Mother. “You mean, thank Heaven nobody Shot yott, don’t you, dear? ’ 


But the Q-uacks are having high old times iu these peculiar days, 

And gulls mistake their horrid din, ^twould seem, lor pleasant lays. 
We are quacked into distraction by unchastened power of Jaw, 
Assisted by Advertisement and unrestrained by Law. 

Dulcamara up to date is no longer poor or pet tv, 

The pompous, brainless charlatan pictured by Donizetti, 

He outshines, out-taiks, out-thumps, out- cheats, out- swaggers, and 
out-dresses, 

With his nauseous, noxious nostrums, and his nasty, mucky messes. 
Quack I Quack ! Quack I He may quack the donkeys dead, 

Their coin out cf their purses and their eyes out of their head, 

Their brains into sheer softening, thtir bodies to the grave, 

But he fl-oorishes unpunithed. Is there nothing then to save 
The noodles from his ignorance and knavery and bounce "t 
No law to lay him by the heels, no hangman’s whip to trounce, 

No pillory to gibbet the false fortune-piling pack 

Who poison, maim, and madden with their Quack I Quack I Quack r 

Dulcamara stands defiant, while his drum the live air fills 
With praise of his appliances, his potions, and his pills. 

With sham science lor his shield, venal literature and art 
Tor his touts and advertisers, he^ can bravely play his part. 

The comic man will clown for him, if adequately paid. 

And the poet and the painter pufE his wares and push his trade. 

He ^s proudly tcstimonlalised ; folly or purchased cunning 
Crack up his nastiest nostrums, keep his worst deceptions running. 
He will bleed you and blackmail you, if you ’re weak as well as 
wealthy. 

Impoverish and drench you, aye, do aught — save leave you healthy. 
For ’tis quack, quack, quack! and ’tis drum, drum, drum! 

And Dulcamara — when not worse — is safe to prove a hum 1 

Quack! Quack! Quack! It is time that cry to quelch 
By Law — or else to treat the quacks like sorry rogues who 
“welsh”; 

And if Dulcamara ’s really safe, until the Law they alter, 

Why honest men must see to it, nor in their purpose falter 
Till rascals of “ gross ignorance,” in foul gregarious pack. 

Can no longer safely victimise with quack, quack, quack ! 


A WORD TO THE WISE WHEELMAN. 

The Speaker, at Warwick, said that “the bicyolmts of the 
day are debilitating and degenerating the human race by the way 
in which they stoop over their work.” The wheelmen would 
probably retort that, like Ooldsmith s sprightly heroine, they 
“stoop to conquer.” And we are not yet all wheelmen. Still, the 
Speaker has hit a blot in the. contemporary Cyclomam^ Few 
things are more unlovely than the ‘‘Bicyclist’s Bend,' Record- 
cutting would be purchased dearly at the cost of inaking men look 
like camels ; and if success on the cinderpath or the road involved 
giving humanity at large “the hump,” one would stigmatise the 
I Cycle Race as the inhuman Race. Let ns hope the Speaker s sharp 
words will make our stooping cyclists “ sit up ” — in other than the 
slangy sense of the phrase. 

Birds of Pray. 

We ’re told a cormorant sits, and doth not tire, 

For a whole month, perched upon Newark spire I 
Tinny Bourne’s jackdaw’s beaten, it is clear. 

Yet there are cormorants who, year after year, 

Ferch in the Church. But these omnivorous people 
Favour the pulpit mostly, not the steeple. 

Thrivers upon tat livings find, no doubt, 

Cormorant within is cosier than without. 

Cream of the Cream.— “ London Society proper we are 
informed by Lady C&arles Beresford— consists of no more than 
thirty or forty families I And how about Loudon Society improper f \ 
Is that equally sparse and exclusive? And— terrible thought!— 
crucial question!- is it possible that the two orders overlap at all t 
That there are any “ noble swells ” who belong to both ? 

The Government’s Public Policy in South Africa (according 
TO Mr. Sydney Buxton).— “Carrington's Entire” I 
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UNDER THE ROSE. 

{A Story in Scenes). 

SCEIO: XlII. — Behind^^ at the Eldorado. about 10 p.m. ; 

the Stage at the hack of the Scene- cloth is inpartxal darkness ; 
in the centre^ a pile of lumber and properties. Bare whiter- 
washed brick walls; at one side^ two canvas cabins for the 
Lady- Artistes to change their costumes ; near them a deal 
iable^ with a jug and glasses. At one of the wings ^ beh ndthe 
proscenium^ a shelf and small mWror., at which the Comedians 
can arrange their make-up^^ and a frame, m which a placard, 
with each Artiste's number, is inserted before his or her entrance. 
A ^^turn^^ has Just been concluded, and the Stage is clear. 

The Stage-Manager [bustling up to Pootman, in crimson plush 
breeches). JS’ow then, look alive, there, can’t you, they ’re getting 
impatient in front, "Why don’t you change the number ? 

Eootman [with aggrieved dignity). Because, Sir, Mr. Axf Red- 
beak ought to come on, by rights, and, not ’aving chosen to appear 
yet, I think you’ll see your- 


self, on reflection, as it would 

^S^age-M. 'Well, don’t argue J I 'siLTNCr Him .11 1 m 

about it ; here’s Miss Lushbot ■ j, 

ready to go on, put her number I ' “ j 

^JFootm. I always understood | I .. • ‘ 

it was the regulation ’ere that ,/ 1 1] f J[|j' * 

no number was^to be put up | I I Hi 

^ss Lushbot’s music’' most j |l M Wlp 

I certaMy has^no^been handed | J| ^ H 

* £ushbo:!?s number upl and 1 

Ah, here comes Mr. Redbeak ; 

Enter Mr. Redbeak, breath- | 

had a job to get ’ere in time, I 
can^ tell you, Orchestra 

are ^ou about P Put up my 1 

Herej let me go on; I've been 
messing about long enough. 

Wh^ are taking my 

Footm. Now, look ’ere, Miss, 

I can’t please everybody I [In- . / 
dicating Stage-Manager.) You \ 
are as weR aware as wbat I 

am that it ’s for him to give the ' //'^' J/' f///g^^ f > Iw f I Hi 
word^ ’ere, not me. I’m on’y * // f /l/f!lji 

Mr. Eedb. lb’s crnle, you ’ jstl. 

know, that ’s what it is— erule. 

I ’ ve got to go right across Lon- it »s like Einging to 

don for my next turn, and 

The Stage-M. [returning). "What the blazes are we wailing for 
now f Ale, dear boy, yon should come up to time. [To Footman.) 
Why don’t you do as you’re told? You’re getting too big lor 
your boots, it strikes me! (To Miss Lushbot.) There, go on, my 
dear, go on. [Miss L. bounds on to the stage, and begins her song. 

Mr. Eedb. [to Footman). I ’ve got a bone to pick with you, old 
feller. Don’t you go wool-gatherin’ to-night, as you did last. 
I ’ve told you till^ I ’m tired that when you see me chuck this 
property piecrust into the wings you ’ve got to throw down these 
fire-irons— it ’s a safe laugh every time it comes off, and you know ’ow 
important it is, and yet yon forget it nine times out of ten ! What ’s 
the good of me thinkin’ out my business when you go and crab it 
for me ? 

jFbo^m. [pathetically). Mr. Redbeak, Sir. yen'll excuse me, hut 
I’m on’y one man ’ere, I ain’t a ’nndred. Don't thank ’eaven for 
it. Sir, it’s ’ard when a man as tries to do his best, and with all 
my responsibilities on him 

Mr. Eedb. [impatiently). Oh, cheese it ; you ’re not on a stool in 
’Ide Park, are you P I ’m only tellin^ you. 

Miss X. [on stage, singing chorus). Say, boys, say, if you ’d like 
to oome. Who ’s for a merry old “ Tiddley-um P ” 


! J, * III*' ' 

! i ?. .. 1 


Fail in behind, and we’ll all get “ blind,” before they close the 

You ’r^not jays, so you won’t refuse. Join our band, for we ’re on 

And you’ll see some larks with the rollicking sparks of the Rowdy 
llazzleCluhl , 7 • 

[Here she capers off, brandishing a gibus, and has a difficulty in 
opening the practicable door in the wing. To Footman.) Tnereyou 
are again 1 How often am I to tell you to keep that wood open for 
my dance off ? I break my fingers over it every blessed night, and 
lose my encore as well I , i n . .i. . x • 

Footm. I ’m exceedingly sorry, miss, but the fact of the matter is 
my attention was took off at the time owing to— 

3Iiss L. Oh, hold yowr jaw, do. , , , x- x 

Footm. (to himself). I ’m to hold my jaw I Oh, these hartistes, 
thev lead me a dorg’s life among ’em I x , x 

Mr. Eedb. [touching Miss L.’s coat as she passes). What ’s that 
badge you’re wearing? Salvation Army, Temperance, Primrose 

League, or what ? ,r. -r tvt i i 

Miss L, No, only the colours 
of the Balls Pond Football 
Team; they presented them 
. . " [h f. to me the other day. I told 

' fijl* • !| .. them J didn’t play football, 

■ ■ ■ ■' ' Mr. Eedb. You ’re pretty 

fair at the ’igh kick though, 

it ’s like those Chow-chow 

|he Sandmeh Man^e^ toS^ght, 

R all depmds^QU mej^ tha^song 

going to df) the Sandwich Man 
a lot of ’ap’ny ices ! ” to-night, Sir ? 

^ ^ Stage-31. Oh, don t bother 

me ; wait till he comes and yon ’U find out. [To Miss L.) I suppose 
you’ve heard he’s talking of not renewing his engagement after 
to-night— giving up the halls altogether ! 

Miss L. And no great loss either I I don ’t see anything particular 
about his songs my self. As for aR that gas about his raising the tone 
of the haRs, it ’s sickening. Anyone would suppose we lowered it I 
Miss Cissie Cinders [coming out of a dressing -cabin, in a battered 
old velvet hat and broken feathers, with her face smudged). Who’s 
that you’re talking about ? Wildfire ? Ah, my dear, this ’Igh Art 
and Littery rot ’ll be the ruin of the ’aRs — ^him and his articles in 
the sweR magazines, praising ns aR up— he can keep his praises to 
himself— J don’t want ’em I I ’ ve never set up to refine the public 




‘‘It ’s like singing to a lot of ’ap’ny ices! ” 


myself, or else I could fake it easy enough ! [She passes on to stage. 

Mr. Gus. Tadman ( Variety Vocalist), We could aR do it, come to 
that. But there, he won’t last, you ’ll see. Why, look at the ’it I 
made with my ‘ ‘ Eorty Haughty Nell ” I That was a good song if you 
like, and well- written, mind yer. But lor, it ’s clean forgotten now. 
I ’ear Wildfire’s bringing out a play to-night at the Hilarity, 
it ’R serve him right if it gets the bird, going back on his own pro- 
fession like that! (To Miss Cinders, who has just sung.) House 
cold to-night ? 
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Cinders {in a temper). Cold, it ’s like singing to a lot of 
^ap’ny ices 1 I used to have the choruses all sung for me when I 
brought out that song first ; and now they ’ve let me go off without 
a ’and! We shall see whether they’ll rise to Wildfire to-night. 
Ah, here he is. Actually coming up to speak to us ; there ’s an 
honour I 

3Iiss Betsy Bern {to Wildfire, as he passes the table where she 
is sitting waiting for her turn). ’Ere, Wattt, old man, stop and ’aye 
a drop along of me. Do —there ’s plenty ’ere I (as Wildfire excuses 
himself laughingly). Well, I ’m sure — refusing to drink when a 
lady goes out of her way to ask him— he hasn’t the manners of 
a pig ! And I draw my sixty quid a week the same as he does ! 

Mr. Tadman. Well, dear boy, how ’s the play getting on? Not a 
frost, I hope? 

Wildfire. No ; I just looked in on my way from the Yal. here, and 
they seemed to think it was all right ; but I couldn’t stay till the 
finish. They ’re going to send round and let me know, {To the 
Small Boy, who has approached anxiously.) Oh, there you are, 
youngster I Yes, I shall want you — for the last time, you know. 

The^ Boy. Why, you— you ain’t going to take the part away from 
me. Sir, when I created it, too! 

Wildf. {patting his shoulder kindly). I ’m giving up singing 
altogether— that’s why. Nevermind; I’ll see it makes no differ- 
ence to you, so don’t you distress yourself. We ’ll find you some- 
thing or other to do. 

The Boy {with a gulp). If I ain’t going to be with you any more, 
I— I don’t care what ’appens, Sir. i ’d as soon throw up the per- 
fession myself, I would I [Se turns away into a dark corner, 

Wildf. {to himself as he goes to the wing). Nice boy that; didn’t 
think he ’d care so much ; must keep an eye on him. Flattery 
must be over now. I wish I could have stayed to see it out ; it 
was going magnificently ; but there were some rather risky scenes 
ahead. Still, I believe it ’a a success ; and, if it is, I shall have 
done with all this for ever after to-night. I can go to Althea 

and tell her, without By Jove! wasn’t it to-night that Old 

Toovet was to be in front ? I wonder what he ’ll think of it, {He 
looks at himself in the mirror.) He’ll have some difficulty in 
recognising me in this get up. Well, I shall know on Monday. 
{He goes on, and sings ; then rushes hack to the wing to change his 
costume, with the assistance of his dresser,) Yes, the coat, noyv, 
dresser, please. {To himself as he paints some lines on his face.) 
I couldn’t see anyone at all like old Toovet. Yery odd I They 
must have sent bim the box, I suppose. Well, it doesn’t matter; 
if he didn’t think it necessary to come, so much the better. {Aloud.) 
Wigpaste, please. Now the boards. All right— I ’m ready. ( To 
the Boy.) Now, youngster, look out for your cue. iHe goes on. 

The Limelight Man {up inthe flies-- to himself ). What’s wrong 

with Mr, Wildfire? He as nearly broke down just now as 

and I can ’t keep the limelight on him nohow to-night I He can’t 
have been drinking — he ain’t that sort. But he do look bad— it ’s 
as much as ever he can do to go through with it; somethink’s given 
him a turn, | 

Wildfire {to himself as he goes hack to the wing, unsteadily). 
Sbe ’s here — and, what ’s worse, she ’s recognised me I She must 
have, or she would never have looked like that. If I could onlv 
have fold her first; but, to discover it like this. — she’ll think I 

meant to {He pitches away his hoards in a fury.) Well, I’ve 

done for myself— it ’s all over ! {To his dreiser,) A note, eh ? 

[He opens it, and reads the contents mechamcallyj Mr. Tad- 
man and one or two other artutes come up with curiosity 
on seeing his expression. 

Tadm. Why, Wildfire, old man, what’s this? Play gone 
wrong ? Never mind, dear boy, we can’t have everything. But 
what ’s the report, eh? 

Wildf {impatiently). Oh, I don’t know. What does it matter 
now ? {He lets the note fall,) There, you can read it if you want to 
know. ^ [He walks away, 

Tadm. {with complacency). Poor chap, he’s hard hit! But I 

could have told him it wasn’t to he expected that (He picks 

up the note, and reads it with a falling jaw,) Hullo! What’s the 
meaning of this ? It says the piece is a tremendous go — safe for 
a long run — ^had to raise the rag again and again. Why, he ’U 
make his fortune over this alone; and yet, look at him ! {Pointing 
to Wildfire, who has seated himself on the pile of lumber, in utter 
dejection,) And all those fools in front clapping and stamping for 
him to come on again. What more does the feller want, I wonder I 
• End of Scene XIII. 

Union is (Logical) Weakness.— The Congregational Union lays 
it down as a law, “that the rights of humanity must take pre- 
cedence of those of property.” We fear this admirable maxim (like 
equally admirable Charity) might he made to cover a multitude 
of sins, from petty larceny to anarchism. Would it he consonant 
with the “ rights of humanity,” for, say, a Congregational Unionist 
to object to a poor tramp stealing his best umbrella on a wet day ? 


ROBERT ON THE COMING SHO- 

Well, here we are just about gitting to tbe bend of our Citty 
Year, when we changes our raining Sovverain, althohe is hut twelve 
munse old, and takes on a new one, for better or wuss as the ease 
maybe, and in this case I most suttenly thinks that it would he werry 

differcult indeed to change for a 
better, for it tisn’t not only me and 
all my tribe, as Shylock calls us, but 
It many hundreds, if not thow- 

sends, as has had a share of the Hite 
Honnerabel the Lord Mare’s noble 
ospitality, must all agree that a more 
liberaller, or hospitaler, or hopen 
11 IWil artider G-ent never entered the 

honored Manshun House than him 
lAfl (iBvKflHHl who to ewery body’s regret is a 

going next week for to leave it 1 
why, I ardly expecs to he beleeved 
mimim when I says as we have sumtlmes 

had as many as three or fore grand 
JF f Bankwets in one week, and the Lord 

mWl m Mare woud get up as usual the nex 

> 3norning as if he thort nothink of it I 

^ No more he did, no not ewen when 

N!ing of Denmark himself came 
dined with him at Gildall, and 
explained to him all about the un- 
1 fortnet death of Prince Hamlet ! 

I <io hear as we are to have such 
a Lord Mare’s Sho as we ain’t offen 
had, including, above all things that 
nobody condn’t have emagined, nothink less than a reel copy of the 
grand New Tower Bridge, and if that won’t be a site for the 
estonished Multitood praps somebody will kindly teU me what 
wond he. 

There was a tork of asking all the Eoossian Sailors, who has been 
a having sitch a jolly time of it in France, to run over and jine the 
Sho first and the Bankwet arterwards. hut it was werry doutftd 
whether ewen all the Haldermen, mnch less all the Common Counsel- 
men, eond have chatted away with them in their own native tung, so 
the idear was given np in f avonr of Fire engines and Fire men. 

I’ve seen a goGdish many Lord Mare’s Shos in my time, and 
hopes to see a few more, in spite of the gellous growls of another 
boay of gents as shall he nameless, hut it woud suttenly he a grand 
joke to see the gellons body ellnded to coming ont in a London 
County show of their own, amid the skoffs and jiers and larfter of 
the emnsed MetrolopnsI Robert. 

THE "OBERLAND^^ EOUTE. 

[“ A scheme for making a waterway between Switerland and the Adriatic 
is to be submitted to the Federal Grovermnent at no very distant date.” — 
Westminster Gazette. '\ 

British Minister, Bern, to Lord Rosebery , London, — A Mr. Jones, 
who says he’s a British subject, went up Pilatus to get view. 
Didn’t get it. Also complains of overcharge for candles at his hotel. 
Have demanded immediate satisfaction from Swiss Q-overnment. 
Please send Mediterranean Squadron to Locarno. 

Lord Rosebery, London, to British Minister, Bern. — Can’t spare 
the Squadron, Won’t a gunboat do? You may speak strongly to 
Swiss Government. Tell them insult to Jones is insult to England. 
Meanwhile, wire best route for fleet to get up to Bern, if necessary. 
Don’t see it on map, 

Brit. Min., B., to Lord H.— Owing to Mediterranean Squadron 
not having appeared at Locarno, Swiss Government very aggressive. 
Passenger steamers on Lakes of Geneva, Thnn, and Lucerne being 
converted into a fleet Special new corps dlarmee formed from 
Chamounix guides and patriotic hotel waiters. Man (whose name 
was Robinson) mistaken for Jones, and mobbed in streets last night. 
Some kind of Naval Demonstration absolutely necessary. Put ships 
on rail at Locarno, send ’em through Gothard Tunnel, and there 
you are I 

Lord R.to Brit. Min., H,— British Government recognises gravity of 
the Jones incident. What do you advise ? Aren’t the Alps in the way ? 

Brit. Min,, B., to Lord JK.— Didn’t like to suggest details. Send 
ironclads. Ram soniething. Why not bombard Alps. Gnnboat 
moored at Devil’s Bridge might sheR Andermatt, Leave it to you. 
Lord R, to Brit, Min., H,— Sorry to say, European complications 
have now arisen from J ones incident. Swiss Government has offered 
its fleet to Russia and France, Triple ARianoe tottering. Can’t you 
get Swiss Government to apologise to Jones, and end business ? 

Brit. Min. to Lord R. — Business is ended. Jones not a British 
subject after aR, hut a Swede, who ’s travelled in America I ReeaR 
gunboat. 
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'^RESH’PEOSffTr." 

[“"What struck tlie Tzar . . , iu the recent festivities, was the feeling of 
fraternity which seemed to pervade the multitude . . . The feeling of 
concord and fraternity appears to survive the last echoes of the festivities . . . 
The word now most frequently heard is ‘Amnesty.’ This, indeed, is the 
fittest cop.ng-fetone to prolonged festivities characterised by universal 
concord.” — 'limts' Faris CorreftpondentJ] 

President “ Prolonged feshtivitish! ” Thash good, that ish ! 

Ver^ prolonged, ole t’ler, an’ awf'ly feshtive ! 

Tmr^ Yesh, tha’ what fchtruck meJ (Aside,) Bat E really wish 
He wouldn’t gush. Bomantoep pride turns reshtive I 
President Sho glad it shtruok you sho ! An’ nurrer thing 
You mush ha’ notish’d. Peeling of fraternity 
All over shop I 1 shay, may friendship’s wing' 

Ne’er moult a feather, not to all eternity. 

Tzar, I echosh tha’ line Shwiveller sheniiment 

Entirely 1^ {Aside,) 1 must not appear too sober. 
President, Now Pransh ish shatishhed— an’ world content I 
Republic won t forget thish last October I 
Peeliagsh of concord, cetra, will survive 
Last echosh of feshtivitish— for ever I 
Tzar, Oh, coursh ! Asshuxe you 1 am quite alive 

To reshiproshiiy— 'Shan’t forgtt it — never I 
President, Thash ri’ ole t ler I Our resh — ^hic ! — proshity— 

Not like the comic Yankee’s, all one shide P 
Tzar, Certainly not I Shorry to say good-bye I 

But though our bodiesh part, our soulsh are tied. 
President, Precishly I We ’re both tight — ^mean tied — in knotsh. 
The champagne, an’ the speeches, an’ the kisshes 
Have bound our bosomsh, and combined our lotsh I 
Tzar. Quite sho I {Aside.) 1 ’ll watch a chance to hint my wishes 
President, We ’ve had a jolly time, and now, ole f’ler, 

Ash “ coping- shtone ” to all this talk and toddy, 

As shequel to thish patr’otic stir, 

I ’m going to amneshty— yesh, everybody ! 

Wha’ shay, dear Rokanoff, will you do same ? 

Jush show, y’ know, that therth no animoshity I 


Tzar {aside). Oh, that is the R'^public's little game ? 

Russia can’t stand that form of reciprocity ! 

{Aloud.) All ri’, ole f’ler, you jush leave that to Me ! 
Mosh noble notion, that shame “ c jping- shtone l ” 

I By way, ole fler, talking of amneshty — 

Could you just ^blige me with a trifling Loan f 


THE PROFESSION OF-JOURNALISM. 

{An Entirely Imaginary Letter,) 

Dear Mr. B-ch-ist-n’,— Oar famous Third Page rather duT lately. 
Couldn’t you enliven it up by one of your characteristic letters— say 
on The Profession of Literature ” ? Say all the old things about 
its degrading effect on those who follow it, inclnding yourself— the 
public loves to see a vivisection in pnblic —and be sure to spice it 
well with distinguished names, such as Sw-nb-rn-, R-ss-tt-, etc. 
Anv depreciatory anecdotes would be very telling, and serve to 
evoke indignant free replies irom those who wouldn’t guess they 
were jumping to a prepared bait. I shall count on you for a 
column. Yours faithfully, The Editor of the . 

P.S. — Of course you will he insulted at the usual rate. — E d, 

\_Result--the usual one on the famous Third Page, 

Mot by a Member. 

{Luring the Debate on the Second Reading of the Parish Councils Bill,) 

Fowler was longish, Loho was even longer, 

More was much less so, Stanhope little stronger ; 

But Heneaob even when brief ’s sublime 
He ’s not for Hene-age, but for all (our) time! 

What a relief after such thrice-skimmed milk 
To get truth’s cream from Rollit and from Bilke I 

The Latest “Glass of Fashion,”— T he dress fashioned of 
spnn-glass, as a royal robe for the Princess Eulalia of Spam, and 
txhibited at the Chicago World’s Fair, 
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“BUT THAT^S ANOTHER 
8TORY.» 

{Uudyard Kipling passim.) 

Tom’s tmcle by his will 
Left Tom in greatest glory. 

There was a codicil — 

“ But that ’s another story.” 

Phil wooed a fair one, Kate ; 
She met him. con amove. 

The damages were great — 

“ But that ’s another story.” 

HiraH’srent (for an address I) 
Was far and wide in ore. 

His suite now costs him less— 
“ But that ’s another story. 

Of readers not a few 
Deem Reder Haggard gory. 

We have Macbeth, it ’s true — 
“ But that ’s another story.” 

One Joseph was enrolled — 
Though now a sort of Tory — 

A Wiliiamite of old— 

“ But that ’s another story.” 

Some maids would make it 
known [hoary, 

They’ll wait till locks are 

But wed for love alone — 
“But that’s another 
‘ story.’ ” 


IN BLACK AND WHITE. 

(-4 Modern Glove Momance.) 

That pair of gloves you wore 
when first we met 
Were what you called, I 
think, a “ pairof loves.” 

You won them from your 
cousin on a bet — 

That pair of gloves. 

Now as to colour, this or that 
shade proves 

A shade expensive, runs you 
into debt. 

Tan ’s universal, while a tint 
of dove ’s [Yet 

Particularly nice for evening. 

Black with white stitching 
most my fancy moves, 
And such were yours. I 
never can forget 
That pair of gloves. 



TOO COSTLY. 

The Vicar. “Dear, dear, Mrs. Prickles, I regret to hear that 
Mrs. Browh has treated you so shambeully. I should counsel you 

TO heap Coals of Fire on her head ” 

Mrs. P. “Ah, Sir— -that’s wot I would do, as soon as look at ’er; 
BUT I Can't afford it at One-an'-ninepence a ’ Un deed weight 1 


RHODES TO ? 

Sir Henry Loch may hold the 
key 

In Africa, hut all must see 

That Rhodes the handle hath 
fast grip on, 

Shouts “Let her ripl” — de- 
spite Lord Ripon. 

Cut is ;^oor Lobkngula’s comb, 

’Tis said that all roads lead to 
Rome. 

The new Ring that old saw 
explodes ; 

Wherever we roam we 're led 
to— R hodes. 

Whether or no this Great Pan- 
jandrum 

(Who handles well the pen, 
sword, and drum) 

Is the true friend of Civilisa- 
tion, 

And puts her laws in cpsra- 
tion ; 

At least he can maintain with 
pride, 

He has her Maxims on his side. 


FABIUS FIN-DE-SIECLE. 

[The Fabian S ociety , in the Fori - 
nightly Review, has “ launched a 
manifesto, which proposes that the 
Government shall be attacked by 
extreme Radicals because it has 
only met them half way.’*] 

Strange that a “ Fabian 
policy,” up-to-date, 
Should bs so obviously not to 
wait I 

Sure the Society’s name is 
chosen ill ! 

Rupert the title-rdle might 
fitlier fill. 

The Fabian Manifesto fright- 
ens no man ; 

But just conceive the great, 
but cautious, Roman 
Heading a restive. Radical 
“ Ugly Rush” I 
Though Patience suffers in the 
Modern Crush, 

Perchance the Socialistic pero- 
rator 

Might learn a lesson from the 
great Cunctator I 


THE CABMAN'S GUIDE TO POLITENESS.— No. I [. 

Qmstion. I think when you are out of temper, and have been 
asked by a Fare, who appears to know more (or less) about distances 
than you do, to stop, you pretend not to hear him. ? 

Answer. Yes ; and I continue not to hear him xintil a policeman 
pulls me up. 

Q. Quite so ; and then you have a way of giving a jerk while 
your Fare is getting in which either covers a lady’s dress with mnd, 
or all hut breaks the leg of a gentleman P 

A^ Well, I have known such things to happen, 

Q. And when you reach your destination, you carefully forget 
the number of the street or square, and are equally hard of hearing 
if your Fare attempts to direct you ? 

A. You have hit it, especially if it’s raining. 

Q. Of course. And when you get your money, you sneer and drive 
away, as if you were disgusted ? 

A. Yes. And as I go off I make as much sjplash as I can, in the 
hope of my late fare getting a dose of the mnd. 

Q. Exactly,^ Now, don’t you think it would be better to come up 
cheerfully, drive carefully, and when you receive your money, 
observe, “ Well, Sir (or Madam), I know I have no right to more, 
hut times are hpd, and if you would spare an extra sixpence, I 
should consider it a real kindness?” Would not that mode he 
better than the other ? Would it not he more profitable ? 

A. It might, hut I can’t say, as I have never tried it. 

Q. Again, what is your method of obtaining what you consider 


to be your rights from a mother with two boxes and four small 
children ? 

A, Why I generally swear at the kids and sit on the boxes nntil 
I am paid what I ask, or get sent to the right-abouts by a police- 
man. 

Q. No doubt ; yet such a course seems both barbarous and iucon- 
veuient. Could you not improve upon it ? 

A. Not I. It is the right thing to do, and that is why I do it. 

Q. And yet would it not be as easy for you to help the boxes 
down yourself, and then to make friends with the mother through 
her children P Could you not observe, ‘‘ Bless their hearts, they are 
fine lads, or young ladies (as the case might be), and you should be 
proud of them, mum ? ” 

A. Yes, I might say that, hut I don’t think the mother would 
come down with the cash any quicker on account of it, 

Q. But supposing, when you were offered less than you thought 
due to you, could you not observe, “ I have children of my own, 
mum, and if you could spare a couple of shillings (or half-a- crown, 
or what you thought right) more, it would be a real kindness, and 
give my children something more than bread and water for dinner ?” 
Could you not say that ? 

A. I might, but I won’t, 

Q, Bat surely it would be pleasanter for you to be amiable aui 
courteous instead of a bully and a brute P And would it not' be 
easier, too ? 

A. Try for yourself. Just you drive a cab for a dozen hours in 
all weathers, and then you will learn what chances you have of 
feeling light-hearted and polite I 
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PREPARING FOR CHRISTMAS. 

{A Yule-tide Story told, in 
Advance. ) 

Yrs, ScEocoa was an altered 
maH 1 He was genial and ami- 
able, and altogetner an estimable 
being, SCkoooe’s nepbew was 
delighted with the change. He 
could scarcely believe his ears 
and eyes* 

“ And don’t you really inter- 
fere with the theatres, Sir?” 
asked Scrooge’s nephew. “ At 
one time you were always telling 
them to take down this, and put 
up that, and making the lives oi 
the managers burdens to them. 
Don’t you iuterfere any longer ? ” 
“Of course not, my lad,” re- 
plied Scrooge, heartily. “Why 
should I ? This is the pleasantest 
world imaginable, and it would be 
less charming without its play- 
houses.” 

“ Eight you are, Sir,” re- 
turned Scrooge’s nephew; “but 
I suppose you look in occasionally 
at the halls to supervise the en- 
tertainments ? ” 

“ I look in to enjoy them, my 
boy ! ” cried Scrooge, with a 
ringinglaugh, that could be heard 
for furlongs. “ What do they 
want with mt/ supervision ? ” 

“I am sure I don’t know, 
uncle; but I thought it was a 
way you had. And then you are 
going to strip the hoardings of 
the posters, aren’t you ? ” 

“ I strip the hoardings of the 
posters! Why should 1? The 
hoardings look a precious sight 
better covered with pictures than 
left to dirt and decay. I interfere 
with the hoardings ! I never 
heard of such a thing ! What 
put that into your head ? ” 
“Well, it used to be an old way 
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of yours,” returned ScROOGB’t 
nephew. “Why, uncle, don’t 
you remember? You used to 
be interfering with and ordering 
about everything. Taking up 
the road and closing the thorough- 
fare, Bothering the costermon- 
gers and the retail shopkeepers 
and the small householders. In 
fact, making yourself a general 
nuisance in all directions. Why, 
uncle, you have entirely changed 
your nature ! ” 

“Not at all,” said Scrooge 
“ T am not changed, but my 
office is. Do you not know that 
I have ceased to be a member of 
the London County Council ? ” 

“No, this is the first time 1 
have heard of it! Why, that 
accounts for everything! It ex- 
plains why you are a pleasant, 
good-natured old gentleman in 
lieu of a curmudgeon and a 
brute. It explains everything.” 

And it did ! 


Name ! Name 1— No name has 
been announced for the new daily 
paper projected by Mr. Stead. 
In view of the plan frankly set 
forth in the prospectus, whereby 
one hundred thousand persons are 
to subscribe the capital, and if 
the venture proves a success the 
enterprising editor is to have 
rhe option of acquiring the pro- 
perty. a suitable title would be. 
Heads -I- Win - Tails- You- Lose. 
It is a little long, perhaps ; 
but it precisely describes the 
relative positions, and you can’t 
—at least some people cant- 
have everything. 


Noble TMlcmthrojM. “That Parcel seems rather heavy foe 

YOU, MY LITTLE MaN 1 LeT MB TAKE IT I ** 

Sinall Boy. “Lst ybr tyke my Parcel! Garn with yer. 
I’ll call the PBRLiCEr’ 


Dramatic Eecipr (from the 
Queen’s Cookeey Book).— Firtt 
catch your Hare. 


THE DARK CONTINENT IN TWO LIGHTS. 


ARGENTINA. 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 


Scene— conquered country . Time — The I 
Past. Conquerors {jcolonists) panting 
of Ur their hard work in defeating the 
natives. Enter an The remain- 

ing members of the Colonial Band sing 
the Natiojhal Anthem, 

Official, I congratulate you upon your 
success. ^ The more especially as you have 
gained it without the assistance of the 
Impel ial power. {The Colonists indulge in 
feeble cheers.) Bat now my tnm has 
arrived. In the name of the Sovereign 1 
claim this land for England I 

[Plants the British Flag, Curtain. 

Scene— before. Time— YAe Preient. 
Conquerors [colonists) smoking after the 
pleasant toil of mowing doun the 
natives,^ Enter an Official. The Colonial 
Band [in its entirety) takes no notice. 

Official, I congratulate you upon your 
success. ^ The^ more especially as you have 
gained it without the assistance of the 
Imperial power, [The Colonists indulge in 
roars of laughter.) But now my turn has 
arrived. ^ In the name of the Sovereign I 
claim this land for England 1 

Colonists. No yon don’t I Be oS I We can 
get on without you I 

[Turns Official and Ms Flag out of the 
Country, Curtain, 


[It is stated that Jabez S. Balfour is living 
‘‘ in a perfect fairy-land.”J 

I DREAMT that I dwelt in marble halls, 

With orchids on every side, 

A very long way from Old Bailey’s walls, 
Where Newton and Hobbs were tried. 

I had riches too great to count ; could boast 
Of Jabez, an elegant name ; 

And I also dreamt, which charmed me most, 
Argentina loved me the same. 

I dreamt that my country let me go. 

In an indolent sort of way, 

For Scotland Yard did not seem i o know 
It would “ want” me another day. 

So they carefully closed the stable- door, 
When I’d fied beyond reach of b!ame ; 

And I also dreamt, which charmed me more, 
Argentina loved me the same. 

I dreamt that detectives sought my hand, 
But their warrants I could not see. 

So their vows my swindler s heart could 
withstand, 

Though they pledged their faith to me. 
Buenos Ayres’ bold, brazen face, 

Never glows with the blush of shame; 
Though I should be lynched in a decent 
place, 

Argentina loves me the same. 


A Great Field for Humourists An- 
nually. — “ Wit acres'^ Almanack,” 


Extracted from the Diary op Toby, M.P. 

House of Commons ^ Thursday, November 2 
— Began work again to-day as if nothing had 
happened from February to September. Un- 
derstood to have had a recess ; bo short hardly 
worth mentioning. Considering all circum- 
stances, attendance marvellously large. 
Marjoribanks got his men together as usual, 
crowding benches on Ministerial side. Oppo- 
sition not in quite such a hurry to wash their 
spears; hut muster creditable. Irish cimp 
deserted, “ You Bee,” said J ustin McCarthy, 
“it isn't our funeral. But the bhoys are 
hanging round and will turn np if wanted,” 

Henry Fowler moved Second Beading 
Parish Councils Bill. Adroit and able speech ; 
rather hard on Walter Long; to him 
deputed position of spokesman on Front 
Opposition bench. Brought down notes of 
convincing speech. Fowler getting in first 
anticipated all his objections ; met tnem with 
benevolent alacrity that disarmed hostility. 
What did statesmen opposite want ? Any- 
thing in reason should be conceded. Give 
your orders, gents, whilst the waiter ’s in the 
room,” 

This an admirable stroke of business, but 
a little depressing from spectacular point 
of view. No more pyrotechnics ; no further 
meetings on the floor; no more grips at 
close quarters. Hayes Fisher looked on 
moodily; Logan passed Front Opposition 
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“THE PAPER OF THE DAY 
AFTER TO MORROW.” 

[In one of the magazines an entire 
article has been transmitted to the 
office, not by the post, but by mental 
suggestion. — News paragraph,‘\ 

SCEH’E — JSditor's Room of “ The 

Mental Mirror of the Uni- 
TuiiE— An hour "before 

publication. Editor and Chief- 

Sub. discovered in consultation. 

Editor, Dear me, Mr. Patste, 
this is very anuoy ing ! Debate on 
Africa in the House to-night, and 
our leader-writer has sent in no 
copy I Why did you not commu- 
nicate with me ? 

Chief ’Sub, Well, Sir, as you 
were dining with the Duke, I did 
not like to aisturb you, especially 
as I had arranged matters, 1 
have got some one else to knock 
off the article. 

Ed, Yery good, and where does 
it come from ? 

Chief Sub, I turned on the 
mentophone and found Lord Ma- 
caulay disengaged. 

Ed, Of course he writes smartly 
enough, but I should have thought 
he was scarcely sufficiently well- 
up in the subject. 

Chief- Sub, So he said. Sir : so 
we applied to Sir Walter Ba- 
le igh, who has sent in a good 
column. 

Ed, His English, I am afraid, 
is a trifle old-fashioned. 

Chief Sub, Well, yes, Sir; a 
little. But I gave it to one of 
OUT subs, who has made black 
letter a study, and between them 
they have turned out a very de- 
cent leader. Sorry to say the wire 
has broken down between London 
and the seat of the war, so we 
have no despatches. 

Ed, Distinctly annoying I How- 
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SANCTA SiMPLICITAS. 


Housemaid “We ’eb getting up a Sweepstakes, Mrs. Thrupp. 

Won't you join V * , t 

Housekeeper , “Gracious mb, Chilu ; not I ! Why if I wojv a 
Hob SB I shouldn’t enow what to do with him ! ” 


ever, I think I can put myself in 
communication^ witu our special. 
{Takes a pen in his right hand^ 
and commences writing,) Well, 
what next ? 

Chief Sub, But shall I not dis- 
turb you ? 

Ed, Hot at aU ; my right hand 
is in sympathy with Longbow, 
so I need not pay any attention 
to what he is sending us until he 
gets to the end of his copy. 
Everything else right ? 

Chief Sub, I think I may ven- 
ture to say “Yes,” Sir. Mrs, 
Covers, who does our reviews, 
has neglected to send in her stuff, 
but I have used the mentophone 
again in that case. Put on 
Charles Lamb. And I think 
that’s all, save, as there is a 
letter about the authorship of 
Hamlet, 1 have got Will^^m 
Shakspeare to answer it him- 
self. And now, Sir, I would 
suggest that, as we are rather 
full up this evening, you might 
conclude that dispatch as quickly 
as possible. 

JEd, My hand has just done 
writing, {Gives copy to^ Chief 
Sub.) Anything worth a line for 
the bill? 

Chief Sub, {after perusal). 
Well, yes, Sir, I find there has 
been a battle, so we may as well 
give that. 

Ed, Everything right now? 
Chief Sub, Everything, Sir. 
Ed, Well, now you can send 
down the paper to press as soon as 
you please. {Exit Chief Sub. to 
carry oui directions,) Dear me! It 
really simplifies matters consider- 
ably when waves of thought will 
do as well as the electric tele- 


TO THE SEA. 

An Expostulation, 

Oh, smooth and smiling ! I have loved thee 
well! - [thy spell ; 

Hymned thee, and heard thee ; lived beneath 
For years thy life-giving ozone have bless’d, 
That maies loose garments tighter round the 
chest. , [white. 

Paced in the dark thy sounding marten t 
And voiced my rapture in the boisterous night. 
Striking the lurking coastguard with affright. 

How on my barque— ah, no ! no hareme he mine ! 
On the new packet of the Angler Line, 

I learn, too late, when fairly out at sea, 

How well they speak who speak not well of 
Implacable, inscrutable Emirs ^ [tbee 
Mock not 1 he captured foe of bloodstained y ears 
As tbon bast mock’d one who ne’er did thee 
wrong, 

Save in the venial fault of unexpressive song. 
Or canst thou this unmea sured vengeance take, 
Remembering some childish duck- and- drake, 
Forgotten long, and never done in spite ? 

How could it harm thy navy- rending might, 
Then, whose huge waves in wanton affiuence 
bang 

Their heads against the rooks, in mid-air hang. 
Up the sheer cliffs clamber with foamy claws, 
Andhackward plunge again ,with mad applause 
Of all the turbulent, tumultuous press 
That hurl themselves to spray in wantonness ? 
Prope, but unconquered, I have roll'd to 
leeward, 


Soothed by the merciless mercy of the steward.. 
How can I stand when hardest steel and 
teak 

Play a vertiginous game of hide-and-seek? 
All is a- swing and dipping and a-roll. 

Oh, vain material creed ! Th’ iah rming soul 
Proves well its immateriality. 

Defying thus the tortures ot the sea, 

That force all else to helpless Bfirrender ; 

For aught hut very Spirit would prefer 
To seek at once the illimitable inane, ^ 

I ban cognisant of anguish thus remain 
The tenant of a desolated shrine, 

A bare clay cabin, like this frame of mine. 
Oh, rich saloons ! Oh, rooms of wretched st ate ! 
The pomp and glory of yon all I hate I 
Ye fulsome diving dados, would ye were 
Extinct as your vocabular congener I 
Place me where errant icebergs, anchored 
deep 

By chains of frost, a darkling vigil kt ep. 
Fixed in the pole’s impenetrable wall. 

Dead to the warmer ocean’s roving call ! 

Far from this liquid way that heaves and rolls, 
This world-long switchback, bounded by the 
poles, . 

This path of pain, whose undulations cease 
Only in that palscocrystio peace ! 

Nay, what is this? How steady! Here we 

are! , __ _ 

Field breezes mingle witlithe oil ahfl^tar, 
And with a shudder I behold anear ^ 

The solid weed- hung timbers of the pier. 
Perfidious sea ! I ’ll trust thee nevjsr more, 
And mock thy fury safely from the shore. 


Xi3.jn.uxjr. 

graph. 

I irojv A \_The Curtain falls uponthe^^itoT^ 
very natural reflection, 

TO HEBE. 

{See the Report of the Lady CommisAoners on 
Women's Labour . ) 

Waitress ! with the dimpled chin, 

C ip as clean as a new pin. 

Here ’s a feather to put in ! 

For Miss Orme’s report declares 
That no male with you compares 
In the showing off of wares. 

Be it counter, be it bar, ^ 

You can ** dress” it— you’re its star, 
Bright, and most particular ! 

Grievances yon have, no doubt ; 

Which of us exists without ? 

Still, you do not pine or pout. 

Standing with reluctant feet 
Always ready, trim, and neat, 

No one tells you — “ Take a seat I 
Hours are long, and meal-time short, 
Mashing bores, who think it “ sport,' 

Say the things they didn’t ought ! 

Gather, then, the lips that fall ; 

Don’t let vulgar chaff appal ; 

To the Bar you’ve had your call I 

" ' Co'F. FOR^COMPETmTE" SPORTSMEN.— Q. 
What is the most unpopular ttog m the 
(sporting) world? A, A “ record,” because 
it is always being “cut, by everybody, 
everywhere, every day . 


VOL. ov. 
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[** He fully admitted the difficulties of the Government and Sir Henry 
Loch. Both found themselves to he in a most exceptionally difficult 
position, created by those who had gone before them by granting in the 
charter to the Company. He admitted that both Lord Ripon 
and Sir Henry Loch did their best in the circumstances for a long time to 
maintain peace ; both urged that war should be avoided. ... Mr. Rhodes 
was Pi^e Minister of Ca^e Colony, and obviously Sir Henry Loch had an 
exc^dingly difficult position in dealing as Prime Minister and as the head 
of the Company with that gentleman, to whom he could not say that he did 


not quite believe him, and that he was forcing on the war.” — Mr, Labouehere 
on trio Chartered Company and Matabeleland.'\ 

Lion-Tamer {grandly), Walk up. walk up, ladies and gentle- 
men I See the great African live lion, Matabele—oalled Lo Ben 
for short — larger than (average) life, and thrice as natural as 
normal (menagerie) nature I Walk up I Walk up I Taming 
process j ust about to begin 

Agent of Menagerie Froprietor {sotto voce). Oh, well you know 









—subject, of course, to — ahem I — every provision being made for— 
a — humanity — and — abem — every precaution being taken against — 
a— a— needless risks, you know, and— a — obvious cruelty, you see— 
and— ahem ! — all that sort of thing, don’t you know. 

Lion'^Tamer {nettled), No, I don t know, dontcher know. And 
what’s more I don’t believe you know, dontcher know, nor your 
guv’nors neither, for that matter. What is your little game, 
anyhow ? 

Agent [with some assumption of dignity). We have no “little 
game.” Little Game is not the word. Lions, I believe, are gene- 
rally called “ Big Game,” by Nimrods ^d others. 

[_8niggers as one who has scored. 
Lion- Tamer [sardonically), Nimrod, indeed I Ah! a mighty 
hunter before the Lords you are, ain’t you? You and your lot! 

Eural rabbits and parochim foxes are G ’s “ Big Game,” eh ? 

Agent, This is neither the time nor the place to argue that point 
Your business is lion-taming ; ours is menagerie-managing. 

Lion- Tamer [scornMly), All right, my noble swell! Manage 
him ! \^ointing to Lxon^ who is ramping and roaring, 

A gent. Not at all, not at all ! [Spectators become impatient, 
Lion-Tamer, Well, look here, do you want this lion tamed for 
you, or do you not f 

Agent, Why, cert’n’ly! Subject of course to the assistance — 
ahem! — I should say supervision of Loch and myself. 

Lion-Tamer, Ah, “ supervise ” away as much as you please, only 
don’t interfere with me. The old game ! Stand by whue I do the 
dangerous patt of the business, hamper me as much as you can, and 
when, in spite of you all, I am successfully through, take the business 
— and the credit — over yourselves ! 

Agent [aside). Wonderful man^ y&cj. Wish I quite knew what 
to make of him. Lion-tamers, like nre, are excellent servants, but 
bad masters. All alike, all alike, Clive, Waeeeh Hastings, 
Kajah Beooke, J amaicaEvBE, BahtleFeere, Gordon, all wonderful, 
and— in the end — ^very useful, but worrying, worrying I 
Lion-Tamer [proceeding). Walk up, walk up, ladies and 

g entlemen! All in to begin! See the big black-maned African 
on, fresh from Mashonaland wilds ; bigger than CHimcHiLL ever 


the Great South African Lion-Tamer, Rhodoeowdidow the Rum- 
bistical. 

Spectators, Hooray I Hooray ! I Hoo-ray ! / / 

Agent [aside). How wonderfully popular these thrasonical wild- 
beast tamers and prancing proconsul sort of fellows are— with the 
gallery ! 

Lion-Tamer [to attendant), I say, just hand me the loaded whip, 
and— keep the poker hot, in case of emergency 

Agent [hurriedly). Oh, here, I say; thatwiU never do, Rhodo- 

EOWDIDOW ! 

Lion-Tamer [impatiently). What do you mean ? 

Agent, Why, you know, loaded bludgeons and red-hot pokers read 
too much like — Cruelty to Animals! What would Laeby and the 
Humanitarians say ? You’re none too popular already, you know, 
in certain quarters. Your masterful little ways and monetaW 
BUCceBs have put a good many backs up. We mustn’t run any need- 
less risks, Rhodo.. WouldnH this little toy- whip and this big 
bottle of [medicated) rose-water do as well ? 

Lion-Tamer [scornfully). Was it with Rose-water that “ John 
Company ” tamed your Indian tiger for you f 


YOU NEYER WROTE. 

(To Another MarCs Fiancie,) 

You never wrote a single word, though I 
Sent prompt congratulations in a note. 

You gave my well-meant greetings the go-by— 
You never wrote. 

Do you remember when we took a boat. 

And slowly drifted ’neath a summer sky ? 
Perhaps you don’t. In fact, perhaps, you vote 
Such memories a bore. You can t deny 
That, polilician-like, you turned your coat, 

In fiie, you jilted me. Is not that why 
You never wrote ? 


chased or Selous slew, or Yan Ambuegh subdued, tamed in the 
twinkling of an assegai, conquered in the ’tss ! oi a Hotchkiss, by 


Mes. R. heard in Scotland that Monson was always a bit of a 
scapegoat. 
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UNDER THE ROSE. 

(A Story in Scenes,^ 

Scene XIY . — The Study at Hornbeam Lodge, 
TmE-— Saturday nighty about 11.30. Mr. Toovey is alone. 


Mrs. Toon, {to her self \ If he is deceiving: me, I can soon find out 
from the look of the joint and tart I 
Mr. Toov. By the way, my love, surely you are rather late this 
evening*, are you not ? it’s nearly twelve ! 

Mrs. Toov. {to herself with a start). Oh, but I will not fib unless 
he forces me to. {Aloud.) I — I was detained later than I expected. 


Mr. Toovey {to himself). Oh the inestimable blessing of having Mr. Toov. And you didn’t expect to be back so very early either, 
nothing on one’s mind again! How providential that I found for vou took the latchkey, didn’t you? 


_ . *- - Tou TOOK tne Jatcnxey, Qidn't your 

Larkins in I He was a little unsympathetic at first, to be sure ; he Mrs. Toov. I happened to find it. Pa, and I thought I might as 
would have it that I must have known all along what the well use it — and why not ? 

Eldorado really was ! but as soon as he saw how strongly I felt Mr. Toov. It was most thoughtful of you, my love, to think of 

about it, he was most helpful, I could not have gone to that place saving Phcebe. By the way, do you notice ? {He looks round 

this evening ; how could I have met Cornelia's eye after it ? As it him suspiciously.) Ah, well, it may be my fancy. And you had a 

cm face her without Surely she is later than usual from successful meeting ? were there many interesting speeches ? 

mis Zenana meeting ! [Wheels are heard outside.) A cab? I do Mrs. Toov {choking). As — as interesting as usual, Theophilus! 

hope nothing is the matter Why, that sounds like — like a latch- (To herself) I ’m sure thaVs true enough ! 

hey I Can it be— ah!— a dispute with the cabman— it must be Mr. Toov. And supper provided afterwards, I suppose? Which 


this Zenana meeting ! ( Wheels are heard outside.) A cab ? I do 
hope nothing is the matter I Why, that sounds like— like a latch- 
T^y I Can it be— ah!— a dispute with the cabman— it must be 


Cornelia I 


A Voice (in earnest remonstrance through the keyhole). ’Ere, I 
say, you don’t sneak off like that^ you know I I knotoed you was 
no good the minnit I clapped 

eyes on you I Are you going to „ 

gimine my^ j 

under a^mile l'' He little knows 

likely ou to^^^ke^ a man or/ his 

^again. ) Thankee, mum, thankee ; 
lor^ want what^s my doc, 


{The front door bangs, accounts for your being late. Dear — dear me ! 




mm 


poorly. She ’s gone into the 
wawing-room, but the re are no 
lights there. She’ll ba here 
directly. 

{He sits up expectantly. 

Mrs. Toov. {to herself in the 
hall). Just as I expected. 
THEOPmLUS not home yet I I 
shall sit up for him in the 
study. [She opens the study 
duor^ and starts ) So there j ou 
are, Pa! And pray when did 
you come in ? 

Mr. Toov. {mildly). Yes, my 
love, here I am ; I ’Ve been in a 
long while, quite a long while. 

Mrs. Toov. [to herself). Aid 
he imagines I believe that! 
[Aloud.) I understood you in- 




{Hisface grows troubled again. 
Mrs. Toov. Is there any reason why there shouldn't be supper 

afterwards, Pa ? 

: — -rr-T — p - y r, Toov. Not iu that house. 

dear friends the Cumber- 
//k/ // •ill 13 M BATCHES do everything on such 

^ truly hospitable scale. Now, 
'!rM / most people in their position 
'!'//>% ^ would have considered tea and 

coffee and sandwiches quite suffi- 
' ‘/‘ '! .'J ijf.' cient. Was it a hot supper, my 

i' / I I'f ■ I i ll ^cve ? 

^ * 'l! ! Mrs. Togo, [desperately). Yes 

. 'V ; t I , ■ ‘m ' — no — rather hot — I didn’t 

,'/ /A ' j||i| notice. You ask such prepos- 
' ft ‘I ;; \ I tcrous questious, Theophilus ! 
l;l ■ ; Mr. Toov. I didn’t mean to. 
•W* ' ! F' •"'i!' ll ^ surprised, 

' *' do you know, at your taking a 

, y •' I ‘. 'U , ' ' ^nb for such a short distance. I 

'' V ''V’'- ' '■ thought you might have felt 

' ' y ' f ■ unwell; but perhaps dear Mrs. 

■ BSh ‘ H ! Cumbers ATCH insisted 

.iiJff*. ' ?'/''* 1 Toov. Why, of course. 

ijj I Pa; you know how kind and 
considerate she is; otherwise 
^ should never have dreamed 

'' * Toov. Just what I 

^ thought, my love. But wasn't 
~ /Ih r l lMiriBlM " cabman rather uncivil? I 

wonder you gave way to him— 
unless, of course, he was drunk. 

-dfra. Toov. He was — dis> 
gracefully drunk, Pa ; if you 
- heard so much, you must have 

^ noticed that ; and how you 

“ could sit quietly here and never 
. . think of coming to my assist- 

^ hardly for you 

to reproach me for submitting 
"-'r - to his extortion I 

'' Indeed, my love, 

^ I’d no idea — you are generally 
so very firm with cabmen that 


^ 1 ' ' ' ' 

tt~-/s!=5?m> jij 'kj 




evening “ Mra. Toovey suddenly siU down, scarlet.” ' {Chanmng the subject,) 

^rs ^ 1 ,^ noticed a note for you lying on the h£i tabk^? ’ It^mus^have^^e 

vnn somewhere together, Pa? Come, after you left. It looked to me wonderfully like dear Mrs. Cra- 

^ 1101,0. T J-J ,x X ... X bicebatch’s writing, but what could she have to write about when 

^ didn t go to that she would be seeing you directly ? Did she allude to it at all? 

) Why you see Jfrs. rooo. From Eliza Cximbeebatch P Ho ; at least, she— I ’ll 
I fopad Chabbes was engaged to dine go and get it. {8he goes into the hall and finds ihe note.) Good 
Jffrs , ixrv m gracious it fsELiZA’shand! {She reads it hu^iedly under the hall- 

PfliLus learnt sTipb hrarin Just a line. Zenana meeting postponed at last moment. 

coiJ^S vou camra^a^lff ^ ^ Oh I and then of Will let yon know when another day fixed.” Well, it will save me 

Mr ^oo^w/v ^ f A 1 T r . . , to her; hut, oh dear, the stories I ’ve been 

re^^cterthS }Zf ^ ii^iniediately. I-I suddenly teUing Pa I But he ’s as bad-I know he ’s as bad ! 

wMcli was liATn on a little matter of business Mr. Toov. [as Mrs. T. retursis). So you found the note, Cornelia, 

ay- and what does Mrs. Cumbeebatch say ? 

those horrid* Exactly the excuse in all Mrs. Toov. [putting the note in the fire). It -it was only from— 

late eh Pa ? Xme bn^ifisf.l business kept you rather from my dressmaker. {To herself.) He drives me to this I 

Mr. Toov (to rLa ^ ,,, {again uneasy). Do you know, Cornelia, I— I may be 

after all! (Aloud almost feel as if I d gone wrong, but i’ve a very strong suspicion that 

sunnose I Tniiaf Lavl ^ nyr dear, not so very. I Mrs. Toov. {in terror). Pa, speak out I In — ^in the name of 

and nine, and Ph®^^ Heaven, is it you suenect ? * aii m tue name 

very^well ve^weU inde^ “i^tton and the apple-tart, so I did Mr. To(w. It’s “getting stronger every moment. I’m sure of it. 
* ^ My love, there ’s a strange man downstairs in the kitchen I 
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Mrs, Toov, {with a gasp of relief), A man ! Ok, this must le 
seen into at once ! {She rings the hell furiously ; presently^ PflffiBE 
appears, evidently only half-awahe,) Phcebe, "wliat does this mean ? 

1 insist on the truth ! 

Phcehe, Pm very sorry m’m, but I’d no idea you was home, and 
I was sitting up for you downstairs, and I expect I must have 
dropped asleep, and never heard you come in. 

Mrs, Toov, Don’t attempt to deceive me ! You are entertaining 
a man downstairs, contrary to all my orders. Yes, it ’s useless to 
deny it, your master has distinctly heard sounds. 

Mr, Toov, No, my love, I can’t exactly say as much as lhat—but 
— yes, every time the door opens it ’s more perceptible I {He sniffs,) 
Don’t you observe v ourself, my dear, a remarkably strong odour ol 
tobacco-smoke ? Now, as I never have been a smoker myself, it 
stands to reason that [_Mr8, T, suddenly sits down, scarlet, 

Phcehe {roused), I ’m sure if you and master suspect me of con- 
cealing followers downstairs, you’re welcome to search as much as 
you please I Cook’s |:one up to bed hours ago, and for a poor girl 
to be kep’ up to this time o’ night, and then have her character 
took away— why, I’m not accustomed to such treatment, and, what’s 
more, put up with it I won^t 

Mrs, Toov, {to herself, guiltily). It’s that j&lthy smoke at the 
Eldorado! {Aloud.) THEOPHiLira, how can you have such 
ridiculous fancies ? Tobacco, indeed ! 1— J don’t notice anything. 
Phcebe, it was a mistake of your master’s ; I don’t blame you in the 
least. There, you ’ve sat up long enough, go to bed, go, girl I 

Phcehe. Beggin’ your pardon, m’m, but insinuations have been 
descended to which I can t pass over in a hurry, and before I go 1 
should wish 

Mrs. Toov, {feverishly), I tell you it was all a mistake. Your 
master will apologise for it. Pa, say you ’re sorry ! 

Phcehe, I don’t require no apologies from master, m’m. I can 
make allowances for hhn — ^more partickler as there’s no mistake 
about there being a smell of tobaccer-smoke. I don’t wonder at 
anyone noticing it. It’s your sending for me like this, and trying 
to shift the blame on the innercent, when all the time 

Mrs, Toov, {to herself). This is too intolerable! {Aloud.) 
Haven’t I said I didn’t blame you, you unreasonable girl I Let us 
have no more of this impertinence I Leave us ! 

Phcehe, I will, m’m, as soon as ever you can get suited, for, to 
tell you the truth, I don’t like such goings on as these ; and I ’ll 
take care I get a good character, too, or I ’ll know the reason why ! 
{As she closes the door.) And I ’ope master will satisfy himself 
where the smell of tobacco reelly does come from, I’m sure; it isn’t 
from downstairs! [^8he vanishes, leaving Mrs. T. petrified, 

Mr, Toov, You see, my love, it couldn’t have been all my fancy, 
because Phcebe noticed it too. Dear me, it’s late; I’d better go 
and see that everything is locked up. {As he passes Mrs. T.) It ’s 
very extraordinary. Surely they don’t allow any of the missionaries 
to smoke at these Zenana meetings, my love— do they ? 

Mrs, Toov, Of course they don’t. I — I am at a loss to understand 
you, Theophilus, and— and I am going to bed, 

Mr, Toov. No, but really “Why, I see how it was ! Depend 

upon it, my dear, that caoman must have been sitting inside the 
vehicle smoking, with the windows up, before you got in. Yes, yes ; 
that accounts for everything, 

Mrs, Toov, {faintly). Do you think so, Theophilus? I — I 
remember notiemg a smell of cigars. 

Mr, Toov, {as he goes out). My poor dear love, what a trial for 
you ; and you never complained I Now, when I see dear Mrs CuM- 
BEBBATCH at chuTch to-morrow, I must really caution her not to 
employ that cabman again— she may have taken his nuinber. and he 
really ought to lose his licence — drunk, and smoking inside his cab ! 
Oh, I shall tell her I \_He goes out. 

Mrs, Toov, {alone). Pa shall not go to church to-morrow, 1 will 
take care of that, and by the time he sees Eliza again he will have 
forgotten all about it. Is he doing all this to cover his own mis- 
doings ? I can’t rest till I know ! I will make Ch:ables tell me on 
Monday. But what if Pa is blameless ? No, he must have been 
doing something he oughtn’t to. It would be too horrible if it turned 
out that I— 7 am the only person who has been {she catches her 
hreath with a shudder) “ hi-tiddley-ing,” as those vulgar wretches 
would call it! There’s only one comfort that I can see* nobody 
here is ever likely to know, unless I choose to betray myself. Oh 
dear ! oh dear I 1 wish I could forget this awful evening ! 

[4S^e ascends the stairs with a heavy and dispirited tread. 
End oe Scene XIV. 


An Inquiry.— M iss Quota writes to ask us “ where the following ; 
well-known lines are to be found : — 

“ ‘Eight hours to sleep, eight hours to food are given. 

Eight hours to play, and all the rest to Heav’n.’ 

[ We are not sure, but imagine that they are to he found in the works of 
^^Anon.^* Anyhow, letter send to Editor of Notes md Queries,^" who 
knows everything,— 



HUMAN NATURE REBELS! 


Poor Mr. Wioolis has just been described by a facetious 
Witness of the Lower Orders as “that there h’old Bloke 
wiv A Choker, an’ a Cauliflower on ’is ’ed ” ! I ! 


TWO YIEWS OF YICTORT. 

The Past. 

The Commander who had fought so bravely was tired out. He 
could go uo farther. He had beaten back the stubborn foa, and 
there was nothing more for him to do. He waited with as much 
patience as he could muster the return of his messengers. In a 
short time he would learn whether the honour of his country had 
been preserved ; whether bis battle was a defeat or a victory. _ 

“ WiU they never come ? ” he murmured. “ Surely by this time 
they should nave learned the truth ? ” 

He had scarcely uttered these words when the scouts returned. 
“General,” cried the leader, “your campaign has been crowned 
with success ! England is herself again I Your reward is assured 1 ” 
And it was. A week later he wa? made a K.C.B. ! 

The Puture. 

The Commander who had contended with the stabboin foe with a 
spirit of stern determination was at length exhausted. He had put 
to flight the enemies who at every step had attempted to bar his 
progress. But now tbe affair was over, and there was little for him 
to do ; so he was waiting as patiently as he could the return of those 
he had sent forward to represent him in the proper quarter. Before 
long he would receive the intelligence for which he hungered. He 
would be told whether all was right or aU was wrong ; whether his 
battle was a defeat or a victory. , . 

“ Will they never come ? ” he murmured. “ Surely by this time 
they should nave revealed the truth, and made the most of the 
opportunity.” 

He had scarcely uttered these words when the scouts came hack. 
“General,” cried the leader, “your campaign has been crowned 
with success! Capel Court is itself again I The Stocks have gone 
up 15, and your success is assured I ” ^ , 

And it was. A week later and he found himself a millionaire 1 


Mem. from Matabeleland.— Most of the newsjrom the Cape, if 
not true, is certainly Lo Ben trovato. 



EFFECTS OF SHYNESS. 

Shy La^y (trying to break the ice\, “What a sad thing it all is about this wretched Goal-Strike, isn't it?" 

Silent Gentlermn (also shy), “Er — ^tes— er— I almost think that everything that can be said on that subject — er — er — 
HAS BEEN SAID ! " [Con'cersation languishes after this. 


^^EULE, BEITANNIA ! ” (?) 

[“Her Majesty.'s Govennnent are perfectly satis- 
fied as to the adequacy and capacity of the British 
Navy to perform all the purposes for which it 
exists." — Mr. Gladstone, in Mouse of Commons, 
Movemher 7, 1893. 

“Every body knows, Liberals as well as Tories, 
that it is indispensable that we should have not 
only a powerful Navy, but I may say an all- 
pawerful Navy." — Mr, Morley at Manchester, 
JSfovemher 8, 1893.] 

Since “ Britam Eirst I ” ia Eate’s command, 
And History bids ns sway the main, 

We feel this charter of our land 
All guardian statesmen must maintain* 
Eule, Beita^inia I Britannia rule the 
waves I 

Out on the Chief wbo only shirks and 
saves I 

The nations must not rival thee, 

Their fleets below our own must fall* 

Thou must, if thou Mst be great and free. 
Still rise superior to them all I 
Eule, Britannia! Britannia rule the 
waves I 

Such primacy e’en peaceful Cobden 
craves. 

Eussia and France are now allies I— 

Though funny, ’tis not ^ a joke* 

As their rejoicings shake the skies, 

Tlmik how the great Free Trader spoke I 
Eule, Britannia! Britannia ride the 
waves I 

Better that Hundred Millions than be 
slaves. 

True, all thy statesmen say the same, 
Morley hands Cobden’s dictum down. 


Yet Ins and Outs do play a game 
That hardly adds to thv renown. 

Eule, Britannia! Britannia rule the 
waves I 

But Parties squabble and the Exchequer 
—saves! 

If thou ’dst maintain thine ocean reign. 

And first in Commerce stiU would' st shine. 

The easy optimistic strain 
And Pangloss pose must not be thine. 

Eule, Britannia! Britannia rule the 
waves 1 

But constant warding constant watching 
craves. 

Devotion to the needs of home, 

And claims parochial, is not all. 

Beware, lest shades more darkling come, 
With gloomier writings on the wall. 

Eule, Britannia! Britannia rule the 
^ waves! 

Britons to careless trust should ne’er be 
slaves. 

Say, Statesman, are those figures found 
Full warrant for your picture bold r* 

Our watch the wave-washed world around 
Needs iron hearts, and ungrudged gold. 

Eule, Britannia I Britannia rule the 
^ waves! 

Britons — free-handed — never need ha 
slaves I 


Mrs. E. thinks the reason so many of the 

S men of the present day are bald is, 
le they don’t use antimacassar oil as 
they did in her time. 


MAECH IN NOVEMBEE. 

“Blow, blow, thou winter wind,” 

In verse some call thee wind. 

Though Thursday’s crowd was thinned 
By blasts so unrefined, 

And men in armour, tinned 
Like lobsters, mutely pined — 

They, later, “wined” and “ginned,” 
Whilst guests superbly dined 
On turtle, fish (that ’s finned)^ 

Joints, game of matchless kind. 

And wines, rare, old, long-binned. 

Blow clear, before, behind. 

The streets where lately dinned 
The band — each man, defined. 

Of Vaterland the hind-- 
And sightless singers whined 
Not much like Jenny Lind ; 

Would they were dumb, not blind I 
Whilst grinders grimly grinned, 

And ground their graceless grind. 

I swore ; perhaps I sinned. 

But now they seem to find 
Their rags, just tied and pinned, 

Let m thy blast unkind, 

By which they ’re almost skinned. 

Then blow, I do not mind, 

Thou rough November wind— 
Pronounced by many, wind. 


Seasonable. 

When garden lawns are a green bog, 
And shrubbery vistas veiled in fog, 
Eeload revolvers, let dogs run I 
The Burglar Season has begun I 





PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVAEL— Novbwbeb 18, 1893. 



“ RULE, BRITANNIA ! ” (P) 

Shade oe Cobdek {fptoting from his own speech at Rochdale, June 26, 1861). “I AM NOT ONE TO ADVOCATE THE 
REDUCING OF OUR NAVY IN ANY DEGREE BELOW THAT PROPORTION TO THE FRENCH NAVY WHICH 
THE EZIGENCIE8 OF OUR SERVICE REdUIRB. WE HAVE A LEGITIMATE PRETENSION TO HAVE A LARGER 
NAVY THAN FRANCE. ... IF THE FRENCH GOVERNMENT SHOWED A SINISTER DESIGN TO INCREASE 
THEIR NAVY TO AN EOUALITY WITH OURS, I SHOULD VOTE A HUNDRED MILLIONS STERLING 
RATHER THAN ALLOW THAT NAVY TO BE INCREASED TO A LEVEL WITS OURS. ... I HAVE SAID 
so IN THE HOUSE OF COMMONS, AND I REPEAT IT TO YOU.” 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

Me. Pishee Unwin- is, my 
Baronite writes, still engaged in 
the important work, some time 
ago undertaken by his house, of 
publishing The Story of the 
Nations, The last volume issued 
is the thirty-fifth, in which Mr. 
Ureville Teegaethen deals 
with the History of the Aus- 
tralian Commonwealth. Aus- 
tralasia is a mere chit among 
the nations of the world, and 
story, G*od bless you, it has 
hardly any to tell. It has 
never been at war except with 
the aboriginal settlers, who 
were, at the outset, so lost to all 
proper feeling as to resent the 
incursion of the white man, 
occasionally carrying their pre- 
judice to the absurd extent of 
eating him. But this is ancient 
history in a record which, be- 
ginning a little more than a 
hundred years ago with a con- 
vict settlement — it was on 
January 26, 1788. the British 
fiag was for the first time un- 
furled in Sydney Bay — has 
already spread out lusty limbs 
over a vast Continent. The 
Story of the Nations forms a 
library of itself, and this last 
volume is not the least fascina- 
ting of the series. 

The Baron, while greatly ad- 
miring and certainly grateful 
for the Diamond editions of all 
the best works, and Diamond 
editions should reproduce only 
those that can be classed among 
the “brilliants,” of which two 
or three specimens at a time can 
be carried easily in the pocket 
of an ulster, begs to remind 



CRUELLE ENIGME; OR, TWOS INTO ONE WON’T GO. 

The PfiOBLiM OF the Day; — How to get this year’s sleeves into 
LAST year’s jacket. 


Messrs. Eotjtledge, the repub- 
lishers of Dickens’s works in 
a very pocketable form, that 
much of our journeying is 
done by such gaslight as rail- 
way companies supply, and 
therefore, as this is not ^ways 
of the most powerful kind, 
a book in small type, how- 
ever clear the type may be, is 
unreadable. That is what the 
publishers have to consider. 
This excellent little pocket 
volume of, for example. The 
Cricket on the Hearth^ is of no 
use to the Baron when once out 
of the pocket. True, the pub- 
lishers may say “it is intended 
for the pocket only ” ; but if 
this be the case, then the pockets 
that would sufier would be 
those of the publishers, not those 
of the reading public. The 
Baron’s hints are well worth 
consideration. Bor travelling, 
the publishers might provide 
and sell a small case containing 
the Diamond edition and a port- 
able candle-lamp by whicii to 
read it. Only this would rather 
add to the expense, and with 
every volume one does not wish 
to be obliged to carry a candle- 
lamp. Therefore, bigger and* 
clearer type. That ^s all. Try 
it. and if it does not succeed, 
tlame the hitherto blameless 

Baeon de B.-W. 


Mes. R. saw a headicg in 
a newspaper. Board of Trade 
Returns,^’ Whereupon she ex- 
claimed, “Where’s the Board 
of Trade been to? I suppose 
for a holiday, and we shall have 
to pay I ” 


THE BOGUS MANAGERS VADE MEOUM. 

Question, Is it an easy thing to become the manager of a theatre ? 

J newer. Why, certainly ; you require no cash, and very little 
credit. 

Q. Is it necessary that you should have any special training to 
enable you to appropriately fill so responsible a position ? 

A, No. If you are sufficiently impudent, you may in the past have 
been a betting- man, a crossing- sweeper, or an unqualified 
dentist. 

Q. Will you have any difficulty in securing a theatre ? 

A, Not at all. You will always find someone willing to accept 
you as a lessee without making any inquiry as to your antece- 
dents. 

Q, Having obtained a theatre, what is your next step ? 

A, To get together a company. This is easily managed, as the 
dramatic trade- journals give every week a long list of actors and 
actresses who are “ resting.” 

Q, What do you understand by such a word ? 

A, That the advertiser is much in need of an engagement, but is 
too proud to acknowledge it. 

Q, Such a frame of mind is, I suppose, 
favourable to hurried and unconsidered 
engagements ? 

A, Q,uite so. It is an easy matter to 
get an entire company on excellent terms. 

Not that money is of any importance ; for 
you may as well promise five pounds a week 
as five shilling s, if you do not intend to pay. 

Q, Having secured your company, what 
is the next step ? 

A, To make them rehearse three weeks 
or a month without a salary. 

Q, I suppose you have no trouble about 
obtaining a piece on advantageous terms ? 

A, None whatever. If you are lucky 
you will get some conceited noodle to pay 


NEWS FROM THE LAW COURTS. 



you for producing his play ; and if you are not so fortunate, why at 
least you will get a drama, comedy, or burlesque for nothing. 

Q, Say that you are ready to begin, will you have any difficulty 
in obtaining the preliminary announcements ? 

A, No. For having been trusted by the proprietor of the theatre, 
the advertisement agents will follow suit, and you will obtain 
sufficient publicity to balance your requirements. 

Q, And what will take place on and after the opening ol the 
playhouse under your management ? 

A, You will get more or less ready money taken at the doors 
during five days of the week, with which you can safely decamp 
without paying anybody on or before the sixth. 

Q. Will not your sudden departure cause some inconvenience to 
a large number of persons connected with the enterprise ? 

A, Assuredly. Manyof the company you have engaged will starve, 
and the other parties t> the proceedings will use strong language as 
they wipe ofE your liability as a bad debt. 

Q. Is it possible that you will be made a bankrupt? 

A, Not only possible, but probable, 

Q, And will this end your theatrical career ? 

A, Why, of course not. All you will 
have to do is to take a little holiday. 

Q, And after the holiday, what next ? 
A, Why, then you can secure another 
theatre and repeat the proceedings with 
exactly similar results. 


Cold but Tn-yig-oratiiig. 


THE GINGHAM-GRABBER. 

Someone wrote, “Killing’s no Murder,” 
Nothing well could be absurder 1 
But to many in our time 
Stealing (umbrellas) seems no crime. 
Therefore, to a frank plain dealer, 
Killing—an umbrella-stealer-- 
Might be called— by Justice tried — 
Justifiable Snobioide I 
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“ CRAMWIING.” 

AfecHonate Uncle, “Glad to see yott, Ropert. Now tell me all about it. What Form are you in, Old Boy?” 

J^ephew {just returned from Harrow'^, “Well, TJnclb, not so bid, 1 think, I can generally manage a couple op Eggs 
TWO Sausages or Kidneys, some Dondee Marmalade, and two Cops op Copper por Breakfast. I always have a little 
Luncheon, any amount op Roast Beef or Mutton por Dinner, and I generally look in at the Confectioner’s in the 
afternoon, and invariably wind up with a good Supper. What do you think of that ? ” 

\_Disappomted and misunderstood Uncle subsideSt and thinks it best to make no comments. 


THE NINTH OF NOYEMBER. 

The Lord Mayor’s Stow, I saw it from tlie Strand, 

I stood and waited there an hour or so, 

Till from afar there came with blare of band 
The Lord Mayor’s Show. 

In civic splendour and with footstep slow 
Passed the procession, glorious and grand I 
I liked the soldiers well enough, although 
The men from Deal looked quite at home on land. 

Yet I confess that when I came to go, 

I said that once a year ’s enough to stand 
The Lord Mayor’s Show. 

The Black Art ” Revived I— “ The best specimen of the Black 
, <l^oth the Baron de B. W., “ that I have lately seen, is the re- 
mblication of the works of the Wizard of the North, alias Sir 
Walter Scott, Bart., in a series of substantial library-shelve-ish 
volumes, printed in. good clear type.” 

a. E. D. 

Don’t teU me of “ room at the top 1 ” It ’s a case, 

I ’m sure, of “ ho thoroughfare.” I’m at the base I 
Does that not sufSlce you ? There only remains 
Some “ room at the top ” of your head, man, for brsdns. 

A Dickensian Question. — A t the date when Martin Chuzz^ewit 
was ^ written, what may fairly be assumed to have been the 
fashionable hour for dining P 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

EXTRACTED FROM TBOE DIARY OP TOBY, M.P. 

House of Commons, Monday^ November 6 .— -Prince Art hue in fine 
form to-night; made one of those speeches that distinctly enhance 
Parliamentary reputation. Ticldish situation for Leader of Oppo- 
sition in face of Parish Councils Bill. Won’t do, with General 
Election within measurable distance, to declare plump against it ; 
still less will it suit party to support one of princinal measures of 
a Government whose successive steps, however devious, are aU 
bent upon goal of Home Rule. For two nights men rising from 
Opposition benches have endeavoured to wriggle through this 
difioulty ; been more or less unsuccessful ; Prince Arthur, with 
sure aim and light touch, does and says exactly right thing. 

By all means let Hodge have a voice in direction of Ms own 
affairs ; his best friend, the party who spent themselves in Ms behalf 
in Corn-Law days, who acted in his best interests whenever ques- 
tion of political enfranchisement or Ms relations to parson and 
squire cropped up-“the great Tory party would be the very last 
to slacken effort for his prosperity. So anxious are they on the 
score, they would not imperil opportunity by throwing ont this 
Bill on the Second Reading. But Prince Arthur showed, in 
little asides, that this particular measure is badly conceived., not 
nearly so good as what would have befallen Hodge had a Unionist 
Ministry been in office. For an hour the Prince spoke, displaying 

K l mastery of the subject, managing, without assuming a 
attitude, to bestow upon the measure some damaging blows. 
First time since House met Mr. G. began to show that keen 
interest in proceedings which he seemed to have reserved for Home 
Rule Bill. Sat listening intently with hand to ear as Prince Arthur 
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gracefully glided on from point to point. Pretty little^ eparring 
matoh. when PiiiNCB Abthue endeavoured to draw him into doing 
something damaginsr, either in the way of reticence or declaration, 
touching GrROEOB Eitssell’s explosive speech on Friday night. “I 
would not,” observed Peiis^ce Aethue, “have said so much, but 
I presume that in this matter the hon. gentleman represented 

J the Government of 

which he is a mem- 
ber.” Mr. G. shook 
his head. “Then 
> disclaims it?” 

shook his 
head again. “ Oh, 
though he does 

I ^ 1 ,, " H, not dissociate him- 

u self from the Under- 

1 y ] \ Secretary of India, 

t. -ml A does not associate 

' \ the Government with 

.h \ hisremarks?” Mr, 

*' \ Ill'll ’ll I \ 8§rain shook his 

■ ' I 1 ' tee MW \ head, finally ex- 

' • -t I If m \ plaining that his 

1 l.,‘\h! I11UJ44-I Hfli jl \ y oung friend and col- 

I ' \ league had merely 

I revived former cus- 

1 1 \ /fTTtn tom — existing ‘ ‘ in 

M my early days”~ 

^ whereby Ministers 

y not in the Cabinet 

' and not connected 

1 I with department 

I specially concerned 

1 I in matter at issue, 

I might enter at large 

I into general debate. 

1 “Here, here!” 

1 said Ellis Ash- 

1| \ I MEA.D -BaETLETT 

1 ' (Knight), for once 

! in agreement -with 

the views of Arch 
I A Enem:^. 

m Business done,-- 

f More debate on 

^ Parish Councils Bill. 

As usual, adjourned 
at midnight. Motion 
_ made that House 

T. H. Napoleon Boltonparty “ objected to ladies tethwith adjourn. 

being Justices of the Peace,” Oliver Bollii asks 

Justice Eerself , “Aha! Show me the man who formore. Tooeply 


said that ! 


speech. No truckling to Socialism. No bowing the knee to the Baal 
Hodoe. No leaning on the arm of Rimmon as he goes to worship in 
the temple of the Compound Householder. The Bill another down- 
ward step on the pathway dug out for the chariot of Free Trade ; 
the couutrv going to dogs at accelerated pace. 

Small House, but it listened with delight to the most thoroughly 
honest speech heard from any bench through many Parliaments. 

Business tZowa.— Parish Councils Bill read second time. 

Thursday,— Still smiling at Peincb Aethue’s joke; led up to 
with great skill ; last touch of art given in the look of startled sur- 
prise with which he regarded uproariously laughing audience. Was 
passing eulogy on Rhodes and the Chartered Company, forasmuch 
as, wMlst certainly mowing down the Matahele with the Maxim 
gun, they had spread the benefits of civilisation, “ extending rail- 




m 


to go home; might 
as well sit up tiU 
House aghast. Sqxjiee of 


one o’clock, and take private Bills. House aghast. Squiee of 
Malwood discreetly says he will think the matter over, 

Tuesday , — Another night on Parish Councils. Debate should have 
finished last night ; finally arranged to close it before dinner hour 
to-day; but it dribbled on to midnight. As there was an hour to 
spare, Tommy Bowles, who since Session resumed has been silent in 
six languages, thought he might as well say a few words. Romped 
in at half -past ten ; awkward this ; about the hour when Jokim had 
intended to lift debate out of rut by one of his luminous speeches. 
Thomas, however, thought House would prefer to hear him. At 
any rate, he provided opportunity. When at length J oeim spoke upon 
subject on which he is supreme authority, House almost empty, 
altogether languid. 

Brightened up for moment at SftUiEE of Malwoob’s happy wit. 
J OKiM, fdllowing on line trekked by Prince Aether, suggested 
that half of Bill dealing with Poor Law matters should be abandoned. 
“According to judgment of Solomon,” said the Sqeiee, “it was 
the true mother who would not consent to divide her child in two.” 

A dreary night made endurable by incursion of Knatchbell- 
Heoessen— Herbeet Thomas, of Faversham division of Kent. For 
many years his brother sat in House till he finally wobbled into a 
peerage, and, as Rosebery said, wore his coronet as a crown of 
thorns because it had been given him by Mr. G. When he was 
with us here, and one turned to Dad to find him under heading 
“ Heq-essen,” there was discovered instruction “ See Knatchbell- 
Heoessen.” This was explained at the time on score that no one 
from day to day exactly knew where Heoessen was. 

Different with his younger brother, “ Sometimes,” he said just 
now, looking sorrowfully round the House, a gleam of comfort 
brightening his eyes as they rested on a back view of Jimmy 
Lowihbe’s head, “ I believe I ’m the only Tory left in the House.”* 
To-night up and smota Parish Councils Bill in uneompromimng 


ways, extending telegraphs, ^ ^ n 

extending roads.” 0 ~ 

“ Exactly,” said the ^ o .,0 ^ 

Sage oe Queen Annbs 
G-ate. “I spoke for an ! 
hour and a half, and Bal- x' 

Foun puts wllat I had . K.C' '■ ' 

meant to say in a phrase, ^ 

What is all this action in \ ^ W 

Masbonaland, this spend- " 

ing of money, and making 

of war, but the Extension 

Maoeiee undertook to 
defend Chartered Company 
against attack of Sage. 

“ Terrible work. Toby,” he ^ 

said, mopping his heated 

brow. “ Much rather ap- 

proach Lobengela’s kraal 

itself than stand up and 

face the House.’ ’ 

Had to be done, however, / 

and Mageiee not the man 
to run away from anything 
approaching a fight. Still 
he observed precaution of 
getting as near the door as 

remote end ahnoS a Division, 

outside limits of bar. Also he found some subtle comfort, strength, 
and consolation in standing on one leg whilst he addressed the 
Speaker, Sometimes it was the right leg, sometimes the left. 
Whether on one or the other— not for a moment on two— he described 
to the charmed House how the cherished object of Mr. Rhodes, the 
one desire upon which all the energies of the Chartered Company were 
bent, was that the men of Matabele should “ marry and settle down.” 

Business done , — Discussion of affairs in Matabeleland, 

Friday , — Debate on M‘Laeen’s Amendment to Employers’ Liability 
Bin brought to conclusion at midnight. Thought it would be ail 
over before dinner ; dragged on hour after hour with ever deepening 
depression. Seems as it already, in this first fortnight of Autumn 
Session, energy’s sapped; dulness certainly dominant. 

“The fact is.” said The Sqeire of Malwood, “there is no 
fight about the House now Joseph is awa*. Hear he is coming hack 
towards end of next week, balmy from the Bahamas, breezy from 
the Atlantic. I shouldn't at all wonder if, upon his arrival, a genial 
change was wrought in things generally.” 

Business done , — Government defeat averted by maj ority of 19. 


QUEER QUERIES. 

The London Programme.— I entirely approve of the spirited i 
protest lately made by the cabmen against that vile instrument of 
Monopoly, the ‘ * Station Omnibus,” But what I want to ask is whether 
there is no plan of doing away with a still .more nefarious specimen 
of capitalistic greed and oppression— I allude to the “ Out-Porter.” 
Why should this minion of railway tyrants be permitted to take the 
beer out of the mouths of honest English working-men? I and a 
number of my pals are constantly loafing round the station in our 
suburb waiting for a job of luggage- carrying, or if we aren’t exactly 
at the station, we are always to be found at the Public just opposite. 
Will it be believed that passengers actually prefer to engage this 
avaricious blackleg, the Out-Porter, instead of employing us ! Their 
paltry excuse is that he charges less than we do and is more civil. 
That shows him to be a contemptible blackleg I Only a serf of our 
present miserable social arrangements is ever civil to anybody. 
Call him an Out-Porter I If me and my pals catch him one of 
these dark nights we ’ll make an Out-Patient of Mm I Is the mere 
convenience of the puhHo for ever to override the legitimate claims 
of the deserving unemployed ?— Corner Boy, 
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POPULAR SONGS RE-SUNG.- 


AFTER THE BALL.’ 


[The authors of the various versions of this ** popular song ” will not, Mr Punch is sure, object to its refrain being used in a far wider sense 
being applied, so to speak, to a more extemive fiphere —than they contemplated.] 




Man, yonth or maiden, amatenrs, pros., 
Season of snow-storms, time of the rose, ' 

^Tis the same story all have to tell I 
Not even Kipling’s ^o half as well. 

Nay ; and this story is real and true. 

All England over, Colonies too, 

Cricketers, golfers, footballers, all 

One pursuit follow— -they ’re After the Ball 1 

Chorus^ 

After one ball-game ’s over, 

Promptly the next seems born ; 

Quickly the Blackburn Rover 
Treads on the “ Corn Stalk’s ” corn. 

Grace, Gunn, and Read, the Brothers 
Renshaw, fall off with the Eall; 

But there come hosts of others— 

After the Ball I 

Lords and the Oval, crowded and bright, 

Send King Willow’s subj ects wild with delight. 
What are they doing ’midst shout and cheer ? 
Smiting and chasing a small brown sphere ! 
Fielded, Sir ! Well hit ! I Played, in- 
deed!!! Widen !I 

Oh, well returned. Sir I Caught ! No ! 

Well tried I [means it all 1 

Cheering 1 Half - maddened ! And what 
Grown men grown boys again— After the 
Ball! 

Chorus— 

Sixer, or maiden over, 

Misfield that moves young scorn, 


Every true cricket-lover 
Stares at from early morn. 

Watching the “champion” scoring, 

Ring and pavilion, all 
Caattering, cheering, roaring, 

After the Ban I 

Then in October’s chill and gloom, 

Wickets for goals make reluctant room. 

Talk is of “forwards,” and “backs,” and 
“ tries.” 

“ Footbawl Herdition ! ” the newsboy cries. 

Fancy that, for a sportsman’s fad ! 

Players go frantic, and critics mad ; 

Pros, and amateurs squabble and squall, 

And cripples seek hospital— After the Ball! 

Chorus — 

After the Ball the “ Rovers” 

Rush, and the “ Yillans ” troop ; 

‘ ‘ W olves ” — who have lamb-like lovt r j — 
Worry and whirl and whoop. 
Scrimmages fierce, wild jostles. 

Many a crashing fall, 

FoRow as “ Blade ” hunts “ Throstle,” 
After the Ball ! 

Balls are not all of leather, alas ! 

Cricket, golf, tennis, and football pass ; 

But Roberts the marvellous, Peall the 
clever, 

Like the Laureate’s Brook, can go on for 
ever I 


The ivory ball— like the carvings odd 
In a Buddhist shrine— seems an ivory god ; 
And “ A Million Up ” will be next the call 
Of the “ exhibitiomsts ” — After the Ball I 

Chorus — 

After the Ball is over ? 

Nay, it is never done I 
All the year roxmd some lover 
Keeps up the spheric fun I 
■ Ivory ball or leather, 

Someone will run or sprawl, 

Whate’er the hour or weather, 

After the Ball I 

Is ’t that our earth, which, after all. 

Itself ’s a “ dark terrestrial ball,” 

Robs all “ sportsmen ” of sober sense 
Within its sphere of infiaence ” ? 

“ Special Editions ” just to record 
How many kicks at a ball are scored ? 1 ? 1 
Doesn’t it prove that we mortals all 
Have gone sheer “ dotty” — After the Ball ? 

Chorus — 

After the Ball ! — as batter. 

Handler of clnb, racquet, cue. 

Or kicker of goals— what matter ? 

A Ballomaniao you 1 
Each is as mad as a hatter, 

Who is so eager to sprawl, 

Scrimmage, scout, smash, smite, clatter. 
After the Ball I 


THE HEIGHT OE COMEORT. 

Q. I want to consult yon about Flats. You must know all about 
them, as you have tried this kind of “ high life ” for a year. And 
r am quite charmed with the idea of getting one. Now, don’t you 
liud that they have many advantages over the old-fashioned separate 
house system ? 

A, Oh, a great many I 

Q. I suppose that even in such paradises a few drawbacks do exist P 

A. A few. For instance, did you notice, during your painful 
progress upstairs, a doctor coming out of the rooms just below us ? 
No P Then you were fortunate. There ’s a typhoid case there, we 
hear. 

Q. Dear me I Now I think of it, I did meet a woman dressed as 
a hospital nurse. But she was coming down from somewhere 
above you. 

A. Yes. The people over our heads. It ’s a scarlet fever patitnt 
they have, I believe. We can hear the nurse moving about in the 
middle of the night. And chemists’ hoys with medicines call at our 
do r, by mistake, at all hours. 

Q. Soill, they can’t get in. Your fiat is your castle, surely ? 

A» Quite so. It’s a pity it isn’t a roomitr castle. Our bedrooms 
are like cupboards, and look out on a dark court. We have to keep 
the gas burning there all day. 


Q. Oh, indeed I But then, being on one fioor, living must he 
much cheaper, because you can do with only one servant P 
A. That is true ; but we find that the difficulty is to get servants 
to do with us. They hate being mastheaded like this ; they miss 
the area, and the talks with the tradesmen, and so on. 

Q. But they must go downstairs to take dust and cinders away P 
A, No, those go down the shoot. At least, a good many of the 
cinders do, though pome seem to stop on the way. Our downstair 
neighbours complain horribly, and threaten to summon us. 

Q. Do they? On the whole, however, you find your fellow- 
residents obliging ? ^ , 

A, Oh, very 1 The landing window leads to some disputes. We 
like it open. The people upstairs prefer it shut. The ease comes on 
at the police court next week. 

Q. You surprise me 1 Then, as regards other expenses, you save, 
don’t you, by paying no rate® ? ^ , 

A» We do. That is why our landlord charges us for these eight 
rooms on one floor just double what we should have to pay for a 
large house all to ourselves. 

Q. Tbanks for giving me so much information. Of course, I 
knew there must he some disadvantages. And you won’t he sur- , 
prised to hear that we have taken a fiat after afi, as they are so j 
fashionable? ' 

A, On the contrary, I should be quite surprised if you didn't. 
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SAD! 

Sportsman {proud of Ms favourite), ** Now that *s a Mare I MAJ>n entieelt mtself I Marvellously clever, I can tell you I ” 
Non- Sportsman {from town^ startled), Eh, what? Dear me ! 'Wondbefully clever, certainly.” {Mentally.) ‘'Poor fellow, 
poor fellow 1 what a most extraordinary Hallucination 1” 


HOME RAILS. 

{By a Mournful Moralist , ) 

Each day my heart with pity throbs ; 

Can sympathy refuse 
The ready tears, the frequent sobs, 

When reading: City news ? 

Not long: ago I daily found 
That you were good and “ strong” — 
Tou gained but little, I ’ll be bound, 

Nor kept that little long ; 

Yet I was happy, since it meant 
That, for a blissful term. 

You were so very excellent, 

So “ steady” and so “ firm.” 

Prosperity brings pride to all ; 

You rose too hi^ to sell. 

Then— pride must always have a fall— 
You lamentably fell. 

Think what your altered state has cost. 

Alas, you must confess 
That you are ruined since you lost 
Your noble steadiness I 

“ Unsettled ” then-oh, feeble will I— 

“ Inactive ” you were too. 

There’s Someone “finds some mischief 
stiU 

For idle hands to do.” 

Why be inactive ? All should work. 

Pise then, and do not seek 
Good honest enterprise to shirk, 

Because you ’re rather “ weak.” 

Alas, what use exhorting that 
Your fall you should annul ? 

When some remark that you are “ fiat,’ 
And others call you “doll.” 


At times I hoped that you would turn. 
And mend your evil ways, 

That you were “better,” I would learn, 
And “quiet” on some days. 

But now your baseness fitly ends, 

“ Irregular ’’—and so 
You are ^‘neglected” by your friends, 
Who all pronounce you “ low.” 

This conduct gives me such a shock, 

I wipe my streaming eyes— 

I want to sell some rail wav stock ; 

I ’m waiting for the rise I 


The “Ultra Fashionable Dinner- 
hour” WHEN Dickens wrote Martin 
Chuzzlewit, — ^It is mentioned by Montague 
Tigg^ when that typical swindler gives Jonas 
Chuzzlewit an invitation to a little dinner. It 
was “ seven.” Yery few have guessed it, but 
most correspondents have referred to the 
dinner-hour at Todgeris, But Todgers's 
was a very second-class establishment. 

Somebody proposes another Dickensian 
query:— Scene — The wedding at WardWs, 
Time — After the wedding hreahfast: — “At 
dinner they met again, after a five-and- 
twenty-mile walk.” Where did they break- 
fast, and where did they dine, and how many 
hours did men of Mr, Tickmch's and Mr, 
Tupmards build take to do a twenty-five- 
mile walk in ? 

The Golfer's Paradise.— X m^-ed sweet- 
ness long drawn out. 

The real Roads to Success. — Cecil 
Rhodes. 


REX LOBENGULA. 

[“ Rhymes are difficult things, they are stubborn 
things, Sir.”“FiBLDiKG : Amelia,] | 

LOBENOtLA ! LOBENGtJLA ! 

How do you pronounce yonr name ? 

How do those who call you ruler 
Your regality proclaim ? 

Does the stalwart Matabele 
Seared with many a cruel scar, 

Ere he gives his life so freely, 

Hail you Kmg Lobengula ? 

Have I read in British journals, 

On a ’bus en route to Holborn, 

Telegrams where British Colonels 
Have the cheek to call you L6-ben ? 

Has your name some fearful meaning 
Redolent of blood and hones, 

Or am I correct in weening 
It ’s vernacular for Jones ? 

Kaiser I Potentate ! Dictator I 
Any title that ’s sublime 

Choose, but send us cis-equator 
For your name the proper rhyme. 

AFTER THE CALL. 

P** A further call of £5 per share has recently 
been made on the shareholders in one of the 
companies in the Balfour group.”] 

After the call is over, 

What is there left to do, 

Ail absolutely vanished, 

Left not a single sou. 

1 Furniture, trinkets, money. 

Gone, gone, alas 1 are they aR : 
What is there left hut the workhouse 
I After the call ? 
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UNDER THE ROSE. 

{A Story in Seems,) 

Scene XV. — The Drawing-room at Hornbeam JLodge. 


Scene XYI . — In the Study, 

Mrs, Toovey [axing CaiJaLES with her eye). What is this I hear of 
your proceedings last Saturday night, Charles ? Come, you can’t 


^ y jjrawmg-room ai, XK^noeam juoage, jlime— vni> vrni Irnnwl 

Monday evemng^. about six. .Aithea mietfy ttmkmg chords S-fe*!’ f never made any secret about my proceedings. I told 

on the pzano Mrs. Tootet zs szUzng by one of the wzndows. Pinole we might probably drop into the Eldor^o or somewhere after 
Mrs, Toovey ^ [to herself). Where did Theophietts go last Satur- dinner, 
day? He is either the most consummate hypocrite, or the most Mrs, Toov, [to herself in consternation). The Eldorado? they did 
hlameless lamb that ever breathed; and I’m sure I don’t know go there then I If only they didn’t see me I [Aloud,) Yes, Charles, 
which ! But I ’ll find out when Charles comes. It would be go on. And while you were there, did you see anyone you — you 
almost a relief to find Ve, was guilty ; for, if he isn’t But, thank thought you recognised ? 


goodness, he is not very likely ever to hear where I was that 
evening I 

Althea [to herself). It couldn’t really have been Mamma in that 


box: ; she has never made the slightest reference to it. 1 almost too, Charles ? 


Charles [to himself). She ’s heard I [Aloud,) I should rather 
think I did^ Aunt. Never Weas more surprised in my life. 

Mrs, Toov, [with a groan). And— and was your Uncle surprised. 


IM: 


wish she had been there; it would have been easier to tell her. 
What would she say if fhe knew I had gone to such a place 
as the Eldorado ? 

drifs, half unconsciously^ into the air of “The Hansom 
Cabman.” 

Mrs, Toov. What is that tune you are playing, Thea ? 

: Alth. [flushing), N— nothing. Mamma. Only a 

tune I heard when I was in town. The — the boys r"' ^ ' 

in the street whistle it. 

Mrs, Toov, Then it’s hardly fit to be played 
upon piano. I shouldn’t wonder if it came out 
of one of those abominable music-halls I 

AUh, [to herself). She must mean something by 
that. If she was there after all I [Aloud, dis- !g, 

tressed.) Mamma, what makes you say that? ^ 

Bo— do you hnow f 

Mrs. Toov, [in equal confusxon). Know! Ex- 

plain yourself, child. How could I possibly ? ',/ 

(7b herself) I shall betray my sell if I am not 
more careful I 

Alth, T— thought — I don’t know— it was the •• v ' 
way you said it. (7b herself) I very nearly did <t '/•' • 
for my sel f ^ Aa^ time 1 yv \ '' % 

\ Mrs, Toov, [as Althea strikes 7 nore chords), ' IV.*'.. 

For goodness’ sake, Thea, either play a proper 
piece, or shut up the piano and take up some ' 

useful work. There ’s the crazy-quilt I ’ve begun / ' 
the Bazaar ; you might get on with that . , *. 

Alth, [closing the piano). The colours are so 
frightful. Mamma I : 

Mrs. Toov, What does that signify, my dear ? 1 ‘ 

When it ’s for a charity I Really, I ’m beginning 
to think this visit to town has not had at all a ^ ?' ' ‘‘ 
good effect upon you. You’ve come back unable ■ ’ 

to settle down to anything. Yes, I see a great T' <i ;; 

change in you, Althea, and it’s not confined to * 

the worldly way you do your hair. I sincerely {U ^ •’ 
hope it will not strike Mr. Curphew as it does > 

You know he is dining here this evening? 

-?• ^ihed to come a v 

little e^lier [Significantly,) I think he has ' • 

somethmg to sayfto you, Thea. Perhaps you can 
guess what? ^ : 

[twisting her hands nervously). Oh no, ' "■ 

Mamma. I— I can’t see Mr. Cctephew— not alone, 

I mean. « j)ear d( 

Mrs, Toov, Don’t be ridiculous, my dear. You ^ 


“ Bear, dear me 


Charles, Uncle ? I haven’t told him yet. 

Mrs, Toov, But he was there, Charles, with you ; he must have 
see a— whatever you did I Or didn’t he ? 

Charles. At the Valhalla ? my rfear Aunt I 

Mrs, Toov, Who’s talking about a Valhalla? I mean the 
Eldorado^ of course ; that was where you said you went ! 

Charles. No— no, we couldn’t get in at the El. ; 
' T all the stalls gone, so we went to the Val. instead. 
Just the same sort of thing. 

Mrs, Toov, [to herself relieved). To the Val. I 
What a fright I ’ve had for nothing I [Aloud,) 
'‘j j I quite understand, Charles. You took your 

1.;) - 1 Uncle to a place called the Val., not the— er— 

^ ! El. What did you see there ? that ’s the point ! 

I Charles, I didn’t take Uncle there ; I was with 
a man from our office when I saw him. I must 
have seen him there often enough, but somehow 
■ . i ' I never spotted him before. It was the make-up, 
the disguise, you know, wig and moustache, and 
all that. 

Mrs, Toov. Do you mean to say your Uncle 
attends mufric-halls disguised in a wig and mous- 
tache? Charles, who was he Ilf I^^?^7/knowI 
Charles (in fits of laughter). Uncle ? At the Val. 
in disguise ? now, is it likely f I thought you knew 
. all about it, or I shouldn’t have said a word 1 

Mrs. Toov, You have said too much to stop 
now, Charles, It is useless to try to turn it off 
! like that. If it was not Pa you recognised at this 

. ■ - Val. place, who was it ? ” 

; Charles [to himself). If I don’t tell her she’ll 
only go on suspecting poor old Uncle Theo. 
,''*4 [Aloud.) Well, you’re bound to find it out 

'Ji;, sooner or later ; and I admire him all the more 

for it myself. I’d no idea he had it in him. 

" Shows how mistaken you may be in fellows. 

' Mrs, Toov, I ’ve yet to learn who and what you 
; ' are talking about, Charles I 

Charles, Why, that quiet, modest friend of 
■ yours, Mr. Clarence Cxjrphew, if you must 

j know I 

f Mrs, Toov. I don’t believe it. Mr. Curphew is 
, ' " not at all the sort of young man to spend his 

money in such resorts. 

Charles. He don’t spend it there— he makes it. 
IT me I” My dear Aunt, you ought to feel honoured by 

having such a distinguished acquaintance. Don’t 


know narfpetW \ i , naving suen a aistinguisueu acquaintance. Don’t 

rno^n^firsftoTn^tVf^^^ remember my mentioning the great music-hall star, Walter 

girl consider you a most fortu- Wildfire? You must. Well, Clarence Cttrphew ani Walter 

conside?ltio^ wha7 one md tie same per soa-honow irigit, they are I . 


J 1 r . — — V Tt±ii.uu. JO are one ana rue same nerso 

i cm^ttw he is, as far as I Mrs. Toov. {sinking back with a pas/). A— a’muMO-hall'star! 

* C \ beea wgm? Althba to— ^6h, how fortunate it is I 

^ very first. have been warned in time I He shall not see her-I will write and 

Mfs' ybo^ v put him off-at once ! [Mr. Toovey enters blandly. 

seite^Mv amoved ^ A'’’ CsAMiiS, my hoy, so here you are? that’s right, 

at foolish ^y-shaUying. that’sright. You, too, Coenelia ? {To her, in an undertone.) ft’; 

door. I ’ve miSaid A aU right, my love-our dear young friend, to. OraPHEW, yon know 


*1= io— auioaab. ii, s someooay at tne iront au rignt, my love— our dear young friend, to. OraPHEW von know 
I shdl sell Sm?u on the doorstep just Ifw" W Pve tef t Mm ^d 

together in the drawing-room. I thWht it was best, eh ? 


goes out into the hall, and discovers OmBlM.) ^ it is * urawing-room. p mongM it was oest, en r 

she leads the u,ayj Now I shall|et it oMof Hm^f 


End of Bcene XV. 


to do with that dreadful Eldorado. Yes, I ’d better go and look 
into it I [JE[e goes out, — End of Scene X VI, 
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Alice could make out nothing:. She was absolutely" astounded. 
Here were heaps of British goods suddenly endowed with the 
power of s^ech, and yet she could not understand them I 
And as she considered, the little old lady again appeared. 

“Well, child!” she exclaimed. “What’s the matter? You 
seem perplexed I Have not all the toys been talking ? ” 

“ Why, yes,” faltered Alice ; “ but then you see I cannot under- 
stand a word they say ! ” 

“Of course you cannot,” replied the Fairy. “They speak only 
their native language.” 

“ Their native language ! Then why don’t they speak English ? ” 
“ Because, my good girl,” returned the Fairy, preparing to take 
her departure, “they cannot. You see, young lady, they don’t 
know anything about the English language, and this is natural 
enough, for they were all made in Germany ! ” 










“ USING LANGUAGE.” 

“Weui, Smith, I want tohk abvicb. Hadn’t we 

Smith HAVE TBEIR WAY THIS TIME ? ” 

IS— ‘ Stick to tour rights 1 What 1 say 

IP you’tV People a Hinoh and they’ll take a Hell * — 

ll pardoit my usin’ such Strong Langua ge ! ” 

Magic and manufactures. 

{A Fairy Fragment from the Germark) 

f ound^W delighted with her surroundings. She had 

fnrTn‘fm.1^ ^ lumber-TOom, which was filled with modern 

i t j modern toys. * ‘ How pretty they are I ” she exclaimed ; 

TWfvT like to.'speak to them ! ” 

and Saucer labelled a “Present from Ramsgate ’’ 

thpv grandfather’s Clock glowed with satisfaction. Evidently 

to join in the conversation. 

f oblin thought that perhaps she might raise a sprite or a 

magical person by reading Andersen’s Fairy Stories 

n rU, Hu A Ln/l ann'r/>a1'fr unf.Vi catyio /Ii-flRnnlfw 


deBlyappeieabXrehe^' 

■ton Want oil 


these inanimate things to speak?” said the new 
^ disappointed if they do.” 

thpv that she would be delighted beyond measure if 

dea? “ It will be interesting, so very interesting, 

asaump Cried; and then she added, “ I suppose 1 may 

assume that Von tvi v o^ndmofLAi. P ” 


‘ Vnvv godmother ? ’ 

•A. OU mav fiecviYvtA o Trrtti II' 


Ifldtr • assume anything you like,” snapped out the little old 

talk ’ T ^lY^on’t bother me. Here I I authorise all these things to 
nn ' A ® by-and-byto see how you are getting 

as shp b ^^ttle old lady disappeared. And then, 

rpu foretold, Alice suffered great disappointment. 
sDpakin^ ^ Saucer “A Present from Ramsgate,” began 
sixteen words to the dozen, but Alice could not make 
^thrmf Then the Old Grandfather’s Clock talked, hut 

And fbl P®^ter effect. Alice could not understand a syllable, 
dressfid^o^^^ Highlanders followed suit. So did a doll 

to he T^o.v^i peasant. Then all sorts of things that seemed 
hooks backbone or last ounce of metal — scissors, 

* uu calico curtains — kept up a fire of conversation. But 


THE EUTUEE OE HOME EULE. 

Mr. Gl-dst-ne: Another Telepathic Automatic Interview. 

T HAD not seen Mr. Gl-dst-ne for two days, nor had I heard from 
him for three posts, neither knew I where he was. I knew he had 
been at Downing Street. That evening I found myself in an Inner 
Circle train, and no sooner there than I made up my mind to ask 
Mr. Gl-dst-ne if he would mind my interviewing him. My hand 
at once wrote — on the margin of my evening paper— that he was at 
Downing Street, and that I might nave the interview. It was quite 
an ordinary one, except that I thought the questions and wrote the 
answers on my knee with my hand. “Well, Mr, Gl-dst-ne,” I 
said, or, rather, thought, “what do you think of Home Rule?” 
My hand (not the Old Parliamentary Hand) wrote : — 

“ W. E. G. I do not think that I shall be in any way departing 
from what has long since become to he recognised as the practice 
applicable to this present set of circumstances, a practice to which I 
am able to speak from an experience of more than sixty years, when 
I say speaking, not merely for myself, but for the whole of the 
Members of the Cabinet, and, indeed, I may fairly say of the Govern- 
ment in its entirety, that we are not indisposed to grant to Ireland 
that measure of self-government for which she is asking in a 
constitutional way through her duly elected representatives, and 
that we earnestly hope that as a result of our efforts we may he 
enabled, with a reasonable prospect of finality, to put an end to a 
condition of affairs which, lor the whole of the present century has 
embittered our relations with our sister country, and has exposed us 
to the censures of every authority in the civilised world whose 
acknowledged competency entitles him to an opinion.” 

Then I ventured a question as to the future, “ What about Home 
Rule next Session, Mr. Gl-dst-ne ? ” 

“The question as to what position the Home Rule controversy 
win assume next Session is naturally one which can only be deter- 
mined when we have before us all the facts which are essential for 
the purpose of enabKng us to arrive at a definitive conclusion, and as 
soon as it becomes reasonably plain what the exact position of parties 
will be when it becomes necessary to decide on what lines the policy 
of the Government -will proceed, I may, however, say that, whilst 
not forgetful in any way of the obligations of honour under which 
the Liberal party lie to the Irish people, and whilst it will be our 
duty at the earliest available moment to press forward measures 
which shall carry out our pledges in that direction, we shall not 
forget that the consideration of what are not unnaturally termed 
English reforms is an imperative necessity, to which the attention 
of the Government will be directed at the first opportunity.” 

By this time I had reached Charing Cross, and as I passed out the 
ticket- examiner handed me a postcard. It was in Mr, Gl-dst-ne*s 
writing. Judge of my astonishment when I found that quite 
spontaneously he had written to me just what I had written in the 
interview. I at once wrote to him and informed him of what had 
happened. His answer was: “It is most extraordinary. If I 
didn’t believe all you tell me, I should have come to the conclusion 
that yon faked (I think that is the word) the interview up out of 
my old speeches.” So there you have the whole story. Someone 
suggests I should publish the postcard. Curiously enough, I have 
mislaid it. But two and two make four, and you can go and ask the 
ticket- examiner. 

Cause and Effect. 


“ I AM occupied with my secre- “Mr. K. Mute Mackenzie, Q.C., 
taries while 1 am dressing,” — Permanent Sec. to the Lord Chan- 
Lord JHersehell to the deputation cellor, has been made a Compan- 
ofLileral Members^ Nov, 16. ion of the Bath.”— Paper, 


PLEASANT SPOOKBRY. 

Yes, thanks to Brandon Thomas’s skiU, an-d Penley’s comic nous, 
The lucky “ Globe ” may well he called the real ^Aunt-e^ House 1 
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THE HANDY BOY. 

[“ In the office he held, which ia reality was 
much too heavy for any single man to bear, it was 
necessary to live^ almost a monastic life, and the 
eight hours which some persons ' regarded as a 
maximum of toil seemed to those who occupied 
that position a dim and distant and golden vision.’’ 
— Lord Rosebery, at the opening of the Battersea 
Town Ball.'] 

The Missis solihguiseth : — 

Ah I he’s really the usefullest hoy, that 
young Primrose, that ever we ’ve had, 
And I ’m sure I don’t know, not sometimes, 
how we ’d get along, but for that lad I 
So willing, and so civil-spoken, yet none too 
much given to mag. 

He does the House credit aU round, and I ’m 
, sore he ’s the pick o’ the bag. 

Hets through his own work without 
worrit, and then he ’s so good at odd 
;'obs I 

'Which some servants are awfully uppish, and 
thinks themselves no end of noDS. 

But Pr imr ose is pleasant and modest, you 
know where the boy’s to be found. 

And there’s nothing he won’t turn his hand 
to, to make things agreeable aU round. 

Heigho I How I wish But no matter I 

Young Pr i m r ose, he knows such a lot, 
And he seems to be trusted by all, which 
some of us, I fear,— well, are not. 

There is William, the butler, and Johh, now; 

they ’re excellent servants, of course, 
Yet they don’t seem as happy as Primrose, 
although the boy works fike a horse I 


His task’s to attend to the door, which needs 
wonderful quickness and tact ; 

For oar visitors, foreign and others, are 
troublesome, that is a fact. 

But Russian, or Frenchman, or L.C.C. boss 
from out Battersea way, 

Or a working-man out of a job, Prim Mr 
always knows just what to say. 

He’s a treasure, that boy; and I’m always 
a-putting fresh work on his back ! 
There’s this Coal Question now I Awful 
worry I He has such a wonderful knack 
I am sure he might settle that shindy. If 
BO he will just be a jewel I 
If plg-headedness holds on hath sides, we 
shall presently run out of fuel. 

If he can “conciliate” them, it will truly be 
very good biz : 

And so I ’ve suagested—no more I— that “ the 
boy ” — ah I by Jove, here he is I 
Poor chap I Two big scuttles— up-stairs ! 

He must find it a terrible puU, 

With his work tool But if he succeeds — 
well, the cup of his credit is full. 

Ah, Primrose, my boy ! This is good of you 1 
Two at a time, too. Oh, dear 1— 

It ia not just your work, I ’ll allow, and you 
find they are heavy, I fear. 

But you know what a bother it ’s been. Some 
chaps are such obstinate souls I— 

But I was quite sure that you wouldn’t mind 
stooping to— taking up coals I 

Why does Loberoxjla, when finding fault 
with his regiments, appear a wreat com- 
mander ? Because then he is an Impi rater. 


QUEER CARDS. 

[By a Rural Innkeeper ^ who hasbe&n '^had^') 

They come to me (a poor old chap !) 

And take one room— mostly the same ; 

A quiet spot, they say, for Nap : 

(But “Crib’s” their real game.) 

Their luggage is a smallish trunk, 

A whopping walking-stick — alway ! 
When for a month they ’ve fed and drunk, 
I gently hint at pay. 

They say, “ Why, certainly ! They mean 
To dwell some months beneath my roof. 
So happy they have never been !” 

(I think they call this “ Spoof.”) 

They swear my wife ’s the best of cooks, 
They hint they ’re half in love with Sukey, 
My daughter, who can boast good looks 
(And here begins Blind Hookey). 

Then, when they ’re some more weeks in debt, 
I tell them Tick’s last door is shut ; 
When— their knave’s tricks not ended yet — 
They shnfiie— pack — and cut ! 

BUSINESS. 

[“ Prance, it is expected, will endeavour to 
hasten England’s evacuation of Egypt, and Russia 
will try to settle the question of the Dar- 
danelles.” — Daily Chronicle.] 

Who says that Franco-Russian gush 
Means naught, to reason’s optic ? 

The Russ wiU help the Frank to rush 
England, from regions Coptic ; 

And — ^here Johh Bull must surely flinch. 
While G-allia’s bosom swells I — 

The Bear, if but allowed an inch. 

Will take — ^the Dardanelles ! 
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PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVAEI. 


THE OLD AND NEW SCHOOL-FOR SCANDAL. 

The two principal figures to be considered are Mr. William 
Fareen, who, as Sir Peter, is a Master of Arts in the Old School, 
and Miss Kehah, who as Ladt/ Teazle is an experimentalising teacher 
in the New School for Scandal, All playgoers, whose memory takes 

a them hack over a 

LIAM ^ FaRREN 

Hhade of ShtYidun, “ William Farren, my old fiiend, I for Sir Peter, 
congratulate you: and I suspect that in the present About Miss 
generation I owe you much.” Eehan's Lady 

Sir WUUam Peter Farren Teazle, “Not more than I Teazle there 
do you, Mr. Sheridan. Let us say, mutually indebted.” ][j0 yarions 

[They exchange muff-pmehes, opinions, and, 
truth to tell, I do not precisely know from what point of view and by 
what standard to judge of her performance. Sir Peter describes her 
as “a girl bred wholly in the country, and so forth, “yet,” he 
continues, “ she now plays her part in all the extravagant fopperies 
of fashion and the town with as ready a grace as if Sie had never 
seen a bush or a grass plot out of Grosvenor Square.” To let her 
country training bepsrceived through the assumed airs and graces of 
a town Madame seems to me to be Miss Eehaw’s object; and in this, 
granting her ideas of the country hoyden and the town lady to be 
correct, she certainly succeeds ; notably in the scenes with Sir Peter, 
For thus is the J ekyl-and-Hyde-ness of her character made apparent : 
in company, in the scandal scenes, she is to be all airs and graces, but 
when alone with her husband she, in spite of her perpetual wrangling 
with him, reappears as her own natural self, with most of the poHsh 
temporarily rubbed ofi. But if this be so, then, when in “ society,” 
her funny little run and shaking of the head are out of place, while 
they .may be accepted as a relapse into her provincialisms when she 
is quite free and easy, en tete’-d-tete with Sir Peter, and especially 
bent on captivating him by recalling to his memory the lass of whom 
he had become desperately enamoured some eight months ago. 

In the Screen Scene when “discovered,” Miss Kehah’s attitude 
is eloquent ; and on this tableau I have always thought the curtain 
should descend, as all after this, even;^^r Peter s exit with “damn 
your sentiments,” good as it is, is an anti- climax, I should prefer 
that Miss Behan’s Lady Teazle should be silent, or if it must be 
played as written, then here of all situations in the comedy would 
1 insist upon her emphasising the perfectly natural manner of the 
unaffected country girl, instead of addressing Sir Peter in the deep 
tones of a tragedian, as if attempting a mere theatiical effect. In 
the last Act, as arranged, she appears to have done with her town 
airs and graces for ever, and, wearing a queer sort of mob-cap, enters 
on Sir Peter^s arm, ready with him to face the ridicule, the satire, 
and the scandal of their world. 

Miss Yanbrugh makes a delightful Lady Sneerwell, and Mrs. 
Gilbert a dear old Mrs, Candour, who would spitefully gossip about 
her neighbours for hours together. Maria is almost always a 
thankless part, and Miss Percy Haswell leaves no doubt on the 
mind of the audience of her being a poor orphan of some six months’ 
standing. The part of Moses offers very little scope to Mr. James 
Lewis, especially as the celebrated “I’ll take my oath of that” 
is cut out, and some lines are introduced, which being quite un- 
Sheridanesque and un-Mosaic do not in the least assist the character. 
However, as he is much slapped on the back, dug in the ribs, and 
generally treated as a butt by Charles and Careless (who, by the way, 
gives “JBTera’s to the Maiden^'* in first-rate style), 3nr. Lewis may be 




congratulated on getting to the end of his impersonation of one of the 
long-suffering tribe in perfect safety. Mr. Bourchier’s Charles goes 
well with the audience ; but Mr. George Clarke is too conscientious, > 
and too impressed with a sense of the horrible scoundrelism of Joseph's 
character to be ever really at home in so uncongenial a part. 

For the re-arrangement, much may be said “for,” and more 
‘ ‘ against.” There is only one point that strikes me as absolutely 
inartistic, and that is, making Sir Peter give his explanatory speech 
about bis wife after we have seen her, instead of leaving it in its 
proper place, as Sheridan wrote it, where it serves as a prologue 
to the subsequent scene between Sir Peter and Lady Teazle, when 
she appears for the first time in the comedy. 

^Th^e are ^om^ curious oversigbl-s in the scenic arrangements 

is in Charles Surface's 

picture gallery, which "' Wy ) -■ - 

hasnowin^ws andn^ 4. 

is that though Charles , 

has sold all his books, 
yet through the door 
of the picture-room 
are seen the first 

shelves of an evidently \ 

well- stocked library. ^ 

The third oversight is vs. 

in Joseph's chambers, ^ ^ 

described in the origi- ^ 

nal play as “a " v \ \ ^ V 

in Joseph Surface's \ 

house,'' where, when C \ v )\ 

he^tells Sir Peter th at ^ 

m,”^there are only a 
very few volumes to 
be seen, and these are 

lying at haphazard on Luay Ada Rebau Teazle, 

a table. “ I^ sort of a run ” — at Daly’s. 


very lew volumes lo 

be seen, and these are 

lying at haphazard on Laay Ada Reban Teazle, 

a table. “ I^ sort of a run ” — at Daly’s. 

^ To revert for a moment to Charles Surface's windowless and sky- 
Hghtless picture gallery, the scene takes place in the evening, after 
dinner, or supper, and how is the huge apartment lighted ? Why, 
by a couple of ordinary candles placed on a side- table, while on the 
mantelpiece at the back remain a couple of silver candelabra, filled 
with candles which remain all the time unlighted. Why, naturally, 
the company would have been in darkness, but not a bit of it, for 
these two candles do give so preternaturally wonderful an illumina- 
tion, that the stage is as briglit as a sunlighted garden at noonday 
in July. The company that could produce such candles would make 
a fortune by their patent. The dance at the end of the first Act 
brings down the ^ curtain to enthusiastic applause, and, to the end, 
the old comedy, in spite of various chops and changes, holds its 
own, as it ever will do, triumphantly. 

OTJR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

Father Christmas is already sending out his Cards for the Coming 
Festivity, now six weeks ahe ad. His representatives all ‘ ‘ decorated, ’ ’ 
and still ready to receive any amount of * ‘ orders,” are Marcus W ard , 
the Raphael Tuck family, C. W. Faulkner, C. Delgado, and many 
others, whose excellent works are known to aU, and by none more 
appreciated than by the youthful Baronites and Baronitegses. 

“ Blackie and Son 1 ” says a Junior Baronite ; “ why, that must 
he the publishers of Christy Minstrel works ! ” but they are soon unde- 
ceived. Such delightful books! their very bindings are suggestive 
of eheerfulness, and seem to invite inspection. We will take a 
peep inside, like J ack Horner, and pull out the best plummed story. 
Three by G. A. Henty, who knows how and what to write for 
youths of adventurous spirit. His three are 
Through the Sikh War, Indian affairs are always of interest to 
I the young Britisher, “who will,” quoth the little Baronite, ** seek 
and find all he wants in this hook,” 

^ St. Bartholomew's Eve might he a tale of curiosity, hut it is 
history, and deals with the valour of an English hoy during the 
Huguenot Wars. Being a hero, he does not get killed in the 
massacre, hnt lives to fight another day. 

A Jaedhite Exile is a tale of the Swedes. Hardly necessary, 
perhaps, or as Shakspearb puts it, “ Swedes to the Swede,— super- 
fiuous.” To the English reader, therefore, it is not a superfluity. 

Then here is The Penny Elustrated, It is called “ Poses," and 
whatever any reader may require, here he will find it “ all among 
the roses.” The rearer and cultivator of these “Roses” is John 
Latey, whose “Rose of Hastings” is among the best of the con- 
tributions. “We can’t do better than provide ourselves and our 
families with this specimen of a Flowery Annual,” quoth, 

The Baron de Book-Worms. 
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A NEW ADJECTIVE. 


Customer, ‘‘Yott’ll find I measitke a bit moke eoitnd the waist than I did last time you took my measure.” 

Tailor. “Ah, well, Sib, if I may be allowed to say so, you are a trifle moke— ah— more LoBEmwLovs than 

FORMERLY.” 


1,000,000 A.D. i 

[“The descendants of man will nourish themselyes by immersion in nutritive 
fluid. They will have enormous brains, liquid, soulful eyes, and large hands, 
on which they wUl hop. No craggy nose will they have, no vestigial ears ; 
their mouths will be a small, perfectly round aperture, uuanimal, like the 
evening star. Their whole muscular system will be shrivelled to nothing, a 
dangling pendant to their minds .^’ — Fall Mall Gazette^ a'bndged.'] 


\ What, a million years hence, 

\ ll # will become of the Genus 

p , }M JSumanum^ is truly a 

^ question vexed ; 

, At that epoch, however, one 
- prophet has seen US 

Resemble the sketch 
annexed. 

For as Man undergoes 
X*- u Evolution ruthless. 

His skull will grow “dome- 

— ^ like, bald, terete ” ; 

And his mouth will be jawless, gumless, toothless— 

No more will he drink or eat I 

He will soak in a crystalline bath of pepsine, 

(No Robert will then have survived, to wait,) 

And he ’ll hop on his hands as his food he steps in — 

A quasi-cherubic gait ! 

No longer the land or the sea he’ll furrow ; 

The world will be withered, ice-cold, dead 
As the ohiU of Eternity grows, he ’ll burrow 
Far down underground instead. 

If the Pall Mall Gazette has thus been giving 
A forecast correct of this change immense. 

Our stars we may thank, then, that we shan’t he living 
A million years from hence I 


One Down t’other Come On, — ^K ing Lrg is a most useful sub- 
stitute when King Coal has temporarily abdicated. 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

EXTRACTED FROM THE DIAET OF TOBY, M.P. 

Home of Commons^ Monday, November 13. — Tomlinson has for 
some time observed with deepening disfavour his position in House 
as affected by, and compared with, that of his friend and companion 
dear, Tomasso Bowles. Tommy, to drop into the affectionate 
diminutive, is a mere child compared with him. He is but the 
birth of the last G-eneral Election ; whilst for thirteen years this 
very month Tomlinson has presented at Westminster Preston’s 
idea of the highest form of culture and intelligence, 

Employera’ Liability Bill offered opportunity for coming to front ; 
not that either as Employer or Employed Tomlinson has any special 
knowledge on subject. But he sees as clearly into its bearings as he 
does through the average Lancashire stone wall. Awake at nights 
drafting new Clauses that should baffle Asquith and make the Squire 
OP Malwood sit up. Looked most imposing on paper. Thought at one 
time of posting copy to every elector of Preston, so that he might 
see what a power in Senate is the borough Member. Wouldn’t cost 
so much since, posted at House of Commons in official wrapper, 
they might go free. Stni there would he remarks made if Tomlin- 
son drove into Palace Yard enthroned on top of waggon containing 
15,959 addressed copies of Amendments to Employers’ LiaMity Bill. 
Q-ave up idea. Electors must buy the papers where, in 
Parliamentary reports, they would read voluminous digests of his 
speeches. 

Began soon after House took up BOl this afternoon. First group 
of Amendments covered folio pa^e of print. Read admirably ; if it 
had not been usual for Member in charge of new Clause to explain 
to House its object and effect in operation success would have 
been assured. Here’s where Tomlinson oame to grief ; talked for 
some time ; House listened at first, honestly intent upon considering 
project, whatever it might he. Effect of Tomlinson’s speech not 
elucidatory. The more he talked the more hopeless the muddle. 
When he sat down anguished listeners not quite sure whether he 
had (1) moved the Clause, (2) proposed to vdthdraw it, or (3) suggested 
that a more convenient place for insertion would be found later on. 
Fortunately new Clause in print among Amendments. That 
Asquith should decline to have anything to do with it natural 
enough. Saddest of all befel when from his ovm side of House 




THE HOME SECRETARY'S SAFETY-VALVE. TRAFALGAR SQUARE OF THE FUTURE. 
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Rollit bluntly denounced Clause, CAESoiir Loped it wouldn’t be femme, Walter M‘LAREsr had her in charge ; a modest little | 
pressed, and Hejstet James, from allied camp opposite, demolished thing, merely asking that women, whether married on single, should 
it with final shot. be enabled to vote at election of Parish Councils. ^ House not very j 

This not encouraging, but there were other Amendments standing full ; no danger anticipated ; but Conservatives joined their forces 
in his name of which something must be said. Tomlinson rose with Radicals below gangway, and before Ministers quite knew 
when called on, but gratefully sat down when greeted with mirthful where they were they found themselves in m’nority of twenty-one. 
cries for division. Only gleam of comfort in sorrowful night 


was when Tommy Bowles, rushing in whence he had retreated, 
called down on himself Leaker's stern commentary that his 
remarks were “ quite irrelevant.” 

Bminess dbne.—Report Stage of Employers* Liability BiU. 

Tuesday , — To casual observer there is nothing in personal 
appearance of TJghtred Eay-Shuttleworth suggestive of the 
Tartar, Yet to-night Sir Ellis Ashmead Bart(lett), going a 
hunting on the Treasury Bench preserves, bagged Secretary to 
Admiralty and found he had caught a Tartar. Ashmead, in 
his self-asserted character of Bbitannia*s Confidential Clerk, 
tried to draw TJohtred on sulject of Naval Scare. ^ Shuitle- 
woRTHj with manner that combine i severity of a magistrate with 
benignity of a dean, managed to present Ashmead in aspect of 
fnssy person wbo, having had some official knowledge, in what- 
ever subordinate position, ought to have been able to^ restrain the 
self -assertiveness that led him to put such a question. House, ^ 
which does not do credit to The Bart(leit) s many sterling 
qualities, roared with delight. Stung to ^[uick, Ashmead up 
again; shouted across table, “I ask the ri^ht bon. gentleman 
whether he can give me any evidence of his being alive — 
House, struck with evidence to that effect just given, broke in 
with fresh roar of laughter. Ashmead stood glaring round at 
merry circle. When noise subsided, continued: any evi- 

dence of his being alive to the importance of his duties ? ” More 
laughter. Ashmead appealed to Speaker to reprimand I^ay- 
Sh cr I TLEWORTH. SPEAKER j ustified Minister’s^ action. One more 
attempt ; one more rebuff ; and Ashmead subsided for the night, 
not quite sure after all that silence isn’t golden. At least it 
need to bring in £1000 a year. 

Business done , — A good deal with the Employers’ Liability Bill. 

Wednesday , — Another quiet sitting with Employers’ Liability 
Bill. Cap’en Tommy Bowles, respectfully removing his tarpaulin 

__ J Li. J *i*x 1.— 









Zyfi 


“Winged!” 

“Winged!” cried Admiral Borthwick, 




“The Fowler went 


and shifling his quid, relieved dullness of afternoon by some capital out shooting, and comes home shot.” 

yarns. One drew a vivid picture of dangers that lurk behind the Suggestion made that Government should resign ; Mr. G. only 
casual pilot. On a dark night in midsummer Cap’en Tommy, a- smiled. 

sailing down the coast of Barbaree, came upen wh it looked like a Spiteful little thing Rentoul said just nw. Supporting amend- 

town. Turned out ment to Employers’ Liability Bill he remarked “ Uontlemen who 

/ a to be Algiers; hauled sit on this side of the House are in favour of the amendment; 

down his main yard ; gentlemen who sit on the other side of the House equally aiaprove it ; 
rau out the topgal- whilst Sir Albert Rollit, who sits on every side of the House, does 
lantsail spanker, and not object to it.” 

bore down on the bar- Business done, — Employers’ Liability Bill reported ; Government 

hour. Just as he was defeated ; got into Committee on Parish Conncils Bill, 
entering was board- Friday, — Rather painful scene to-night between Sydney Buxton 

ed by pilot. and Sage of Gueen Anne’s Gate. Sage, ever thirsting for 

“Sheer off I ” says knowledge, wanted to know much about Matabeleland. Drafted a 
Tommy through his long string of questions addressed to Under Secretary for Colonies, 
polyglot speaking- “Unfounded assumptions,” Buxton, in the pride of office, 
tramp'st. “ Don’t characterised these simple interrogatories. The Sage, insatiable for 
want your help; information, desires to have the unfounded assumptions particu- 
know every rock and larised. Buxton referred Members to the question, 
shoal on the coast ; “ But why,” asked the Sage, with tremble and pathos in his 

will take the ship m voice, “ did yon call them unfounded assumptions ? ” 
myself.” Affected by this spectacle of genuine emotion, Buxton proposed to 

Pilot produced substitute for the obnoxious word milder form “ unproved.” 
from liniug at back “Yes,” said the Sage, sticking to his point; “hut you said 
of his trousers Code unfounded.” No use Buxton attempting to deny this ; lapsed into 
of Regulations ; this embarassed silence ; probably will be more careful in future. 


set forth that pilot 
was compulsory. 
Nothing to do but 
submit, unless he 
would involve Great 


Business done , — Very little of Parish Councils Bill. 


Tommy Bowles and the Pilot. 


only Member of House of Commons wio, since Big Ben’s death, 


Bub^tf unless he A. COCKNEY ON A GREA.T COLLECTION, 

would involve Great 1 W e are informed that Prince Lucien Bonaparte’s unique library of some 
Britaininwar. Pilot 25,000 volumes, included “a complete set of Funeh” preserved presumably 
came aboard * took Prince for the specimens of “ Cockney dialect which it contains.”] 

charge; forged a- Jest fanev a Prince Bonyparty sech nuts upon patter and slang! 
head; just going to Proves a Prince may he fly to wot’s wot, and of chat as is chat ’ave 
ran ship on break- the ’ang. [chinned, 

water when Tommy’s Lor bless yer, this Lucyun, ’e knowed all the cackles as ever was 
keen eye perceived 1 ’ll wager as ’e wos aweer as a Billingsgit Pheasant is finned! 
danger. He/d got Solomon’s song in Tyke lingo ! A pity ’e didn’t know me ! 

“ Sir,” said the I ’d ha’ run it off into back slang, and ha’ done it most willing and 


[patter. 


holds a tea captain’s certificate, “ I took my ship out of the pilot’s ’Cos a Prince and a Frenchy at that, as appresbiates Punchy and my 


hand, and brought her in safely.” 

House uproariously cheered, and Frank Lockwood went off and 
divw a sketch of the histoucal scene. 

Business done — Mote of Employers’ Liability Bill. 


Is a precious sight smarter than some “Cockney” oriticks, and 
that’s wot ’s the matter I 

So buRy for Princ3 Bonypabit I When weighed in ’e ’s well hup to 
scale ; [sale I 


Thursday — Government in difficnlt’es to night. Cherchez « And them books come to the ’ammer, wy ’A rry means seeing the 
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TO A LADY. 

( Whose Fringe** has fallen off 
cti Ob Fobll^ 

Alas I those waving curls, 

That parting on your brow, 

Had been some other girl’s 1 
‘ ‘ Yhere ish dot barting now ? ” 

Like Breitmann’s barty gone 
Avay in ewigkeit^ 

Those curls which you put on 
To grace the ball to-night. 

Too feeble were the pins. 

Too frisky were your hops ; 

Derisive are the grins. 

Departing parting drops. 

A p^rtiug, this, that shocks 
Beholders evermore ; 

You dare not claim those locks 
Now lying on the floor. 

I used to think them fair, 

I find them false instead ; 

If thus you lose your hair, 

I shall not lose my head. 

Nor certainly my heart — 

With that 1 should not care 

So readily to part 
As you with purchased hair. 

We kick those curls aside. 

Y our looks and locks have fled, 

Then hasten home to hide 
Your much diminished head. 


Don Pbdeo d’ Alcantara, le 
Comte d’Eu is eighteen. He 
is pursuing his studies at a 
Military Academy, speaks Ger- 
man fairly well, and in his 
leisure hours is, we are in- 
formed, “ studying Polish.^ ^ 
The latter being acquired, he 
will become a most polish’d 
Prince. He is so very well ofic 
that he will not have to go to 
Brazil for a crown. 



DOMESTIC THRIFT. 

Scene — Entrance-hall at the Browns^ after one of their Parties, 

Jones {the last to depart, as usual), “What a delicious Drink, Waiter ! 
What js it ? ” Waiter, “ The Leavings, Sir 1 ” 


PRINCE ALEXANDER OF 
BATTENBERG. 

Europe's Prince Charming, lion- 
like, born to dare. 

Betrayed by the black treach- 
erous Northern Bear ! 

Soldier successful vainly, patriot 
foiled, [spoiled I 

Wooer discomfited, and hero 
Triumphant champion of Sliv- 
nitza’s field. 

To sordid treachery yet doomed 
to yield ; 

Of gallant heart and high-en- 
during strain, ^ [vain! 

Yaliant resultlessly, victor in 
Motley career of mingled shine 
and shame. 

Material fashioned for romantic 
fame! 

An age more chivalrous you 
should have seen. 

When brutal brokers, and when 
bagmen keen, 

Shamed not the sword and 
blunted not the lance. 

Then had you been true Hero of 
Romance. 

Now, when to Mammon Mars 
must bow his crest. 
King-errantry seems a Quixotic 
quest. 

And “unfulfilled renown finds 
only— early rest I 

A valetudinarian’s visdom. 

Evening red and morning grey 
Makes me by the fireside stay. 
Evening grey and morning red 
Ifinds me tucked up all day in 
bed! 

Curious but True.— So par- 
ticular are the Worshipful 
Company of Fishmongers to 
have everything in order, that 
they have this year elected as 
, I Prime Warden a fine Salmon 
(Robert H.), 


OUE BOOKING-OrFICE. 

“With the New Year,” says a Baronite, “there is a g^reat < 
desire to turn over a new leaf.” Such intentions are easily satisfied 
by the BacTc-JLoop Pocket Diaries, where leaves for this purpose 
are plentifully supplied by John Walker & Co. Likewise De La : 
Rue & Co. offer Diaries and Memorandum. Books in every size and ; 
form, and this year they have a patent clip to keep the leaf down. 
Ought to be advertised as “ clipping I ” ^ in, 

Tne Baron’s Baronites look into a box of Christmas hooks and find, 
first — Westward with Columhus, By Gordon Stables, M.D.C.M. 
Graphic account. “Stables must have been in excellent form 
when writiug this,” observes a Baronite; “evidently he was not 
Livery Stables.” — Wreck of the Golden Fleece, By Robert 
Leighton. A capital sea story, plenty of rocks and wrecks, 
hardships and plague-ships, and all sorts of wonderful adventures. 
— The . White Conquerors of 3£exico, by Kirk Munrob, tells how 
Cortes and his Spaniards, being white, did Montezuma and his 
Aztic natives brown.— With the Sea Kmgs, F. H. Winder, The 
youthful amateur salt will find everything here to satisfy all his 
cravings and See^kings, “ Winder has taken great panes with this,” 
says Baronitess. ^ 

“ My clients,” quoth the Baron, “will do well to read Baring- 
Gould’s cheap Jack ZitaP Fascmating hook by reason of its 
picturesque effects and its description of life in the Fens at the 
commencement of the present century. “ I wonder,” muses the 
Baron, “ whether any of my readers, being Cantabs, wfil call to mind 
how some thirty-five years ago the names of those eminent amateur 
pugilists J-CK Bh-ef-ld, F-rg-ss-n D-v-e, L-nn^x C-nn-ngh-m, 
and others were associated with life in the Fens as it existed at that 
time, and how these^ pnpfis of Nat Langham’s now and again 
disputed the championship of a certain Fen Tavern, won it, and 
for a time held it ? Some undergraduates were hand and glove 


with the Fenners— not the cricket-ground, so styled, hut the 
dwellers in Fen-land ; and on occasion they were hand to hand with- | 
out the ‘ glove.’ ” Why this question ?« ‘ ‘ Because,” says the Baron, 

“ one of the scenes so graphicEilly described in the chapter, headed 
* Burnt Hats,’ might have been witnessed at the tune I have 
referred to by any undergraduate sufB.ciently venturesome to accom- 
pany those fisticuff ers.” As for the plot, well, ’tis a good plot, mid 
has always been a good plot, and “twiU serve, ’t\ml serve, Dut 
it is the Baring-Gould flavouring that makes the dish acceptable to 
the jaded palate of oldest novel-devourer. Baron de B,-W. 

GOOD LUCK TO IT! 

{To Mr. Caine and his Bill prohibiting advertisements in rural places^ 

Oh, Mr, Caine, for this relief much thanks. 

As most benignant benefactor ranks 

The man who saves onr own sweet countryside — 

At once our chief est glory and our pride — 

From all the many nauseating ills 
Which come out of advertisements of pills I 
RUls there must be, but when we chance to pass 
Through meadows and would rest our eyes on grass, 

Or pleasantly meander by the river, ^ 

We would forget we ’ve even yot a liver. 

So here ’s success to you. Sir, in your BiH 
To make it wrong to advertise a pill 
In rural spots in which we fondly now 
Associate “ three acres and a cow I ” 

And when success this rural venture yields, 

I Do for the beaches what ’s done for the fields I 

I “ Invisible Trouser Stretchers.” — Legs. 
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“ TRANSMITTED.” 

IgTim-ant Bachelor Vuitor. ‘'Hullo, Throgmorton ; what the deuce are tour Twins up to with that Contrivance?” 
Broud Father {of Throgmorton^ Thread/needU <Ss Oo, ; Telephone “Ha! There you are, my Boy — marvellous example 

of inherited business instinct ! They ’re trying to Telephone to back other ! ” 


THE BABES ON THE TREASURY BENCH. 


[“The leader of the Opposition had treated them 
to good logic, but why administer such strong 
meat to the babes on tLe Treasury bench ? — 
Mr. Gowrtney on the Far%sh Councils Bill.'] 

We have heard of the Babes in the Wood, 
And the ruffians greedy and cruel, 

Who (as Ingoldsby said in gay mood) 
Conspired for to give them their gruel ; 
But pitiful bosoms will blench 
At this vision of Balfour the sinister, 

To Babes on the Treasury Bench 
Presuming his dose to administer 1 
They find Doctor Balfour, one fears. 

Worse than poor Davy Copperfield's 
Creakle ; 

As ay^ul as grim Mrs, Squeers 
With her jorum of brimstone and treacle. 
Ah, Courtney, how could you conceive 
A picture so Mephistophelian ? 

Tour buzzum is stone, 1 believe, 

And your heart must be truly a steely ’un I 
Sweet Babes 1 They seem likely to choke I 
Poor Q-laddyI Poor Johnnie I Poor 
Willy! 

Arthto’s “logic” is tougher than “toke,” 
And much more insipid than “ skilly,” 


Strong meat ? How your irony you barb, 
Your humour’s as grim as the gallows. 
Your dose is as drastic as rhubarb. 

And almost as bitter as aloes. 

Logic ? For Babes ? On that Bench ? 
You’re as hard as the Poles’ “whiskered 
pandour.” 

You might as well set out to drench 
Your own Opposition with— candour I 
The Treasurjr Babes may object 
To pr escriptions from Mill or from 
Whbwell, 


‘HARK! I HEAR THE SOUND OF 
COACHES.” 


[“ There are still five of the road-coaches run- 
ning out of London .’’ — Daily News, Nov. 18.] 


If drooping with toil, or aught else, I or 
You may spring up with “ Excelsior 1 ” 


As up to the box-seat one climbs, 

“ How pleasant,” one murmurs, 
Times 1’” 


And logical draughts, I expect. 
Would very soon give you yon 


Would very soon give you your gruel. 

If Courtney could physic himself. 

Or Balfour and he dose each other, 

How soon both would lay on the shelf 
This prescription, and try guite another ! 
No ; Reason, as party-strite goes, 

As food is attractive to no men : 

And Logic ’s a nauseous dose, 

To be given — as physio— to foemen I 


Times equally good, we ’R engage, 
Have others who go with “ The Age,” 


Though outlooks to-morrow he livid, 
Hold tight now a joy that is “ Vivid.” 


I “ Dost equitem f ” Ah I his reliance, 
At least, wasn’t placed on “ Defiance.” 


“What author was it,” inquired Mrs. R. 
of a literary friend, “ who wrote the line 
describing going to bed as ‘ that last infirmity 
of noble minds ’ f 


Rather Familiar I— It was announced in 
the Times that “ Canon Or. F. Browne will 
lecture at St. Paul’s, in January,” on “ The 
Christian Church before the coming of 
Augustus.^^ The Canon ought to have said 
Sir Augustus.” Of course there is only 
1 one “Augustus,” i.e. our “ Drurtolanus.” 
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iiMncD TUP DO CP CurpTi. {to her^ in astonishmentY But you know! surely you 

uni U c K I n t r\Uo c . know 'r What else have we been talking about ? 

{A Story in Scenes,) . ilfr. Toov, ^helplessly), I think we might try to be a little more 

and .AiXHEA are standing at some distance from one another, m encouraging the acqWtance of a person who gaini his living by 


evident constraint Sngiiig rib 

Curphew {sadly). It’s only what I expected, and yet—tell me Wildfire! 
is— IS it entirmy because of — of what you saw at the Eldorado Alth, {io 


this— IS it entirmy because of — of what you saw at the Eldorado 
last Saturday ? 

Althea, Ah, you know^ then ! but what does it matter now ? I 
was mistaken— isn’t that enough ? 

Curph, Don’t judge me by what you saw of Walter Wildfire, 


singing ribald songs at music-halls under the name of Walter 
Wildfire ! 

Alth, {to herself), Walter Wildfire! Then it was Oh, if 

I had known! 

Mr, Toov, A— a music-hall singer! He I Oh, dear, dear me; 
how one may be deceived in people I 
Curph, Really, Sir, this can hardly be news to you, when you 


I can do better things than that. I can make you forget him— allowed me to send you a box for the Eldorado for the exprs 

1 .-. ^ in 1 :n 4. 4. ! -jf ^ 


forget that he ever existed, if only you will trust me ! 

Alth, {indignantly). Do you really suppose that he— that I— oh, it ’s 


purpose of 

Mrs, Toov, Don’t deny you were sent the box, Pa, because I 


too insulting ! And you will do no good by disparaging him. The know better. The question is— what you wanted one at all for ? 

man who could write those songs, and sing them like that Mr, Toov, {to himself). There’s no occasion to say anything 

Curph, {wincing). Don’t! I know how they must have struck about those shares now I {Aloud,) To be sure. I sent a ticket, 

you. I would have prepared you, if I could. I did try— that after- ! my love ; I could not help that, but {drawing himself up) it was not 
noon at the station, but I was interrupted. And now it ’s too late, i likely that I should compromise myself by visiting such a place, 
and the harm’s done. But at least jrou . ^ , i i even from the best of motives, and I did 


you. i would have prepared you, if i cc 
noon at the station, hut I was interrupt 
and the harm’s done. But at least you 

will never see Walter Wildfire again! / /-a/ /■ r], • ; Uii not use the ticket myself, 'though I 

Alth. {exasperated). Have I ever said ^ ' |i,| I j/i, | believe some other person did, 

that I wj^i?to? Why will youp^- ,, / jWli li, i ' |l Mrs. Toov, {in some distress). Well, 

sist in talking as if ? Once for all, ■ • 'il n‘ * well, never mind that now, Pa. What 

I can ^ care for you ; whatever I may •„ ' 'IJ' you have to do is to ask this Mr. Wlld- 

have thought once, I know now that / i h ■ fire to oblige us all by walking out of 

I can have no sympathy with the sort . at,": W I'Jj this house- for ever, 

of hfe you lead; the pleasures you are "J Curph, I should not have stayed so 

content with would not satisfy me; I , ■ long as this, only I hoped that Mr. 

should want more than you could ever 'V i llil Toovey at least would have done me the 

give me. We should have nothing in ' 1 ,. S'.? justice However, I ’ve nothing to 

common— nothing There, now do ■■ ill keep me here any longer now. 

you underhand ? , j t ' ' [He moves towards the door, 

Curph, Yes, I think^I do. I suppose , * \ Alth, [coming forward and inter-- 

yet-~dont think too ,, J ^ cepting him). Yes, you have — you’ve 

hardly of me if you can help it. I miRht ,, me. Oh, do you think I T 1 let you go 

have chosen a higher walfe than I did, ; ,, i like this-now I know f Can’t you un- 

but at least I ve kept out of the mire, . !, 1 1 j] derstand what a difference it makes ? 

and now at last I see my way to , ■ mdm IIB-lj,!), [She clings to his arm. 

But that wouldn’t interest you. There, Charles, Bravo, TheaI I always 

I had better say good-bye: you won t ; Mmm |a™iyjjf knew you were a sensible girl ! 

wfll %uY^^® ■ Curph. ^^{utterl^ bewildered)^. Then 

enters with Charles, and stands Mrs, Toov. Althea, if you had the 

tran^xed, j remotest conception of what a music- 

T Althea, don t tell me y kail singer ts, you would never 

fhff accepted ‘ffliffllMl Alth, I know what Mr. Curphew is, 

^ ( 1 ' A ^ 1 z Mamma. He is a great artist, a genius ; 

ke can hold a mixed crowd of careless 
people spell-bound while he sings, make 
th(m laugh, cry, shudder, just as he 
TT OTT T "R f T chooscs, aud whatever he does is all so 

T ^^tural and human and real, and-oh, 

daughter to I can’t put it into proper words, but one 

w t desigmng ser- ^oes away thinking better of the whole 

Y" after U-aad to hear Mm treated 

^ ^ Tl'-Zi-’ - ^ outcast— oh, I can’t 

to ■ ■ ■ ^^Ot!rph. [to don’t CMetrhat 

‘m/s. Toov. [more angrily still). Well, ' 

' ■!!! /r ^ ” Mri Toov. Upon my wd 1 And 

a^eeede^^LiW I.!: P^PHEW s pray where did yon learn all this abont Mr. Witmxee’s perform- 

antecedents could ever have the face to thrust himself into such a ances? 

1 r a 1., ^ [boldly). Where, Mamma? Why, at the Eldorado, last 

+A Cornelia, nay love I Such language Saturday evening. [Sudden collapse of Mx^.TIoote^. 

mistakel^^^ ^ riend! Surely, surely, there must be some sad Mr, Toov,^ {electrified), A daughter of mine at the Eldorado! 

Mr<t Tnrvt-i j -n j -n , Thea, my child, you can't know what you are talking about; look 

say when at the effect on yonr poor mother 1 

Cttrah Mr Too^EThas heeii^rH+o nnr. f -f 1 * 1 But indeed, Papa, there was no harm in it. I 

and WM kindei™ ^ * 1 ^® Meebidews. And-and I may he mistaken, of 

S P AmsZ,. ? ®®^T’ J,UI ttonght I saw Jfamma there too ! [Sensation. 

and never told mk 1 ^ ^ knew who Mr. Curphew was, Charles, Oh, I say, Tbcea ; aren’t you coming it rather strong ? 

Ifr. Yoow Mv dear T»ve .in mn.o T. , A Aunt at the Eldorado I Why, Aunt thought M was there I 

Mr. Curphew than a’bahln^^!-^^^^ notion who he is, if he s not Mr, Toov, Cornelia, my love, don’t pay any attention to her; 

CuTVih Tint* sitpaW Qip ^ 4f A x* j. ohild must be stark staring mad to say such things. It ’s bad 

Junction* this dav week?’ TVm enough that sAe should have gone; but to think of you in such a 

Sfeo^ neX^had Drlbahlt^ (To Althea.) Why, ""it was that very Satoday evening 

IMnoideLfi?rnw«^^^^ :a mother went to the_ Zenana Meeting at Mrs. 
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Junction this flTw waaV? enougn tnat s/io snouLU Have gone; but to think of you in such a 

Sfeo^ neX^had Drlbahlt^ (To Althea.) Why, ""it was that very Satoday evening 

Charles I ’d no idea, of i? rn^l? fill q + ;i •x. i j mother went to the Zenana Meeting at Mrs. 

have been’mo ' ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ Saturday, so it couldn’t CumberbatCh’s— yes, to be sure. (To Mrs. T.) You remember, my 

Alth, {imnatififi.ihA Tin i/1a« wz • nr r. dear, how you came home so late, in a cab the driver had been 

Pana P of what f Who Mr. Curphew smoking in, and how the moment yiu entered the room I 

Tur„a r I nr— j rn x t •„ 


Mrs, Toov, [hastily). My dear Teoiophilus, I remember the cir- 
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cnmstances perfectly, but I should not condescend to answer so Bank Holiday, Portrait of John 'Wesley, A Lecture on Cbemistrv 
preposterous a charge ; especially when it is my own daughter who at the Eoyal Polytechnic Institution, Exterior of the new Police 

jt' j \ -r , Court at Bow Street, An Incident in the Lord Mayor’s Show, 

[in distress). But indeed I don’t, Mamma. I only fancied it “ Oxford wins,” Yan Teomp sailing up the Thames, Paris Fashions 

might have been you, and of course, if you were at the Cum- for February, Christmas Eve— the Last Omnibus, Hop Pickers on 

T .. .... . new Unifom of the .Grenadier Gnards, arid the late 


Darara^. . , . ^n. n . copies, one penny a volume royalty. ' 

JxLr. loov. [at the window). Why, really, my love, it does seem to {JPost-^mark, Drury Lane.) Engage you at once for ten years. 

be a carnage, indeed. ^ I wonder who can be .calling at such a Probably shall not require you for more than three or four months. 

Now, it s qmte a coincidence, tndy— it ’s dear Mrs. Cumberbatch 1 but shall retain you ior the rest of the time. May come in useful 
i hope she 'U come in, because I really think it ’s a duty to warn later on. Place waiting for you in the Pantomime. Minute and a 
her against employing that particular cabman again. A driver who half in English History in twenty minutes. Also comic scene with 

permits himselt to smoke inside his own vehicle to that extent the Clown. The engagement must have clause allowing trans- 

makes ineffectual efforts to speak, ference. Can find places for your wives (if they are really nice 
At.* 1 ^ 2 .mma ! You don’t ones) in the Transformation Scene. If you can imitate the 

think she could reaUy r cries &c., of wild beasts, &c., think I can get you a turn at the 

I don’t Imow what to —Palace. Writing a first-rate 

think yet: but we shall all know , o , l part for vou in Autumn drama. 


in a very few seconds now. 

[The hall-door is heard to open ; 
Mrs. Toovey attempts to rise^ 
hut has to remain in her seat^ 
dumb and paralysed. 

End of Scene XVII. 


LOBENGULA’S LETTER-BAG. 

[Post-mark^ Regent's Park.) 
Shall be glad to engage you for 
the G-ardens. You will be ex- 
pected to look after the elephants 
and to make yourself generally 
useful with the lions and tigers. 
As the Christmas holidays are 
approaching, perhaps you might 
invent a little comic scene with 
the crocodiles. A similar feature 
was supplied years ago by the 
French sailor in charge of the 
seals with much effect. Of course 
we shall be glad if your know- 
ledge of the idiosyncrasies of the j 
ourang-outang enables you to I 







I cries &c., of wild beasts, &c., think I can get you a turn at the 

[Palace. Writing a first-rate 

,0 ^ i Autumn drama. 

^ , r a sort of gentlemanly demon, 
X ^ t appears in the West End 

. '‘J''. \1 r during the first and third Acts, 

^ ^ and in the last scene, appears 

^ ' '• i - ^ in national costume with a real 

• ' army and the whole bag of 

' ■ ' ‘'^44 '/' ' Dring as many of your 

. , army with you as you can. Can 

. find something for them to do un- 
production of the Autumn 
drama. Collect a good lot of 
1^' assegais and other useful props. 

' r \ working you 

’ Opera season. If you 

[ sive you a show 

j j ‘ 1 at a concert. Might do for 

' *■ .‘’.'V ' G-erman series. Terms as per 

• ' usual. Special arrangement if 

/■ ' ' wanted at Windsor. Come over 

at once. On second thoughts, 
1 1 '// ^ remain where you are. Will run 

'' - . over to have a chat. Third, and 

last thought, come over yourself. 
/ELTY. Find myself, with my engage- 

’ • rr A* ^ ‘j \ tixxr -n meuts, just uow a little pressed 
mSost s partridges). What Pow- Au revoir ! 






NOVELTY. 


ourang-outang enables you to j Mr. Cylinder [who always uses his Eosfs cartridges), “ What Pow- fnriimp Ju ' ^ 

suggest anything that could be , ^>^5 th^e loaded with, my Boy?” ‘ 

worked up into a comic interlude. I Beater. “Au doan’t rightly know; but ar think they calls 

Please bear in mind that the ' it Sbrdlitz Pooder 1 ” Coal and Wood. 

G-ardens want waking np, and That a Board of Conciliation be 

you have a big opportunity. You would bave Sunday off every constituted forthwith, to last for one year at least, consisting of an equal 
other week. The Gardens would reserve to themselves the right of number of coalowners and miners’ representatives, fourteen of each.'’ — 
regulating your costume. Your hoots and straw-hat may he ample of the Collieries Strike Conference.'\ 


Coal and Wood. 

That a Board of Conciliation be 


in Africa, but in the Regent’s Park would he considered in- 
appropriate. We think we can clothe you in the very thing, if we 
can find a size large enough for you. It is called “ the boy’s home- 
for-the-holidays lounging suit,” and is largely advertised. Shall 
expect you by next boat. 

[Post-mark, Westmmster). Glad to engage you for a month 
certain, with power to increase the time to six weeks or longer. Could 
you bricg with you a pugilistic hippopotamus ? It must be a youug 


Hooray for happy harmony so readily restored I 

Thanks chiefly to young Rosebery, that shrewd and genial lord. 

And Mr. Punch is thankful, for such strikes we can’t afford. 

That in the Labour platform the newest plank ’s a Board ! 

AN ORNITHOLOGICAL OUTBURST. 

[“ A specimen of the rare -white-tailed eagle has just been shot at Bude 


one, as there is not much room for any side-shows. If you can Haven, Cornwall.”— Paper, Bov. 24,1 


jump, and don’t mind water, so much the better. If you would leap 
tromthe organ-loft into a tank on to the stage, carrying on your 


AhI shades of Yarrell, Mor- 1 Soon will the Sea-earn join the 


back the boxing-kangaroo, the feat might be accepted," an^ prove a « i r\o 

feature. Think this over oa the journey to England. Perhaps some- Nephebeoc- Of Garefowl, iEpyornis, 

.1* -rj? ^ • -I ° -i 1 AvroioTi o-cnna IrrkTna Maa i 


vanished band 


UJJLXK) VJJ. VAX.;. W JL.llXLg JLOiJLLU.. JL OVUJLW3- - . . - p. 

thing may occur to you. If so, mind that we are deeply respected, and is -u* j 

are highly popular with the L. C. C. So please let your suggestions J; legions of bird-phan- 
be as refined as possible. ^ se Roc-ghosts and spectral han- 

[Post-mark, Paternoster Row). Shall be glad to arrange with yon . , tarns, ^ . 

for the immediate production of yonr Recollections. Would he glad venge the Vandal sportmg- 
if they were written in a bright, chatty style. You might give an ^ man s vagary, ^ 

account of your connection with literary celebrities, torturers, Wrought on your race m Corn- 

scientific expeditions, executions, sport in the far East, native war, ® Bude I 

and other topics of interest that may have come under your personal A Hdliaetus he ’s done to death I 


man’s vagary. 

Wrought on yonr race in Corn- 
wall’s hay of Bude ! 


A Hdliaetus he ’s done to death I 


Moa I 

And e’en the merry mavis 
Will rank as rara avis — 

The sparrow, sole of all that 
sailed with Noah, 

Will learn the casual pot-shot 
to withstand! 

Why surely, when rare birds 
are rarer made 


observation. If you could write up to some electros we have of a Haunt him and harry, ossifrage By ’Aery, or by ’Arriet’s bat- 


comic German Christmas party so much the better. As the success ' and osprey ! 
of the book is doubtful, we do not wish to incur unnecessary Hoot, owl! Croak havoc, 
expense, and therefore would be glad if you could see your way to raven I 

introducing the following^ blocks, of which, we bold the copyright : — He of that wave-beat haven 
Covent Garden by MoonEght, A Spanish Bull Fight, An Execution Should — ^like the Ancient, of the 
in front of the Old Bailey, A Students’ Ball in the Guartier Latin, Albatross— pray 

H.R H. opening a Newly-erected Board-School, Snipe Shooting on For tardy pardon till his 
the Norfolk Broads, Christmas in a Storm at Sea, Hampstead Heafli on latest breath ! 


adorner, 

These gentry should be 
tethered 

To posts, and tarred and 
feathered I [a mourner 
To see the balance thus redressed 
Would not be he who has these 
lines essayed ! 
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A DISCUSSION ON WOMAN’S RIGHTS. 

-I *VB NO DOUBT TOTT *KE QUITE EIGHT IN THEORY^ LADY HyPATIA. BUT I 'M AFRAID THAT IN PeAOTIOE THE WORLD AT 


lARGB won’t agree WITH YOU.’’ 


‘Won’t it ? Then it oughtn’t to be at large ! ” 


A BICYCLE BUILT EOR TWO. 

( Latest Parliamentary Version, ) 

Mr. H, Fowler sings, (Air— “D aisy BelV' 

There ’s mazy misgiving upon my part, 
Hazy, hazy. 

Women, by Walter M‘Laren’s art, 

Mnddle my “ Mazy Bill,” 
Whether I love it or love it not, 

Down I must gulp this pill. 
She- suffrage complicates the plot, 

Much, of my “ Mazy BiU ”! 

Chorus—^ 

Mazy I Mazy I 

She-T oter, sit up, do I 
I ’m half crazy. 

All with the weight of you ! 
Ton will not be robbed by marriage 
Of a ride on this bi- wheeled carriage. 
You look so sweet 
(So you think) on the seat 
Of a Bicycle built for Two I 

We must go “tandem,” like man and wife I— 
Aisyl Aisyl— 

Am I not working away for life, 

Driving my “ Mazy Bill” ? 
Taking you up, as an extra load, 

Taxes my strength and skill. 
Rough and up-hill is the country road, 

Kun by the “ Mazy Bill.” 

Chorus^ 

Lazy I Lazy! — 

Spin Hke a “ Scorcher ”— / 

I ’m half crazy 

With the dead weight of you ! 

f unster or bound in marriage, 
ou claim gratuitous carriage ; | 

But— use your feet 

I If you must have a seat] 

On this Bicycle built for Two ! 


I mr st stand by you P Oh yes, I know I 
They see, they see, — 

M‘Laben and Stansfeld, Jesse and Joe,— 

I ^m bound to my “ Mazy BUI.” 
You ’ll take the lead, if I don’t mistake. 

Then, if you work your wUl, 
Who wiU there be to put on the brake, 

Working my “ Mazy BUI ” ? 
Chorus — 

Hazy! Hazy I 

Such is the country view ! 
Squires half crazy, 

AU for sheer dread of you I 
Maidens or marred by marriage, 

Yonr sex means claiming their carriage ; 
But, I feel dead heat 
With your weight on the seat 
Of this Bicycle— built for Two I 


CONVERSATION BOOK FOR CANDIDATES. 

( When the Ladies have he Franchise,^ 

Voter, Are you sure you are quite steady ? 

^ Candidate, Q,uite. And I am prepared to 
give the best time of my life to the considera- 
tion of the most important 

V, Thank yon, that wiU do. But do yon 
think that a carriage is necessary for a wife i* 

C, Certainly, and it would be a grievance 
if she had not one. By a development of the 
trade of the country I believe that 

V, Thank yon, that will do. And I sup- 
pose you admit the equalily of the sexes ? 

C. Undoubtedly, considering that the 
highest places in the university class lists are 
carried off by 

V, Thank yon, that will do. And I sup- 
pose yon, if elected, will have a fortune 
sufficiently ample to afford a house in Eaton 
Square, a place in the country, a yacht in the 
Solent, a box at the opera, and all the other 
necessary etceteras ? 

C, Most probably. I hold it to he the duty 


of every legislator to see that his^ wealth is 
sufficient to enable him to give his individual 

time to the service ot his constituents, and 

V, Thank yon, that will do. 1 presume, 
if you married, you would like your wife’s 
mother to occasionally vibit her daughter ? 

C. Theoretically, yes. Judging for others, 
I would say that no subject of greater interest 
than happy domestic arrangement could he 
imagined. I would insist that the well-being 
of the family circle is of paramount import- 
ance, and that 

V, Thank jou, that will do. And now for 
my last question. If you are elected will you 
be prepared to marry my eldest daughter ? 

C. That is a matter of great moment which 
requires the most careful consideration. 
Without absolutely pledging myself to any 

course of action, I may declare that 

V, Thank yon, that wiH do. And now I 
will examine your opponent 1 


PALINODE. 

[“ In my old Radical days.” — Mr, Chamberlain,'] 

Yes, I once was a smart little Rad 
Who talked about “ lilies ” and “ ransom. ’ 
Those views, which were shallow and mad, 

I retract, in a manner most handsome. 

E a ? “ Skeletons, ” “ Armchairs ” P Oh no ! 

I hold they are traitors or sillies, 

Who talk (like the juvenile Joe) 

About skeletons, ransom, and lilies I 
Ri f ol de rol Hddle lol dol I 

I might be indulging to-day 
In the rampant and rancorous Rad’s tone, 
Swearing “ hlies ” full “ ransom ” must pay, 
If it hadn’t a-been for that Gladstone I 
Me serves as a warning to me, 

A sort of political helot ; 

But, thanks to old W. O., 

I’m no longer a radical zealot ! 

Ri fol de rol liddle lol dol I 
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••A BICYCLE BUILT FOB TWO.” 

P*If he (Mr. Fowler) understood the decision of the House correctly on this subject, it was this — ^that the disquslihcation of married women 
should cease[; that was to say, where a woman was otherwise qualified, and was on an existing register, and, as such, entitled to vote, she should 
not be disqualified by reason of being a married woman. ... It was a decision which the Government would endeavour to carry out. . . . He should 
propose to insert a new clause removing the disqualification of married women altogether.** — Ji£r, JBC. JPowl&t in the Dehate on the Darish Ooti/ndls DilU^ 
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ROBERT'S PUZZEL. 

I ’VB had a Pazzel put into my hands 
by a heminent Common Councilman 
which has puzzeld me orfuUy, but 
which he says is as plane as the hob- 
jects of a County Counsellor. It is as 
follows : — 

“Amalgamation is 'W’exation, 

XJnefecation is as Bad, 

The Boyal Commission ^nzzels me, 

And their practises drives me Mad ! ” 

In course the hole thing is a Com- 
mondrum to a pore Waiter like me; 
but my frend tells me that it all 
means, that as the City Copperation 
is the popularest body in aU the hole 
Country, and the London County 
Counsel about the most unpoi)ularest, 
as they are allers a hinterfering un- 
nessasarily with the cumforts and 
amusements of some class or other of 
the people, they acshaUy has the hor- 
dasity to propose that the grand old 
Copperation shoud be abolished alto- 
gether, and ancient Gildhall and the 
honored Manshun House, with aU their 
sacred contents, handed over to the 
County Counsellors! and that in 
future there shoud be no reel City of 
London, but that all the hole place, 
with its five millions of peeple, shoud 
be muddled up together, and put under 
the loving care of the London County 
Counsel I 

Well, I do happen to have a pretty 
large aquaintance one way and 
another, and I wentures to say, most 
truthfully, that I haven’t come across 
one singel one on ’em but what has 
ether amost bust hisself with larfter, 
or amost screamed hisself hoarse 
with hindignation, when I have 
told him my almost unposserbel tail! 


ONE OE THE ^‘MAXIMS” OE CIVILISATION! 



Old and Nlw. 

“Think of the glorious Mottoes,” said a Major of the 
old school. “ ^ Nil Desperandum^^ ‘ Death or Victory,’ 
* England Expects,’ and so forth ! ” Replied his friend, 
the modern Captain, “ Bother your Mottoes! Give ns the 
‘ Maxims ’ I ” 


Elihbertigibbet.” 

The fiend that now urges to—pen flippant novels 
Is modern Poor TomU modish Modo* 

The work that in cynical worldliness grovels 
Will soon be extinct as the Dodo I 
* See King Lear, 


I did wenture to ask the Common 
Councilman, the other day, whether he 
reelly thort as there was any possibility 
of such a hideous skeme a being 
carried out, when we all knowd what 
a splendid caraoter the old Coppera- 
tion had borne for ages past for Gener- 
ossity, for Horsepitallerty, and for 
Eddication. His arnser was, “My dear 
Robert, we lives in sitch rum times 
that one hesitates to say that any 
habsurdity is impossible, but the great 
trust of all of us is, that should things 
get to the werry worst, and ewen the 
House of Commons throw us over — 
tho I have heard their great Leader 
himself declare, in Gildhall itself, that 
the history of the City Copperation re- 
flected an amount of credit upon those 
who had governed it for generations 
that it woTud be difiercult to surpass — 
the same nobel and hindependent Body 
as only a few munse ago saved the 
country from disruption, and thereby 
raised themselves greatly in the esti- 
mation of aU thinking men, would 
again step forward and save the grate 
Capital from such a ridickulus, and 
contemtible, and silly absurditty as 
was never equaled in the history of 
the world!” 

Ah, well, these was nice comforting 
words for me to hear^ and sent me 
about my ofi'shal dooties with quite 
renewed wiggour, and when shortly 
afterwards I wentured to repeat them 
to one of the most importantest of our 
gests, he turned round and acshally 
shook my hand, and exclaimed, “Ah, 
my good Robert, we may trust to 
them, for many and many a time 
have I heard some of our gratest 
men exclaim, * Thank God we have 
a House of Lords I ’ ” 

Robert. 


"HISTORY (NEARLY) REPEATS ITSELE.” 

{A Peep into the Fatwre . ) 

There was a general strike The playing fields were deserted, 
and trade was at a standstill. Not a cricket-ball or a foot-ball had 
been made for months, and the lawn- tennis industry 
was paralyzed. The papers of the day urged the 
Government to intervene. “ After all, it was only a 
matter of figures. Surely a compromise might be 
reached. If players would only meet payers, aU 
would be well.” So a Cabinet Council was held, and 
the most popular Member of the Ministry was selected 
as arbitrator. The name was well-received^ by both 
sides, and all seemed en train for a satisfactory 
settlement. 

‘^We must have a proper salary,” said a repre- 
sentative of the foot-ball profession ; “if we don’t, 
we shall have to give it up, and take to soldiering, 
doctoring, brief-accepting, and the rest of it.” 

There was a murmur of disapproval at this 
suggestion. Was foot-ball to perish because its 
professors could not get a “living wage”? No, a 
thousand times no ! 

Then the Minister suggested that he had better 
hear the complaints of the men, the women, and the 
children. So the cricketers, the golfers, the polo- 
players, and the lovers of lawn-tennis spoke at length. 

“And what may you want young lady?” asked 
the arbitrator, with a smile. 

“I must be paid for taking my doll for a walk,”' 
replied a small girl of six or seven. ^ “I have to 
keep the toy perambulator in repair, and when 
Rose falls on her nose, I have to get her face 
replaced. How am I to bear these expenses if I 
receive notMng ? It is impossible, unreasonable I ” 

“And I, too,” cried a scboolboy. “How can I 
trundle my hoop or play at marbles if I am not 
allowed something for my time ? ” 



And there were other complaints. Everyone wanted a wage, and 
the cries for salaries waxed louder and louder. 

Then the Minister asked for a few minutes’ grace, and began 
writing. After be had finished his despatch, he put it in an 
envelope, and requested someone to read it when he had taken his 
departure. Then he went away. 

“Dear me!” said the person to whom the 
despatch had been entrusted. “This is highly un- 
satisfactory. I find the arbitrator has resigned 
without making an award, and has left the matter in 
the hands of Lord Rosebery.” 

Then there was a cry of sorrow. For it was 
known that as Lord Rosebery had had quite enough 
of conflicts between capital and labour, he would 
certainly refuse to be dragged into another quarrel. 

So the war went on between players and payers, 
and “ Merrie England ” became a byword of reproaon 
in the comity of nations. 


Popular Idea 
of a Member 
“ Grand Day.” 


of the Costume 
of the Bar on 


MATURE CHARMS. 


Maiden slim and fair, with the golden hair, 

So eager to snare with the knowing glance 

Of your eyes so bright, and to waltz all night 
With that step so light in the mazy dance, 

Years ago, I swear, we once met somewhere ; 

We danced — you take care to forget that ball — ^ 

And my arm embraced that wasp’s whalebone waist, 
So cruelly laced, so absurdly small! 

But then I declare you had nut-brown hair. 

The colour ’s still there just down at the roots ; 

You are “fancy free,” full of girlish glee. 

But you ’re forty-three I would bet my boots. 

Your beauty is rare, but I am aware 
That face you prepare, that vile waist you buy. 

Which corsets to oi^ised women give, 

And hairdressers live so that you may dye. 
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SO POLITE!! 

Slim nervous Oent [pulling up at a regular facer), “ Hold hard, tott Brute 1 ‘ Ladies first ! 


A BALLAD. 

f WISH I could write romantic rot. 

Like the beautiful songs they sing 
M Ballad Concerts ; why should I not 
Attempt such a simple thing ? 

This metre’s just right. Here goes! — The 
moon 

Shone sad o’er the silvered waves, [June, 
The nightingale trilled ’neath that night of 
Where the river the primrose laves, 

(That ’s good, though hazy the sense may 
seem, 

'No primrose would bloom at the time ; 

The river laves ” it, not it the stream ; 

“ Moon ” and “ June ” makes a clumsy 
rhyme.) 

Upon the terrace a maiden fair 
Was gazing the waters o’er, 

And dreaming of vows of love she ne’er 
Would hear, as in days of yore. 

Days of yore,” that ’s fine.) Ajud her soft, 
sad eyes 

Looked up at the starry night, 

She kissed a fair ruby ring, with sighs, 
Which shone on her ^gers white. 

(You put the words as it suits you best ; 

The adjective need not be 
Before the noun.) On her heaving breast 
A red, red rose you could see. 

(That is if you had been there.) She’ wept ; ’ 

To-night must her lover go. 

The rose was awake, though the pimpernel 

/■D m [know?) 

(Bagged from Tennyson, don’t you 


The silent stream whispered scarce a sign, 
Ere it swept past the willows ^rey. 

(The sense is vague, though the sound is 
fine ; 

What it means even I can't say.) 

Alas ! alas I red, red rose, bright ring I 
Red rose, cherished ring, alas ! 

(Such bosh Boimds beautiful when you 
sing.) 

A hush lay over the grass. 

(I’m hanged if I know what a “hush” 
may be. 

It ’s something pathetic, sublime.) 

The nightingale warbled upon the tree. 

O rose-scented summertime I 

He came, and pressed to his manly heart 
The maid ’neath the pale moonbeams 
(Don’t mind if accents are wrong) ; they 
I part! 

In (excellent rhyme) her dreams 
The joy of that passionate farewell kiss 
To the silent tomb she bore. 

(I could easily write you a mile of this, 

But you probably want no more.) 


“ La Fin du Sea-Aigle ( 1 1).” — The 
Standard informs us that — 

“A specimen of the white-tailed, or sea eagle, 
has just been shot at Bude Karen, Cornwall, l^he 
bird weighed nearly eight pounds, and the ex- 
tended wmgs measure between seven and eight feet 
from tip to tip.’’ 

How, “next please,” and let us have, the 
“ Very last of the Sea Serpent I 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

Extracted prom the Diary op Toby, M.P. 

House of Commons^ Monday Nght, No- 
vemher 20. — Rumour current to-night that 
Ballykilbeg is in the market. Ballykilbeg is 
the manorial seat of one of the most ancitnt 
and honourable Irish families, long settled in 
County Down. The O’Hnstons were in the 
train of Borrhoimi when he first essayed, 
and succeeded in. the difficult task of form- 
ing a United Ireland. Jake O’EnstonIs a 
name that lingers lovingly in tradition of 
Youngest Ireland. Gradually, being always 
on the people’s lips, it began to take a new 
form. J. O’Hnston naturally became John- 
ston; but Balls kilbeg was always there. 
To-day House of Commons contains no more 
esteemed Member than he who is known as 
Johnston of Ballykilbeg. A man of war 
breathing battle, ever ready to take his place 
amongst the corpses in the last ditch, John- 
ston of Ballykilbeg off the platform in Ulster, 
or off his legs in House of Commons, is the 
mildest-mannered man that ever proposed 
to broil a brother for conscience’ sake. 

Quite a sensation at prospect of dissevering 
Johnston from Bally kilbe|r. Glad to hear 
there ’s nothing, or little, m it. Arises out 
of circumstance that Johnston has ap- 
proached Mr. G. with suggestion that 
Treasury shall purchase an estate in Ire- 
land, and there plant out the Duke of York. 
If the Duke, making a survey of Ireland, 
should find no more attractive place 
than Ballykilbeg, the descendant of the 
O’Hnstons is not the man to allow personal 
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predilections or old associations to stand in the way of gratification 
of Royal desire. It might come to pass that the Crowned Heads of 
Europe would welcome at their courts York of Bally kilbeg, whilst 
the last of the O’Hnstons would he content to house his loyal head 



Johnson of Ball)' kilbeg escorting the Duke of York. 


under alien roof. That, however, not a prospect in view when he 
moved in the matter. There is surely room between the seas 
that circle Ireland for the Doke of York and Johnston still at 
Ballykilbeg. 

Business done, — Clause I. added to Parish Councils Bill. 


to vote for a person he does not prefer in order to secure a majority 
for some purpose he does not understand.” Can’t better that; 
leaves nothing else to say. Nevertheless, much was said ; talked by 
the hour: finally a division, in which Government majority, rarely 
falling below three score and ten, stood at 72. 

Business done, — Something of the debating society order. 

Thursday night, — Things coming to a pretty pass if Tomlinson 
is not to offer a few observations on third reading of Employers’ 
Liability Bill without an arrogant Minister moving the Closure. 
A.part from consideration of individual liberty and freedom of 
speech, House would have suffered special disappointment if 
Speaker had accepted AsauiTH’s suggestion and submitted question 
of Closure. Finding Tomlinson on his feet at this juncture it 
naturally thought he had, in interval, discovered what his amend- 
ments moved last week in Committee on Bill meant, and was seizing 
this opportunity of explaining them. He didn’t ; but tha,t was all 
Asquith’s fault. Enough to cow any man rising at ten minutes to 
twelve and having pistol held to his head in shape of motion for the 
Closure. 

Just at the time when Tomlinson was coming to his explanation, 
hand of clock touched five minutes to twelve. He might still have 
used up at least four minutes ; being fiurricd, he sat down ; and now 
we shall never know what his amendments w^ra designed to accom- 
plish. Happily there was time left for Matthews to soundly 
rate Asquith for his attempt to Closure Tomlinson. Right hon. 
gentleman could scarcely control his tongue in the emotion under 
which he laboured in contemplation of the attempted outrage. It 
would have been bad enough with an ordinary member. That the 
weighty and sententious speech of so eminent^ a statesman as the 
Member for Preston should have been broken in upon by a motion 
for the Closure only showed, in the ex-Home Secretary’s opinion, 
how bad was the case of the Government, how reckless the 
tactics to which desperation drove them. A beautiful speech ; 
almost, as Tomlinson says, worth being snubbed by Asquith in 
order to elicit this eloquent testimony to modest merit. 

Business done, — ^Employers’ Liability Bill read a third time. 


Tuesday,— 'BdrUh. Councils on again. That was order of day, | 
but human ingenuity dragged in other matters. First Woman’s 
Suffrage, on which there was livelier debate than has yet arisen in 
Committee on this Bill. Last Thursday Walter McLaren raised 
question in form of an Instruction. Government resisting were 
beaten, the Opposition coalescing with revolting Radicals. Now, as 
Squire op Malwood puts it, the Government, kissing the rod, 
accept injunction ; undertake to embody; M‘Laeen’s Amendment in 
Bill, Pretty to see air of doubt and hesitation that hereupon comes 
over ingenuous faces on Opposition benches. If Henry Fowler 
had put his back up, declared that Woman delighted him not, nor 
Walter McLaren either. Opposition would again have joined 
forces with Radicals, and Government would once more have suffered 
defeat. Since they resolved to obey Instruction carried by majority 
last Thursday, Prince Ajlthur shakes his head; Edward Stanhope 
shows this is quite another pair of sleeves ; whilst Joseph, back 
bronzed from breezy Bahamas, bluntly says he will oppose new 
Clause Henry Fowler has promised to bring in. 

‘‘It is the duty of an Opposition to oppose,” says Prince 
Arthur; “and I did not for several Sessions sit at feet of Old 
Morality without being impressed with imperative sense of duty.” 



Later, when ^is difficulty temporarily out of way and it seemed 
progress with Clause might be made, Proportional Representation 
was dragged m neck and crop. Courtney took charge of the puzzle 
explain it. No prizes offered, and attention a 
little slack. Squire oe Malwood defined the theory in admirable 
phrase. ‘ It is,”{he said, “ an ingenious system by which a is 


Friday Great advantage of habit of foreign travel in- 

grained with Members of Commons is that when erudite question 
comes up sure to be someone present who can illustrate its bearings 
from experience gained in more or less remote j^rtions of the planet. 
Just now Henry Fowler moved provision in Parish Councils^ Bill, 
making it possible for Lovely Woman, whether married or single, 
to stoop to folly of being elected on Parish Council Board. Up 
jumps Horace Plunkett with some charming reminiscences brightly 
told of residence in the State of Wyoming. In that happy land 
women enjoy equal political and municipal privileges with their 
brother men. 

“ I was,” said Plunkett, “ well acquainted with a female Justice 
of the Peace. She discharged her duties, and, when necessary, a 
revolver.” 

Another of Plunkett’s lady friends in far-off Wyoming had her 
domestic duties broken in upon by summons to attend a iurjr. Case 
proved protracted; husband had to stay at home and mind the 
baby, whilst she was looked up all-night with eleven good men and 
true. 

After hearing this. Committee unanimously, without division 
being chaRenged, agreed to Fowler’s Amendment. 

Business done, — On Clause III. Parish Council Bill, 


SHAKSPEARE IN LONDON. 


Buy no more. Ladies; buy no 
more; 

Shops were deceivers ever : 

One price in season, one before, 
And reasonable never. 

Then buy not so, 

But let them go. 

And be you blithe and bonny. 
Converting Rohes ^ modes ^ et 

manteaux ” 

Into — “ Pas, si Je connais! ” 


Bring no more bargains— sales are 
low, 

And biRs are duR and heavy ; 
(The shopmen drew their longest 
bow 

For Summer’s rout and hvee,) 
Then buy not so, ^ 

But let them “ show ” 

And be you shrewd and bonny, 
Converting aR their Tout ce 
qu'ilfaut ” 

Into— “ Paa, si je connais! ” 


“TEARS, IDLE TEARS I” 

Punch’s picture, “ When the 
Cat’s Away I ” 

Seems to have effect I The brutal 
“play” 

Of young ruffians, in at least two 
cases. 

Whipping has rewarded. What 
long faces 

Trotter pulls ! With his ndld 
creed it clashes. 

Sentiment’s eyes are wet— about 
the lashes ! 

HowHng brutes make moRy- 
coddles snivel. 

Let the ruffians raR, their cham- 
pions drivel. 

Brutausing to chastise brutality P 

’Tis the merest blind sentimen- 
taRty. 

Feeble men and helpless women 
save 

I From the roughs, and let the 

1 weepers rave I 


) 
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OTJB, BOOKING-OEPICE. 

A PEEXTSAL of Captain Ltoabd’s Rise of our East African Entire fills one 
with a thrill of pride at hein^ also an Englishman. Captain Lugard is a 
Soldier of Fortune, of the type of Quentin Durward^ only, instead of lendiog 
his sword to a foreign king, he helps to carve out empire for England in the 
very heart of Africa. This is, however, naerely an accident. He reached 
Massowah bent upon joining the Italian forces then fighting against the 
A^hyssinians. This journey was undertaken for what, to my Baronite’s peace- 
loving disposition, is the oddest reason in the world. Finding himself with his 
regiment at Gibraltar in December 1888, his health shattered in the Burmah 
campaign, Captain Ltjoabd came to the conclusion that nothing would do him 
good except a little fighting. So, with £50 in his belt, and no outfit excejjt 
his rifie, he got on board the first passing ship, and sailed whithersoever it 
chanced to be going. This turned out to be Naples, a fortunate stroke, since 
Italy was the only nation that chanced at the moment to be at war. Captain 
Lttgakd’s efforts to obtain permission to join the expeditionary force, made 
first at Rome, and afterwards at Dogali, were unsuccessful. He drifted into 
East Africa, and finally reached Uganda, with which territory, iparticularly 
interesting just now, much of the book is concerned. It is impossible even to 
! hint at the marvellous adventures through which he made his way. They 
! were accomplished with marvellous endurance and superb courage, the i>ic- 
I turesque narrative being written with charming modesty. No more stirring 


two handsome volumes, profusely illustrated and enriched with maps. 

A few hints to those about to marry in Courtship and Marnage^ by Annie 
Swan. Miss Annie Swan is a Duck ! 

The latest “ Outs’* published by “Tnnes” are The Dainty Eooks, a charm- 
ing series, containing some very pretty stories ; that of a little girl, always aiming 
at dramatic effects, in A Eit and a Miss, by the Hon. Eva Knatchbuil- I 
Hpgessen, is most amusingly told, and The Lily and the Water Lily is a 
delicate fiowery romance by Mrs. A. Comvns Cabs, in which flowers and 
fairies talk and act for the benefit of some little children. 

Those who have bad memories should get the Dictionary of Quotations,^ 
compiled by Rev. James Wood. It is not a Stock Exchange memorandum, 
^y~- but a compilation of more than the usual stock quoted from various writers. 

Distinguished for his art gems, Raphael Tuck and Son are as Artful as 
ever with their variety show of cards and booklets, 
jy LE pessimism consequence of the high price of coals this winter. Faulkner & Co. have 

‘ turned our eyes to summer flowers and pictures. Winter being sxunmarily 

First Youthful Reprobate, “ *Say, Billy, *avb yir got dismissed, is not on the cards. 

SEOHA THING AS A BIT 0^ 'Baooa ABOUT YEB ? ** A splendid Collection of Good Words for 1893, published by Isbisteb. and 

ifecond Y. B, “Ain’t 'ad so much as a W’iff since edited by Donald Macleod, D.D. ; in it will be found a serial story by Edna 
LARST Toosday fortnitb 1 ” Lyall, “To Right the Wrong,” which proves how wrong it is to write, —but 

lirst Y, B, “ Ah ! wot a World ! eh?” read this, and right through, says the Baron db Book -Worms. 



JUVENILE PESSIMISM. 

First Youthful Reprobate, “ *Say, Billy, ’a'^ 
seoha thing as a bit o’ ’Baooa about yer? 


HOW TO WRITE A CHEAP CHRISTMAS NUMBER. 

From Editor to Contributor,-^ e are going to have a seasonable 
extra, but can’t go to any unnecessary expense. Want a story of 
the old kind. Snow, ice, hunting, and plum pudding. Scene must 
be laid in an antiquated country-house, to bring in picture of 
“ Downderry Grange by Moonlight.” Can you manage it ? 

From Contributor to Editor, — Just the thing ready to hand. 
Scene Burmah, but can easily bring all the characters to Loam- 
shire. Central incident. Heroine run over by a vtild elephant, 
easily changed into an accident on the railway. Have you any 
blocks you can send me ? 

From Editor to Contributor, — Sending you heaps of outs by the 

f areels post. Choose those you like best, and return the remainder, 
su’t railway incident ratner stale? Better stick to elephant. 
Possibly introduce a topical tone. Think you will find in parcel a 
sketch of the bombardment of Rio. Do your best. 

From Contributor to Editor, — Thanks for packet of blocks. 
I have kept half a dozen. Have found a fellow who will do for a 
hero. Only drawback he ’s always changing his personal appearance. 
However, can make him an amateur detective. Wrong about the 
bombardment of Rio. No picture of that incident. Think you 
must have taken “ Illumination of Jammeripore, on the occasion of 
the Queen’s J ubilee,” for it. Can work in that^ as it will do for one 
of my Burmese scenes. Rough sketch of plot. Hero in love with 
heroine, who is left alone in lonely manor-house. She meets him 
in a circus, where he rescues her from an infuriated elephant. 
Brings in three blocks nicely. Hard at work. 

From Editor to Contributor.— I must ask you to send back 
blocks you have selected. Appears I promised them to another 
Contributor, who had written up to them a story called, “Farmer 
Foodie’s Yisit to the Cattle Show.” However, retain the Jubilee illu- 
mination, as he says he doesn’t want it. Sending you fresh parcel. 

From Contributor to Editor,— annoyed, as I was getting on 
capitally. Edwin and Angelina, on their escape from the mad 
elephant, were seeking shelter under the Adelpbi Arches. Now come a 
lot of pictures of the French Revolution I However, will do mv best. 
• ^ From Editor to Contributor.— Yovl are such a good-natured fellow, 
it’s a shame to bother you. Find I had promised another chap those 


revolutionary subjects. He has written a story up to them, called 
“ Nettlehv’s Nightmare.” Have sent you a heap more in exchange. 

From Contributor to Editor, — It’s really too bad! I had put 
Edwin in the Conciergerie and Angelina was trying to bribe 
Robesbieerb, And now you have altered it all I And what am I 
to do with a picture which seems to be an advertismentof somebody’s 
shirts ? Haven’t you made another mistake. However, I have got 
ou as fast as I can, and put a heap of subjects in a mad scene. 
Edwin’s brain breaks down, and he has visions of lots of things, 
inclusive of some wedding-cakes. 

From Editor to Contributor. — You are quite right. I did make a 
mistake. The last packet of blocks were put into my room by mis- 
take. Please return them at once— they are required for the 
advertisements. Better send in your story as it is, and then I 
will find something appropriate. Why will you live in the country ? 
If vou were here, you could settle the whole matter in two twos. 

From Contributor to Editor, — I stayin'the country because I can’t 
get inspiration in town. And that’s my affair, and not your’s. 
Pardon this tone of irritation, bnt I hate altering a story after once 
I panning out the plot. However, I have obeyed your orders. Edwin 
and Angelina are born in Burmab (they are cousins), and are taken to 
an old English country-house. Then they are told by an old crone 
the story of their parents’ past. That brings in all the French revo- 
lutionary business. Then I get in the detective part, with a reference 
to the undiscovered crime in Cannon Street. You will see it is all right. 

From Edit(yr to Contributor, — ^I have read it, and heartily con- 
gratulate you. Just what we wanted. What do you call it ? 

From Contributor to Editor, — “ A Lovely Devonshire Rose.” It 
seems to me neat and appropriate : or, as it is a story for Christmas, 
how will “ A Ray of Arctic Sunlight ” do ? 

From Editor to Contributor, — “A Ray of Arctic Sunlight” is 
better for Yule Tide. I have got the very blocks for the illustrations. 
Belonged to a book called Travels in the Soudan and Syria, Could 
not have found anything more appropriate if I had searched for 
centuries. I enclose a little cheque, and offer thousands of thanks 
for all the trouble you have taken. It is no idle form when I wish you 
the happiest of Christmasses and the most prosperous of New Years I 

From Contributor to Editor, — Reciprocation of seasonable compli- 
ments. But 1 say— hang it— you might have made it guineas I 
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A DILEMMA. 

Ymng Sjportm>an {to Ms small 71 epTiew^ the Pa/r son's son), “Hello! Jimmie! why don’t you come out on the Pony? You’ll 

NEVER BE A MaN IF YOU DON’T HUNT.” ^ , 

Jimmie, “Now listen to that, Mother! There’s Uncle Jack says I shall never be a Man if I don t. There s 
Father says it’s Cruelty if I do. Then old John says I should be laming the Pony; and you say the Pony would be 
laming me ! What am I to do ? ” 


SINGLE-HANDED RUN.^^ 

[“ It is interesting to watch the methods of obstruction .... Progress 
(with the Parish Councils Bill) has been slow enough, but it is impeded with 
an artfulness which indicates a certain division of labour among the different 
sections of the Unionist army. The first section includes the Liberal 
Unionists, whose r6le is .... to take no overt part in the game of mere 
talkativeness ; the second is the official Tories, who mostly hate the Bill 
.... and lose no opportunity of expressing a guarded but thoroughly 
sincere distrust of every portion of it; the third section consists of the 
go-as-you-please Lowtherites — the mere guerillas, who are allowed to 
obstruct as much and as long as they please.'*—** House md Lobby ** in the 

Daily Chronicle*''] 

{Roughs and rather amcdewris\ reporter's mems, picked up on the 
St Stephen's Football Grounds during the progress of the big match, 
Midlothian United y. Unionists, See illustration, p, 266.) 

Football at St. Stephen’s lootog up! Fine exponents of the 
Rugby (fame. Strong combinations, “Midlothian United” and 
“Unionists” met to decide great— postponed— fixture. Though 
weather favourable, failed somehow to attract the large crowd 
usual at matches between these two “ sides” of far-famed amateurs. 
Enthusiastic followers of the game, however, who ^ turned up 
in adequate numbers, rewarded by sight of -good, if slow and 
unexcitmg game. Both sides well represented, and the home- 
sters, who won the toss, played first half from pavilion end of 
ground, having wind, which was blowing across ground, a trifie 
in their favour. 

“Midlothian United,” famous team, better known as “Glad- 
stone’s Men,” play well together, and are strong lot. though less 
speedy perhaps than their opponents. “Unionists” indeed (made 
up from two admirable teams at one time opponents) an extremely 
clever, not to say artful, combination. As pick of anciently opposed 
sides, wonderful how well they are together, and how unselfishly 
they play the game, “ Midlothian United ’’ team (which has under- 
gone numerous changes of late) also fairly well together, and 
admirably captain’d. 

From kick-off, ball was well returned, and play settled down in 


homesters’ territory. Later, game^ of very equal character, each 
side looking like scoring, but nothing definite obtained before half 
time. Game then ruled a bit slow, ^ Showing good combination, 
the visitors’ forwards caused home-side some anxiety. Forwards, 
however, played very self-denying game, and game largely confined 
to the hSf and three-quarter backs, and in this visitors had 
advantage, as “ Midlothian United” do not so greatly shine in this 
phase of game, whereas, among their opponents, Bowles, Long, 
Lowthee, and one or two more, very smart and tricky. Fowler, 
however, the great Midlothian forward, played with fine combina- 
tion of energy and judgment, made some fine runs, and proved 
vastly effective in scrum. Balfour, Goschen, and H. J ames, played 
very artfully indeed, and “tackled” strongly, and although that 
mighty forward Chamberlain less prominent than usual, stiU, in 
doggerel of football-field, it may be said that. 

Job, the Brum, 

Shines in scrum. 

Later Bowles, Tomlinson, Stanley Leighton, Lowther, 
and Hanburt, were very active for the “ Unionists,”^ though 
one or two of them seemed sometimes “within measurable distance ” 
of being^pulled up for fouls. Collings once made tracks hnt failed 
to pass Kigbt, who throughout played a sound game at hack for the 
Midlothianites. Not to be denied, the “ Unionists ” again advanced 
to the attack, Long and Leighton especially being conspicnous. 
Fowler deprived latter, bnt Balfour and Chamberlain rushing np 
relieved. Fast and even play then became order, the ball being 
taken from one end of ground to other with great rapidity. Fowler 
broke np a determined attack by “ Unionists.” From a h^ scrum 
he got possession, and put in a fine single-handed rxm right down 
centre of ground, closely pursued by those determined tacklers, 
Balfour, James, Goschen, and the redoubtable Brum, when-; — 
[Here the reporter's mems, abruptly terminate, and it is pre~ 
Burned they were dropped— actually or metaphorically — by 
the evidently amateur scribe, 

Diabolus ex MachinA.— Dynamiting Anarchism. 
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SCEITE XYIII." 


The door opens^ 


UNDER THE ROSE. 

(A Story i% Scenes,) 

The Drawing-room^ as "before^ 
and Phcbbe appears, 

Tlmhe [to Mrs. Toovet). If you please, ma’am, Mrs. Cumbee- 

BATCH 

Mrs, Toovey [in a rapid whisper), Xot here, Phoebe! Show her 
into the study— anywhere. Say I ’ll come 1 
Fhoebe, She said she hadn’t time to come in, m’m ; she left her 
compliments, and just called to let you know the Banana Meeting 
will be next Friday, And oh, if you please, m’m, I wished to ask 
you about that dress you wore last Saturday, I ’ye tried everything, 
and I canH get the smell of tobaccer out of it, do what I will, m’m. 
(To herself,) That’ll teach her not to accuse me of hiding fol- 
lowers downstairs I 

Althea (to herself). Mine had to be left all night in a thorough 

draught. Where Mamma have been, unless ? 

Mrs, Toov, (with dignity), I came 
home in a smoky cab, and you 
know perfectly well this is not the 
place to ask me such questions. 

Leave the room ! 

Phoebe [to herself as she leaves), 

A smoky cab indeed I There ’s no 
smoke without fire— as Master will 
find out before long ! 

^ Charles, Had your cabman been 
giving a smoking party inside his 
fourwheeler, or what. Aunt ? 

Mrs, Toov, I don’t — yes, I 
believe he had. He apologised 
for it; it— it was his birthday. 

[To herself) Oh, dear me, what 
makes me teU these dreadful 
stories ? 

ATr.Toouey. His birthday! Why, 
if you remember. Coehebia, you 
said the man had been drinking. 

That would account for it! But 
did I understand there was to be 
another Zenana Meeting, my love ? 

That seems rather soon, does it 
not, after having one only last 
Saturday! 

Mrs, Toov, (to herself), I must 
go on, or he ’ll suspect something. 

(Aloud, severely,) And why not, 
ra— pray, why not? You know 
what an energetic creature Mrs, 

Cttmbeebatch is ! Can we do too 
much for those poor benighted 
heathen women ? And there was 
a great deal that we had to leave 
unfinished the other evening. 

Mr, Toov, Dear me, and you 
were home so late, too 1 
Mrs, Toov, Perhaps you dis- 
believe my word, Pa ? If you do, 
say so, and I shall know what to 
think ! Though what I *ve done to 

deserve such suspicion 

Mr, Toov, (astounded). My 
own love, I never for one single moment- 
Csesar is above sut^picion, 

Mrs, Toov, [with relief), I should hope so, Theophutts ; not that 
you are Ccssar — ^but there, that is enough of a very painful subject. 
Let us say no more about it. 

^ Curphew (to himself). I ’m more certain every moment that this 
immaculate matron is lying like a prospectus, but what can I do P 

1 ve no proof, and if I had, I couldn’t bring myself to Well, I 

must wait, that ’s all. 

Mrs, Zbow. What I should like to know is, why Mr. Cueehew 
still remains here after we have distinctly informed him that wd^'^do 
not desire his farther acquaintance ? 

^ Curph, Before I go, let me say this : that I have no intention of 
giving up your daughter until she gives up me. I am in a position 
support her, and if you refuse your consent, you will 
only reduce us to the painful necessity of doing without it. 

TivT her entire acquiescence in this ultimatum, 

Mrs, Toot?. We wiU never consent to give our daughter to a 
notorious musio-h^ singer — ^ 

^ longer a music-hall 
ny disgrace to belong to it, but I prefer to live by my pen in 


future. [To Mr. T.) I appeal to you. Sir. You had no objection 
before ; what can you have now ?^ [Mr. T. opens his lips inaudibly, 
Mrs, Toov, Tell him, Pa, that in the circle in which we move, the 
remotest connection with— with a musio-haU would be justly con- 
sidered as an indelible disgrace. 

Charles (sotto^ voce), Ho, hang it. Uncle ! It ’s no business of mine, 
and I ’m not going to shove my oar in ; but still you know as well 
as I do that you can’t decently take that line, whatever Aunt 
may do ! 

Mrs, Toov, I heard you, Chaeles. So, Pa, there is something 
you have been hiding from me? I felt positive there was some 
mystery about that box. Now I will know it. Althea, leave us I 
Mr, Toov, There is nothing she had better not hear— wota, my 
love. It— it ’s true I would rather have kept it from you, but I ’d 
better tell you— I ’d better tell you. The fact is that, without being 
in the least aware of it — I was under the impression I was investing in 
a gold-mine— I— I became the proprietor of several shares in the 
Eldorado Music-hall. 

Curph, (surprised). You, Sir ! you were a shareholder all the time ! 

Is it possible ? 

Mr, Toov, [bewildered). Why, 
but you knew ! I consulted you at the 
Junction about whether I ought to 
retain the shares or not, and you ad- 
vised me to go and judge for myself ! 

Curph, I assure you I thought 
we were talking about my connec- 
tion with the Eldorado, not yours. 

Mrs, Toov, So, Pa, by your own 
story you found yourself in posses- 
sion of those horrible wicked shares, 
and you actually hesitated what to 
do! You considered it necessary 
to— to visit the scene ! 

Mr, Toov, Indeed, I never actually 
went, my love. And— and Mr. 
CuEPHEW assured me the establish- 
ment was quite respectably con- 
ducted, under the supervision of the 
London County Council ; and then 
there was the dividenu — seventy 
per cent, on only five hundred 
pounds — three hundred and fifty a 
year, Coehelia; it— it seemed a 
pity to give it up ! 

Mrs, Toov, [to herself im- 
pressed), Three hundred and fifty 
a year! Why we can keep our 
carriage on it! [Aloud.) Well, 
Pa, ot course— as you bought the 
shares under a misapprehension— 
and I’m bound to say this for the 
Eldorado, that there was nothing 
positively objectionable in the per- 
formance so far as I could- (co?*- 
recting herself have ever 

been given to understand— why, 
1 ’m the last to blame you. 

Mr, Toov, [overjoyed). Ah, my 
dear love! I scarcely dared to 
hope for this leniency. But I never 
would have gone — oh. never. Why, 
I could never have looked you in 
the face again if I had ! 

3Irs, Toov, [with a twinge). That depends. Pa ; it is quite possible 
to go to such places, and yet 

Mr, Toov, Yes, but you see I didnH go, my dear. I found I 
couldn’t really bring myself to visit it when it came to the point, so 
I went to call on Laekins instead, a«i it was on his advice I had 
taken the shares, and I told him my difficulty, and he quite sympa- 
thised with my scruples, and most good-naturedly offered to take 
them off my hands, 

Mrs, Toov, But surely, Theophilus, you never gave up three 
hundred and fifty a year without so much as consulting Me I 

Charles, You can’t count on such dividends as a certainty, you 
know. Aunt, and I’ve no doubt Dncle got rid of them at a very 
•p^good figure ; they ’ve been going up like sky-rockets ! 

Jfra. Toov, (mollified). Of course if your Uncle did that, I 

Mr, Toov, Well, you see, my love, Chaeles very properly pointed 
out to me that there was no moral difference between that and 
keeping the shares, and— and Laekins took the same view himself ; 
so (X ’m sure, Coehelia, you will consider I have only done what 
was my strict duty !) I agreed to surrender the shares for just what 
I paid for them— five hundred pounds— and my conscience is clear. 

Mrs, Toov, If it \no clearer than your head. Pa I never 

heard of such dowiir4g;ht Ouixotisml As if you could be held 



“ Well, Ma’am, this is the last place I expected to find yon in ! ” 
Hem, the wife of 
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responsible ; as if anyone here need know I I call it foUy — sheer 
ruinous folly ! 

Phcehe [opening the door-- to Mr. T.). A young gentleman to see 
you, Sir ; says he comes from Mr. Larkins, with a paper to be filled 
up. I Ve shown him into the study, Sir. 

Mr. Toov, Ah, to be sure, yes ; tell him I ’ll come. [To Mrs. T.) 
It’s about those shares ; Larkins said he would send a clerk down to 
comnlete the transfer. 

Mrs. Toov. So it isn’t completed yetf Mr. Larkins has been 
trTinar to get the better of you. Pa ; but it ’s not too late, fortunately. 
[To Phcebe.) Show the young man in here. I wish to see him 
about this business. [As Phcebe goes.) I shall insist on the fair 
market value of the shares being paid before you put your signature 
to any document whatever ; leave this entirely to me, Pa. I think 
I shall be a match for any young 

Phcehe [returning). Mr. Jannaway. 

Mr. Jann. [to Mr. Toovey). From Mr. Larkins, Sir. Brought a 
transfer-deed for your signature, 

Mrs. Toov. [to herself). Gracious goodness I It ’s the man whose 
ears I boxed at the Eldorado ! What shall I do ? 

[S'Ae seizes the current numher of “ The Quiver and retires 
behind it. 


Alth. [to herself). He ’s awfully like the young man in that box 
on Saturday I If Mamma really was there I [She glances at Mrs. T. , 
in whose hands The Quiver is rustling audibly.) Ah, then I 
wasn't mistaken. Oh, how dreadful if he should recognise her I 
Mr. Toov. My signature ? Yes, yes, yes, to be sure, just so ; but 
the fact is, I — I ’ve been thinking over the matter, and— and — but 
that lady by the window will explain my views. 

Mrs. Toov. [in a muffled voice^ from behind “ The Quiver I — I 
shall do nothing of the sort. 1— I’m busy. Sign whatever the 
young man wants, Pa, and don’t bother me about it ! 

Mr. Jann. [to himself). That’s rum. Where have I heard that 
voice ? And “ Pa,” too ! Very rum I 
Mr. Toov. Oh, very well, my love ; I only thought— but I ’ll sign, 
I’ll sign. Only,^ I rather fancy you’re sitting just in front of 
the writing materials, my dear, 

Mr, Jann. [gallantly). Allow me ! [He goes towards Mrs. T.’s 
chair, '"'The Quiver treacherously collapses at the critical 
moment; their eyes meet,) Well, ma’am, this is’ the last place I 
expected to find you in ; after ’unting for you the entire Sunday 
afternoon all over Upper Tooting, too I 

[General sensation. Tableau, 
End oe Scene XYIII. 


THE TYRANNY OF THE UNSUITABLE. 

[A Fragmentary Christmas Tragedy.) 

The atmosphere of the cham- 
ber is heavy with a portentous 
sense of paralysing dread; the 
iire cowers in the grate^ cold at 
its very heart ; the gas-flame 
shudders with a shuddering not 
caused by water in the pipes. 
Mr. Dredferley Cornerd, 
seated in his arm-chair^ glares 
at his newspaper with pre- 
occupied and unreceptke eye ; 
while ever and again his hand 
passes nervously over his care- 
lined brow, Mrs. Dredferley 
Cornerd glances furtively at 
him through the perforations of 
her fancy-work, held between 
tremulous fingers ; her eye is dilated, while her pale brow is puckered 
by the lines that whisper of prescience of impending calamity. Mr, 
Dredferley Cornerd feels that his wife's eye is upon him ; he 
strives to avoid her gaze ; but, fascinated, yields ; and their eyes 
meet, 

Mrs. Dredferley Cornerd [huskily). James 

[Thrice he raised his outspread hands in wild, unvoiced depreca- 
tion j he clutches at his throat, as if suffocating; then 
buries his face in his trembling hands, and, in a hollow, 
far-off gurgle, says Go on!^^ She goes to him, and 
smoothes his throbbing brow. 

Mrs. D. C, James, let us nerve ourselves to it once more ! Let 
us remember Duty I Come ; we will plunge at once into the thick 
of it. What is Jane to have ? 

3Ir. Dredferley Cornerd [hurling himself from his chair, his eye 
ablaze with unspeakable hate), Nothing — a bottle of poison — a 
dynamite bomb— the cat-o’-nine tails I Hear me, Mary- Ann. One 
year ago, at this very season that brings this haunting, maddening 
torture of the selection of Christmas presents, my sister Jane sent 
us that ormolu clock which at this very moment glares upon us 
from that mantel-piece I I loathe ormolu. Had we not laboured 
and struggled, you and I, to furnish this, our dining-room, in 
perfect taste, all in old oak and Flemish pottery. Then, in the very 
moment of our triumph, arrived that loathsome clock of ormolu, and 
crushed our whole design I It had to go there, lest we gave offence. 
I hate my sister Jane I 

^ Mrs. D. C, Well, let us, for the moment, then, dismiss your 
sister Jane. Now what are we to give to Joseph ? 

Mr. D. C. Mari- Ann, I loathe that man! Well knowing 
how I hated summer-houses— abominations filled with creeping 
horrors— he gave me one just seven years ago. It makes our garden 
hideous to tms day ; I will not speai of him 

Mrs. D. C, Well, then, the Joneses. They gave us 

Mr. D. C. Mary- Ann, I know they did. We have to eat them 
still whenever they drop in to meals. A lamprey makes me — 
[shudders) ugh! They give us seven barrels twice a year! No, 
Mary- Ann; I will not threaten you, but breathe their name no 
more. 

Mrs, D. C. Well, put them off. But now there’s Mrs. 
Blenkinsop. 

Mr, D, C, The cat ! She gave us six outrageous oleographs, all 



green and yellow, framed in blazing gold, and said we ought to 
hang them in the hall. Our haU is Japanese; we’d left six spaces 
for Kakemonos of subdued design, and there we had to hang those 
oleographs. I loathe our hall — I never enter it— I come round always 
by the garden door! Woman, you madden me! You’ll mention 
next the hated name of Cousin Ichabod 1 

Mrs, D, C, I was about to. 

Mr. D. C. Cousin Ichabod presented to me, fifteen years ago, a 
pair of silver brushes. At the time I had but little hair ; that very 
year I lost the rest. Still those accursed brushes mockinglv gibber 
on my dressing-table. They must be there, for Cousin Ichabod 
drops in at unexpected moments! Once I hurled them from the 
window. One of them caught Ichabod, approaching up the path, 
over the eye. and raised a livid bump. I writhe with detestation of 

his name. Would that that brush Unhand me, Mary- Ann ; 

see, I am calm. For years have thoughtless friends encumbered us 
with Christmas presents quite unsuited to our tastes and our re- 
quirements. What do we want with seven berceaunettes [oxa 
children being two), with fifteen inkstands, with twentv biscuit 
boxes, and thirty-five illuminated hanging almanacks ? For years 
we’ve played the shameless hypocrite, pretending to adore these 
gruesome gifts ; and now I bid you mark me, Mary- Ann ; I mean 
Revenge. Yes, let us to the council, and plan what gifts to such 
and such; the most unsuitable that we can hit on. Here’s 
Pabkee’s list, and Porbingb’s, and Spriteley’s. Come, here are 
wedding dresses ; sister Jane is sixty and a spinster ; I will send 
her a wedding goy 9 Ji— [hysterically) a dozen wedding gowns! 
Write, Mary- Ann, to Parker for a dozen. Then Joseph. Joseph, 
ha ! I have it ; Joseph goes mad with fright on passing near a dog. 
To-morrow I will seek the Lost Dogs’ Home, 
and pick out fifty of the savagest— all blood- 
hounds, mark you! 1 will drag the pack to 
Joseph’s door, and leave them with the maid. 

And now the Joneses. Silence, Mary- Ann ! 

I do not need cold water on my temples! 

You shall not stroke my head, and murmur 
‘ ‘ Shish ! ” You shall not scream for cook, and 
Blenkinsop, and George, and Jane, I’m 
calm. The Joneses— burr! Let me get at them! Back— unhand 
me! Ha! [He swoons. Curtain, 



TKTOLET. 

[TFriiten whilst you wait.) 

A WOMAN who ’s late 
Is, of course, in the fashion. 
She ’s quite up-to-date, 

The woman who ’s late. 

The man has to wait, 

And swears in his passion. 

A woman who ’s late. 

Is, of course, in the fashion. 


WEATHER WISDOM. 

“ JYajkk ' I hear the Asses bray. 
We shall have some rain to- 
day." 

So the nursery jingle goes, 

Is it truthful ? Goodness knows ! 
But if vocal donkey’s strain 
Brings indeed the daily rain 
’Tis no marvel altogether 
We are worried with wet weather. 


A '' Wonder-Kid.” . 

[A licence was recently applied for to enable Nellie "WicXj^ed eight 
years, to shave in public. Mr. Dn Rxjtzen, in granting the application, 
remarked that “ the child was not likely to suffer any injury from the per- 
formance.” Let us hope no one else will, either.] 

The latest infant-prodigy is literally a shaver, 

A little lady-Figaro, who ’ll raze jrou like the wind 1 
Though brave may he this barber-child, her victims will be braver — 
A kind of wounder, possibly, might prove this “ wunderkind ! ” 
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THE MODERN MEDUSA. 

[“ The views and objects of the * CommoiLwedl ’ 
group of Anarchists are published in a journal 

called the Commonweal and by reference to 

which it appears that they^ applaud and justify the 
wholesale massacre of * innocent persons as a 
legitimate method for the attainment of their 
ends.*’ — Mr, AsquitkJl 

Gor&on Medusa of the snaky locks, 

Whose loathly lair was ^midst the wave- 
washed rocks. 

Thou wert less hideous than our monstrous, 
mad 

Belated birth of Nemesis and Nox. 

Q-endered of vengeful hatred and blind 
wrath, 

Crawling maligni in Civilisation’s path I 
Yenomous vermin, of relentless fang, 

Foul spawn of wrong, oppression’s after- 
math. 

Dark is the monstrous mystery of thy .birth, 
Sinister scourge of a time-wearied earth ; 

But all men’s hands against thee must be 
raised, 

Foe of all love and murderer of all mirth. 

Negation of all progress, hope’s chill blight, 
Black bringer-back of Chaos and Old Night ; 

The one unfaltering foe of humankind * 
Which all that ’s human to the death must 
fight. 

With thee weak tenderness must make no 
truce, 

Barley with thee were pity’s mere abus3. 

The hand that halts, the sword that 
shrinks or spares, 

But lets the Q-orgon’s snaky offspring loose. 

♦ “ MostU humani generis,^^ 


Gorgon or Demogorgon 1 “ Dreaded 

name I ” * 

Yet dread of thee were but disastrous 
shame. 

Fear is thy hope, and, fronting thee, to 
/car. 

Is but to court disaster and disfame. 

Thou crawling horror of the coward soul ! 

Thy snaking convolutions furtive roll. 

To track thy trail, to face thy stony glare, 

And smite and slay is general duty’s goal. 

Civilisation armed with trenchant Law 

Must play the Perseus with thy monster 
maw, 

And all mankind be banded in the quest 

Of the worst enemy mankind e’er saw. 

The massacre of innocents, the blind 

Blasting of the best hopes of humankind ; 

Hate’s indiscriminate earthquake, letting 
loose 

Of all the fiends of blood, and fire, and 
wind ; 

Sheer wreck'of hearth and altar, home and 
State, 

Bending of reverenced ties, love desolate. 

Order submerged ; these are the Gorgon’s 
hopes, 

Which Law must frustrate ere ’tis all too 
late. 

Smite Perseus I Wield the unhesitating 
brand 

With steadfast heart and with unfaltering 
hand; 

And from the gros ser Gorgon of our day 

Free, in Humanity’s cause, each harried 
land I 

* “ The dreaded name of Demogorgon.” 

Faradise Lost, 


AN ADYERTISEE^S APPEAL. 

_ Mr. Caine (who advocates prohibiting open- 
air advertisements in rural places) forgets that a 
good many people are unable to see that an adver- r 
tisement of soap and pills mars the heauty of a 
landscape.” — Illustrated New8,'\ 

Oh, Mister Caine— not Sugar-CAiNE, but 
bitter 

’Gainst alcohol and opium and field-sign 5— 
Why put poor Advertisers iu a twitter 

By laying thus hard legislative lines 
In the defence of merely pastoral Beauty, 

By levying on Field-Signs a fine or duty ? 

Good gracious I what are meadows, rocks 
and trees [Sir !— 

Compared with the necessity — absolute, 
Of advertising Silks and Soaps and Teas, 

PoPKiNs’s Pickles, Boodle’s Bottled Fruit, 
Sir? 

Or how should he King Mammon’s heavy 
hand ’scape 

Who ’d sacrifice great £> s, d, to— Landscape ? 

A Nuisance ? Nonsense I I I Posters and 
Placards, 

In field or forest, serve the Public bettor 
Than all the blatant bosh of bleating bards. 

The Advertising Art would you thus 
fetter ? 

What is the worth of rivers, rocks, and hills 
Compared with Smugson’s Soaps and 
Podgee’s Pills ? 

Soap, Sir, means Cleanliness, and Pills mean 
Health ; 

And Sanitation ’s surely more than Scenery I 
Subordinate the claims of Health — and 
Wealth— 

To sentimental love of rural greenery ? 

No, ffister Caine, I wonder you ’re not wiser. 
Pan is at present the great Advertiser I 
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NEW LIGHTS EOR OLD. 


EUROPEAN CRISIS AVERTED!! 


DEPTFORD HATH ITS DARLING. 


On religious instruction being en- 
tirely omitted from the School Board 
curriculum, the following suggestions 
towards the formation of a moral and 
physical catechism may possibly be of 
use: — 

Question* There was at one time 
much debating about a so-called “Con- 
science Clanse.^^ Now I will ask you 
what are we to understand by the word 
“ conscience ? 

Answer, It is onljr a name for the 
action of the liver in its various states. 

Q, What is a “troubled con- 
science Y 

A, It may arise from indigestion, or 
from an east wind, or from many other 
causes which ajSect dijSerent persons, 
with differing livers, in a variety of 
ways. 

Q, In what sense do you recognise 
‘ ‘ conscience ’ ^ as “ an inward monitor ’ ’ ? 

A. Its recognition as such depends 
on the extent of each individual’s 
acquaintance with his own particular 
physical organisation as differentiated 
trom that of others. In some cases 
the “voice of the inward monitor” 
may point to blue pill, and in others 
it may indicate moderated remedies. 

Q, What is the moral law ? 

A, The so- called moral law is purely 
hygienic. Perfect health is perfect 
morality. Mens sana in corpore sano, 
“ Law,” so-called, is for the protection 
of the “good livers,” and for the 
punishment of the “ evil livers.” 
Voild tout ! 


The only Profession where there 
isn't “the ‘Devil’ to Pat.” — The 
Legal. 


If” 



Touche ! ” Victorious Bancroft and Victorien Sardou. 


Latest Intelligence, — ^We are glad to be able to assure 
our readers that, in spite of relations between the two 
parties being somewhat strained, it is not apprehended 
that serious international complications will arise out of 
affaire Bancroft- Sardou though it is now pretty 
generally known that so grave a catastrophe has only been 
averted by the sudden change in the French Ministry. 


A Lay of Loyalty. 

[“Mr. Pauling, of Deptford, considers 
it nis mission to chastise the Home Sbcre- 
TA.'sn.'’'*— Illustrated News."] 

Air — “ Charlie is my Darling, 

Deptford hath its Daelino, its Dar- 
ling, its Darling I 
0 1 Deptford hath its Darling, the 
great Ca-vil-ler 1 

If Asquith needs stern warning, 

Or Morlet wants the spur. 

They ’ll find it in our Darling, 

The great Ca-vil-ler I 
0 ! Deptford hath its Darling, &c. 

As he comes striding up the House, 
G-ladstone shrinks like a cnr ; 

He knows his fiuency must fail 
To foil the Ca-vil-ler 1 
0! Deptford hath its Darling, &c. 

“With Liberty Caps upon their heads 
Shall Anarchists confer 
On treason in Trafalgar Square ? ” 
Demands the Ca-vil-ler I 
0 1 Deptford hath its Darling, &c. 

“ Now stand aside, you Liberal loon I 
J’m going to raise a stir ; 

I ’ll harry you—at Question time I ” 
Ouoth the great Ca-vil-ler I 
01 Deptford hath its Darling, &c. 

And it ’ shy the Square’s damp fountains, 
And it ’s in their Press, with pen, 
Tr-r-raitors daren’t sputter treason, 
For Darling, best of men 1 

Deptford hath its Darling, its Dar- 
ling, its Darling I 
0 1 Deptford hath its Darling, the 
great Cav-il-ler I 


ANACEEONTICS TOR ALL. 

{Being Bacchanalian Ballads for the use of all 
Professions^ Trades^ Crafts and Callings^ 
and Conmmal Carols for the Classes, the 
Masses, and the Lasses, By Tom Moore, 
Junior, ) 

THE DOCTOR’S DITTV. 

Air — Here ’s to the Maiden of bashful 
hfteen t ” 


Chorus — 

Let the dose pass I 
Drink, lad or lass . 

I warrant I ’ll prove there ’s some use in my 


For let ’em be gamesome or let ’em be grim, 
111 or hearty, I care not a feather ; 

Fill ’em— with physio — ^bang up to the brim, 
And let us all dose ’em together I 

Chorus — 


Here ’s to the patient of hectic fifteen I 
Here ’s to asthmatical fifty ! 

Here 's to the port-soaked dyspeptic old deanl 
And here ’s to the slop-swigger thrifty ! 

Chorus — 

Let the dose pass, — 

Drink, lad or lass ! 

I Tl warrant ye T1 soon love the (medicine) 
glass 1 

Here ’s to the charmer whom wrinkles sur- 
prise ! 

Now to the maid who has none, Sir I 
Here ’s to the girl with two lungs of full size. 
And here ’s to the nymph with but one, 
Sir I 

Chorus— 

TThod'er they be. 

Send ’em to me I 

I warrant they ’ll prove an excuse for a fee I 

Here’s to “Old Purple,” with port in his 
toe I ^ 

Now to him who ’s gone saffron on sherry I 
Here’s to the masher whose mind’s on 
the go 

Through making nocturnally merry I 


jSbtfje’er they be, 

Send ’em to me I 

I warrant I ’ll find some excuse for a fee I 


A Fine Old Girl and Uncommonly 
Well Preserved is The Bohemian Girl by 
the Balfe and Bunn family, whose Jubilee, 
November 27th, was celebrated by the chival- 
rous Sir Druriolanus at the Good Old 
House from which he takes his Latinised 
title, conferred upon him some years since as 
a reward of merit (not Paul Merritt, dram- 
atist, and once upon a time collator ateur 
with Pettitt) by Mr, Bunch, The fair 
Bohemian seemed “going strong,” and as 
lively as ever. Ad multos annos ! 


New Yersion. — An amendment has been 
proposed in our National Anthem. It is sug- 
gested that instead of “Knavish,” we shoTild 
substitute “Navy-ish,” when the line in 
q^uestion would read “ Frustrate their Navy- 
ish tricks,” which may be applied to a Home 
Governmental policy or to that of our Conti- 
nental possible foes, just as circumstances 
; may require. 


TO MARJORIE. 

{An Imaginary Name of a Child Friend,) 

Dear little maid, who in the Circle train 
Sat so demurely, daintily arrayed 
In sweet old-fashioned garment of delane— 
Dear little maid. 

Your merry smile, your laugh aU unafraid 
Made me forget the daily stress and strain. 
To earth your childish prattle quickly laid 
The phantoms that to middle age bring pain. 
And life seemed more attractive, not so staid. 
Oh ! some day soon ride with me once again. 
Dear little maid. 


“How ARE YOU OFF FOR ? ” — Messrs. 

A, and F. P-RS, a name which rhymes to the 
first and final word of the line, “ Tears, idle 
Tears” (by the way, what a delightful song 
for a Radical to sing, ^\Beers, idle Beers 
write to Mr, Bunch, informing him of the 
supreme excellence of the P-Rs’ Christmas 
Number, asking him to notice it, as he pro- 
bably would do, in his pages, and adding 
that is already out of prinV^ Then 
what is the use of drawing attention to itP 
Of course, if being out of print makes it the 
more valuable, then lucky are the^ possessors 
of original specimens^ and well indeed are 
they off for the material for which the Upper 
House or House of P-RS is famed. 


The Silk Industry {not from the Board 
of Trade ReturnsY — Mr. J. F. Leese, Q.C., 
M.P., appointed Recorder of Manchester. 
Mr, Bunch wishes this capital cricketer a 
long inningSj and may Manchester have a 
Leese that-will run for any number of years 
without expiring. 
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A CHANCE FOR THE BRIEFLESS. 

pEAB Mr. ^ Punch, — I am a 
briefless barrister, and I wish to 
throw myself upon your gener- 
osity by asking you to allow me 
to make a suggestion which will 
be of great public interest, and 
incidentally help me to make my 
fortune. All London to-day is 
placarded with a thrilling picture 
of the Law-Court Scene in A 
Woman^s Hevenge, My sugges- 
tion is — Why not have real 
barristers? The theatre to-day 
is nothing if not realistic. Drury 
Lane has its race-horses. Ibsenity 
its ghosts — ^why should not the 
Adelphi take the town by storm 
with its barristers ? The actor 
may, no doubt does, act the part 
admirably, but who can contend 
that he can possibly do so as well 
as could a real, acWal barrister, 
who would know that he was 
striving not merely for the ap- 
plause of the moment, but for the 
guinead briefs of the future ? If 
Messrs. Gatti will undertake to 
accept the plan, I will undertake 
to provide the barristers. The 
programme would then run 
Sir John Blaekloch^ Q. <7. ( Counsel 
for the Crown) . . . Mr. 
A. B., 102, Temple Gardens, 
Temple, E.C. 

What we briefless barristers 
want in these hard times is merely 
the chance.^ I look to Messrs. 
Gatti to give it to us. I ought 
to add that the above address, 
though, in point of fact, it is my 
own, is given purely by way of 
illustration, and in no way to 
advertise myself, though should 
anyone wish to consult— again, of 
course, purely with reference to 
this suggestion— the way to my 
chambers from the Strand is down 
Middle Temple Lane, whilst the 
Temple Station is just three 
minutes’ walk. I am. Sir, your 
obliged servant. 

L. Eened Counsel, 

Novemler 30^A, 1893. 


IfTo second editions for Mrs. R. 
^^I'e says ‘ ‘ she ’ll see the First Mrs. 
Tinquerax/y or none at all I ” 



THE SAFE SIDE. 

{ProUem set : — To ftaiter a Poefs vanity and do no violence to your 
conscience. ) 

Powvcely (a minor poet). “Eb, have you seen mt last volume, 
Lady Vera — Throbs and Throbs ? ” 

Lady Vera. “Oh, yes, I have.” 

Powncely. “And what did you think?” 

Lady Vera. “Oh, I thought — that you had never done 

ANYTHING BETTER.” 


THE LOST SMELL. 

[Tbe Queen's Hall is at present free 
from tbe smell of cooking hitherto 
“the inseparable accompaniment of 
orchestral music.” — Times, Nov. 27.] 

Seated to-day at a concert, 

1 am weary and ill at ease, 
Though Lloyd and Albani are 
singing, 

Or anyone else you please ; 

I know not what they axe doing. 
For something is wanting 
there— [odour 

That old-fashioned concert- hall 
Which throbbed in the scented 
air. 

rt flooded the place, like one of 
Beethoven’s sonatas might, 
A.nd it lay on my fevered spirit 
With a touch of wild delight ; 
It quieted pain and sorrow, 

It thrilled the enraptured sense, 
A. song without words— or music — 
That travelled one knew not 
whence ; 

It linked all delightful odours 
Into one perfect peace. 

And trembled away into soup- 
plates 

As if it were loth to cease. 

I have sought— hnt I seek it 
vainly — 

That one lost smell sublime. 
Which came from adjacent kit- 
chens 

At dinner or supper time. 

It may be that Chopin is severed 
From scents which with music 
we group. 

It maybe that Schubert is parted 
For ever from odours of soup. 


Tlie Belfry of Bruges 
Overlooked. 

A more silent city than Bruges 
does not exist.” — Stmmrd.l 

What ? Bruges a silent city I 
Now, nay a thousand times I 
If deaf, accept our pity ; 

If not, — oh dear I those chimes ! 


New Legal Work. [By the 
author of '"'‘In Silk Attire.’*^)-- 
“ The Briefless Junior ; or, Plenty 
of Stuff to Spare.” 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT, 

EXTRACTED FROM: THE DIART OF TOBY, M.P, 

Mouse of Commons, Monday, November 27. — Another night with 
P diish Councils Bill, dull as usual, save for one thrilling moment. 
Happened just before dinner, Henry Fowler accepted Amend- 
ment making responsible for expenses or damage those who had 
suBimoned. meetings in Parish School. Sadden tumult below 
Gangway in Radical camp ; (Question put from Chair that Amend- 
ment be added to Bill, Logan raised stentorian shout of “No I” 
Chairman^ repeated (Question ; hubbub increased ; amid it Logan 
seen waving arms aloft like windmill that had suddenly re- 
membered an appointment. ^ Mbllor’s face grew a shade mellerer, 
not to say paler. Set his lips, and there was a gleam in his eye 
reminiscent of Beerbohm Tree’s when seated on the gargoyle of 
Canter hmy Cathedral. On memorable night in summer-time 
Logan had taken him at disadvantage. Had executed flank move- 
ment, and so almost come down on Carson's knee on Chairman’s 
left rear. Now, if he meant business, he would catch the Chair- 
man s eye ) and probably something else. 

During interval when House cleared for division Acland, who, 
having a holiday, has been out helping Fowler, left Treasury 
bench; cautionslyhut nimbly crossed gangway; amid buzz of admira- 
tion from assembly that ever admires personal courage, entered the 
Logan s den. Sat down in very midst of excited Radicals ; pro- 


posed to argue matter out. Effect upon Logan maddening. 
Windmill remembered another appointment more pressing than the 
last. Members, anxious for Acland’s safety, looked round for Hates 
Fisher. The Logan Tamer not in his place; sand rapidly running 
out of glass on table ; another minute question would be put again ; 
if Logan insisted division must be taken, split manifested in 
Ministerial ranks, and a quarter of an hour wasted. Acland, 
undaunted, pegged away persuasively ; windmill still went round, 
but less furiously ; half a minute and last sands would run out. 

Logan glanced towards table ; Caairman’s glittering eye flxed 
upon him. Effect magical, Logan slowly rose and walked towards 
Bar ; crowd thronging in at sound of division bell respectfully 
opened their ranks as he approached. Like accomplished husband 
in case that recently occupied attention of Sir Francis Jeunb, 
Logan “ can use ’em a bib.” Suppose he were to he^in pro- 
miscuously with the crowd at the Bar I Had no snob intention. At 
other side of the Bar he was technically out of the House. What 
others did whilst he stood there would leave no sear on his oonsoience. 
When question was put again, and Chairman declared “ The Ayes 
have it,” there was no responsive angrj shout of “ No I ” The crisis 
was passed, but what it cost the Chairman, and how it would have 
beeubut for Acland’s fearless forav. who can tell ? 

Business Reached Clause YI. Parish Councils BilL 

Tuesday. ---TkQ Man erom Shropshire in great form to-day. 
Original Mr. Qridley was, according to records of Court of Chan- 




AN iNFLUENZIAL HOUSE OF COMMONS. 
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eery, accustomed to haunt the Court, and, at close of day’s proceed- 
ingrs, address the Chancellor. Sta^nlet Leighton knows no such 
limitation. ’Tis true he is generally found on his legs at moment 
of adjournment, shouting and gesticulating, whilst suborned and 
iniquitous Ministerialists (answering to tipstaves in Court of Chan- 
cery) howl him down. That only an incident in day’s ppceedings. 
Our Man peom Shropshiee begins as soon as his Lordshii)— I mean 
the Chairman— takes his seat. At brief intervals, which make 
openings for Tomlinson, our Mr. Gridley is at it all through the 
sitting of the Court, 

To-night Henby Fowler took mean advantage of the suitor. That 
person had amendment on paper which if added to Bill meant nothing 
worse than surplusage. Rising from his usual place at back of 
Court, he began prodigious speech in support of amendment. 
Expected, in accordance with usage, to go on for quarter of an 
hour or twenty minutes; Fowler would say couldn’t accept 
Amendment ; Tomlinson would talk for quarter of an hour ; perhaps 
Cap’en Tommy Bowles, having clapped the pilot in irons, would 
put in an oar ; and Hanbury might say a few words. Then Walter 
Long or Hicks-Beach would rise from Front Opposition Bench, 
protest fullest sx^preciation of Amendment, declare it indispensable 
to success of Bill, hut in circumstances, observing obstinacy^ of 
Minister, and impatience of gentlemen below G-angway opposite, 
advise hon. friend not to press it. The^ Man from Shropshire 
would make another speech, thanking right hon. friend for his 
remarks, in deference to which he will withdraw, although 

Here another speech, about as long as the distance from 
Shrewsbury to Wem. Thus an hour pleasantly and agreeably 
disposed of, Man from Shropshire takes breath, not that he 
wants it ; a little later, comes up frowning with another Amend- 
ment, or a rambling speech in support of one moved by Tomlinson. 

Fowler’s strategy deprived him of this accustomed round of 
luxury. Bqt if President of Local Government Board thought he 
had circumvented The Man from Shropshire he was as mistaken 
as the Chancellor in another court who used to stare at the ruined 
chancery suitor and blandly protest that, legally, he was unaware of 
his existence. Charm of speeches by Member for Oswestry division 



The Persuasive Aoland and the Pugilistic Logan. 


of Shropshire is their illimitable adaptability. Will suit any 
purpose, any opportunity. If not delivered at opening of sitting 
upon his own Amendment, will come in admirably on somebody else’s 
Amendment to another line of Clause dealt with at later hour by 
another member. ^ Thus, when Griffith-Boscawen delivered 
prodigious oration in presenting Amendment standing in the name 
of Hulse, The Man from Shropshire, bounding to his feet, 
waved his arms, and in them caught the Chairman’s eye. A 
priceless opportunity this. To deliver your own speech prepared 
for yonr own Amendment a commonplace performance. To deliver 
it either for or against (doesn’t matter which) an Amendment 
moved by another man, on behalf of a third man, is a luxury to be 
appreciated only by a gourmets 

The Man from SHROPf'HiRE audibly smacks his lips over it. The 
other noise you hear is baffled Henry Fowler grinding bis teeth. 

Business done , — Reached Clause VII. Parish Councils* Bill. 

Thursday , — Some people inclined to regard as suffloient an arrange- 
ment that keeps them sitting day after day from three o’clock in 
afternoon to midnight listening to talk about Parish Councils. 


Others want a little more. Channing snggests House shaU sit on 
Saturdays, and, on four days a week, shall commence business at 
noon, putting in a twelve hour day. Barrow assents to that, hut 
thinks twelve o’clock Rule should he suspended, so that, for fuller 
luxury. House meeting at noon may, an’ it please, sit all night. 
No one yet proposed to sit on Sunday and Christmas Day ; that will 
follow as natural consequence. The Man from Shropshire, break- 
ing out in fresh place, joins in conversation. Asks Mr. G. if he is 



aware that scores of Members are ill through overwork, and whether, 
instead of lengthening sittings, he will not rather shorten them. 

Expected when Mr. G. rose he would make obvious retort that 
since BiU has been in Committee there is not single sitting that 
might not have been shortened by at least an hour if The Man 
from Shr opshire had restrained his tendency to irrelevant babble. 
Mr. G. t haves that unsaid ; is very firm about sitting till all 
necessary *^Da8ine88 is done ; conditionally promises Saturday sitting ; 
announces ’ meeting of Cabinet to consider measures for expediting 
Bill. After* this go into Committee, and succeed in not expediting 
progress.* Night unspeakably dull. 

Business done,— Reached (Clause IX. Parish Councils Bill. Dis- 
posed of eight Clauses in eleven sittings. This leaves sixty-three 
more, not to mention new Clauses. If it takes eleven sittings to clear 
ofi eight Clauses, at what date, assuming same rate of progress, shall 
we be through a Bill that contains seventy- one ? Small boys think- 
ing of cominsr home for Christmas holidays please do this sum. 

Pretty to see Mr. G. just now explaining to Opposition 
that if they weren’t good boys they’d be kex)t in to-morrow. Not 
that he put it in that coarse way. Storey, coming to his assistance 
in task of directing business of House, had, as Mr. G put it with a 
positive pang of pain in his voice, invited him to assume attitude of 
censor of proceedings in Committee on Parish Councils Bill. 

“ That.” said Mr. G., with an effort recovering himself, “ I am 
not entitled to do.” All he had to say was that under present 
Standiag Orders a Saturday Sittiag would naturally follow unlesj 
a Minister interioosed with Motion preventiog it. Mab.toriba.nks 
sitting by bis side was looking forward anxiously to pleasure of 
making such a Motion. It would be cruel disappointment to an 
amiable man if circumstances so shaped themselves as to^ forbid him 
the pleasure and gratification of rising on stroke of midnight and 
moving that House do adjourn till Monday. Bat — ^here Mr. G. shook 
his head and his voice thrilled with infinite pathos— business must be 
done. If, in short, Committee passed 9th and 10th Clauses of Bil, 
Mabjoribanks would move adjournment till Monday. “If unfor- 
tunately,’’ he added, “ any miscarriage should occur he would not be 
in a position to make the motion.” Squire of Malwood half rose 
from his seat as if to catch the drooping figure of his right hon. friend 
overcome with emotion. But Mr. G., waving him off, sank slowly 
back into his seat and shudderingly closed his eyes, as if to shut out 
picture of gentlemen opposite spending Saturday in further con- 
sideration of Parish Councils Bill. Goschen said it was too large 
an order. Couldn’t possibly be done in the time. But it was. 

1 Business Got up to Clause X. an 1 nearly finished it. 



SEA.SONABLE SONNET. 

{By a Vegetarian.) 

Yes, Christmas oyertakes us yet 
once more. 

The Cattle Show has yauished 
in the mists 

Of time and Islington, but re- 
exists 

In piecemeal splendour at the 
butcher’s store. 

Here, nightly, big boys blue are 
to the fore 

With kniyes and choppers in 
their greasy fists ; 

And now. metMnks, the wight 
who neyer lists 

Yet hears the brass band on the 
proud first fioor. 

High oyer all rings “What I 
d’ ye buy, buy, buy ? ” 

The meat is decked with gay 
rosette and bow, 

While gas-jets beckon all the ; 
world and wife. 

A cheerful scene P A ghastly 
one, say I, | 

Where mutilated corpses hang ; 
arow, ! 

And in the midst of death we | 
are in life. 1 

As They Liked It. — We | 
read of the recent success at I 
Palmer’s Theatre, New York, 
of As You Like It, with all 
the parts played by women. Of 
course, eyerybody knows that 
this was a complete reyersal of 
the practice of the stage in 
Shakspeabe’s own day, when 
the buskin was on the other 
leg, so to speak; but we are 
not told if the passage “ Doub- 
let and hose ought to show 
itself courageous to petticoat ” 
was transposed to “ Petticoat 
ought to show itself courageous 
to doublet and hose.” 

This Settled it.— “ He may 
be irritable,” obseryed Mrs. R., 
“but remember the old saying 
that ‘ Irritation is the sincerest 
form of fiattery.’ ” 




THE DAY’S WORK. 


Critic. “How ’s the Book going, Old Man nayins- nublio 

AutlKyr, “Oh— ALL eight, I fancy. The Piiess has noticed it ^ ^ ‘^urs faithfully 

ALBEADY. YesTEBDAY’S E08ELEAYE8 HAILS MB AS THE COMING ^ EbNED COUNSEL 

Thackeray!'^ 

Critic. “Ah, I wbote that ! ” 

Author. “Did you beally? How can I thank you? On the 

OTHBB HAND, THIS WEEK’S K^TAGKER SAYS THAT I ’VB BEEN FOBTUNATELY 
ABEESTED BY MADNESS ON THE BOAD TO IdIOTOY I “ 

Critic. “Ah, I wrote that too!” 


A PLEA. EOR PLEADINOS. 

Dear Mr. Punch, — Last week 
I begged for a chance for the 
Briefiess, and the only reply has 
been, that by a few strokes of 
the pen the Judges haye ruined 
and undone the Junior Bar. On 
a day which will be known 
henceforth in the Temple as 
Bad Friday, we read the new 
Rules, by which in future it will 
be possible to haye an action — 
without pleadings ' Statement 
of Claim, Defence, Reply, Re- 
joinder — all disappear in!^o a 
beggarly “ Summons for Direc- 
tions,” that can be drawn by a 
solicitor’s office-boy. Of course, 
amongst the silks, the change 
wHl, no doubt, be popular. These 
learned gentlemen can with a 
light heart and a heayy pocket 
welcome the change, which will 
get rid of the pleadings which 
it is merely a nuisance to read. 
But what is to become of us 
whose business it is to draw 
them? 

It may possibly be said that 
this new arrangement will saye 
the pockets of the clients, but 
what haye the Judges to do with 
that ? Does anyone imagine 
litigation to be anything more 
than a pastime, at which those 
who play ought to be content to 
pay? In a hard winter, when 
the wolf is consistently at our 
door, to take the bread out of 
our mouths in this wav, is a pro- 
ceeding which {pace Mr. Glad- 
stone! takes the cake. I am 
sure Mr. Gosohen will welcome 
such an expression. In any case 
I appeal, Sir, through you. from 
the Judges to an enlightened 


102, Temple Gardens, J3.C,, 
Dec. 6. 


Cause and Effect, — A razor 
and a tahula rasa. 


JOHN TYNDALL. 

Bobn Aug. 21, 1820. Died Dec. 4, 1893. 

Honest John Tyndall, then, has played 
his part I 

Scientist brain, and patriotic heart 
Both still in the last sleep, that sadly came, 
Without reproach to loye, or loss to fame. 
Restj Son of Science, certain of your meed I 
Of bitter moan for you there is small need ; 
But England bows in silent sympathy 
With her whose loye, chance-wounded, all 
may see 

Steadfast in snfiering undeseryed as sore. | 
Bunch speaks for all true hearts the 
kingdom o’er [life 

When mingling tribute to John Tyndall’s 
With hushed compassion for his bowed but 
blameless wife, 

A Feminine Triumph. — Shbe, G.C., 
appointed Judge of the Court of Record at 
Salford. Naturally Sheb likes being courted. 
Pity it wasn’t in Wales, as then they would 
Welshly-and- grammatically speak of “ap- 
pearing before Shee” as “ appearing before 
ATer.” This is clearly an example of the 
“ Shee who must he oheyed,^^ 


Murch Praised! 

[“ Mr. Jebomb Murch, seven times Mayor of 
Bath, &c., and for thirty years chairman of, &c., has 
just published a volume, entitled Celebrities^] 

Go to Bath, via hook upon lap 

No Bath bungler is here, hut a rare man. 
You are certain to like this Bath chap ; 

And there neyer was such a Bath chairman. 

University Intelligence.— The Oxford 
undergraduate who was caught red- (paint) - 
handed, and sent down for a year, forgot, no 
doubt, that he had to be well read, not the 
town ; but a year in the country will no doubt 
make him as fresh as the paint itself.^ Curiously 
enough, very popular stiU in his College, 
which shows no inclination to cut the painter I 

“SoMiETHiNG Like a Hunting Run.” — 
In the Fall Mall last Thursday was the 
account of a grand run with “ the Barlow 
Hounds.” Of course Sandford and Merton I 
were on ponies, and out witn “ their beloyed 
tutor’s” pack. Mr. Barlow, of course, is 
both “ Master ” and “ Whipper-in.” 


TRIP-LETS. 

[Miss Young writes from North Merton Yicarage 
to say that her turkeys have taken to step -dancing. 
“First two young ‘toms’ bowed politely to one 
another, then passed on with stately tread, skipped 
into the air twice in the most ludicrous manner, 
turned, and repeated the performance.”— See Daily 
Graphic, December' 7.] 

The lion, fieas, and kangaroo, 

Baboon, and shaving baby too, 

Have all had shows — here’s something new I 

Terpsichore and Turveydrop 
Have taught the turkeycock to hop. 

To how politely, skip and flop. 

Like Cheshire eat, I would have grinned, 

To see the fowl of Western Ind 
Disport itself like Letty Lind I 

Enough of barn- and serpent- dance ! 

We’ll give the poultry-yard a chance ~ 
With pas da deux-^'' toms ” let ns prance ! 

Charity’s Crdx, — Charity begins at home, 
we are told. Perhaps. But at present, 
confused by rival claims and conflicting 
counsels. Charity seems to be “ all abroad.” 


The Toper’s Toast.— “ Po^-luck! ” [ counsels, Charity seems to be “all abroad. 


VOL. fry. 





PARTNERS. PRESIDENT CLEVELAND ASKS POR “JUST ONE TURN” WITH 












"NEXT HER HEART!” 

Young Muddhigh, who has leen out buying underwea/t for his personal use, purchases at the same establishment some flowers for his ladye- 
love-shaving a Note to be enclosed^ Imagme Young MvddldgtCs horror, on rttuming to dress, to discover that the underwear had been s&td 
with the Note, and the Flowers to him! Muddleigh discovered, repeating slowly to himself the contents of the Note : — “ Plea.8B wear these 
THIS Evening, for mv sake 1 ” 


A CHANGE 01’ PARTNERS. 

The world should he open to our national ingenuity and enterprise. 
This cannot be while Federal legislation, through the imposition of a high 
tariff, forbids to American manufacturers as cheap materials as those used by 
their competitors .... A measure has been prepared .... embodjing 
tariff reform on the lines herein suggested.” — President Cleveland* s Message 
to Congress^ 

Grover Cleveland sings .— 

(Air — “ Are you coining to the dancing ^ 

Oec I there ’s only one girl in the world for whom I care a dime, 

And I mean to be her partner— if you ’ll only give me time. 

It is nice to see her smiling and a- calling from way over, 

“Are you coming to the dancing. Mister Grover, Grover, Grover ? ” 

Chorus^ Ate you coming, are you coming. 

Are you coming to the dancing, Mr. Grover, Grover, Grover ? 

And I say, I guess I ’m coming. Miss Free Trade, dear— as your 
lover ! 

“ Come, Grover, come I ” my love will say ; “just one turn in the 
dance. 

And we ’ll show all competitors they have hut little chance. 

That ’s why I love you Grover, ’cause you ’re limber in your feet 
And defy the other fellows, to compete, pete, pete I ” 

Chorus— Axe you coming, &c. 

Miss Protection, my old partner ’s a bit passSe, mtre nms. 

Yet I mustn't all forsake her ; she ’s exacting and a shrew ; 

And to leave her quite a “ Wallflower,” and entirely in the shade, 
Would mean ructions; yet I must try just one turn with dear 
Free Trade I 

Chorus— Axe you coming, &c. 

So I ’ll kiss her little finger, and invite her to the waltz ; 

Though the other turns her nose up (temper’s one of her worst 
faults), [feet, 

But I say, “I cannot help it, dear; you’re danced quite off your 
And a rest will do yon good, dear, I repeat, peat, peat 1 ” 

Chorus— Axe you coming, &o. 

“ The ball-room should be open to a dancer’s enterprise. 

I must try a change of partners ; your high-tariff step so tries. 


It’s so stiff, and so exhausting, and a little Freedom ’s sweet ; 

Whilst I take one turn with Free Trade. You can take a seat, seat, 
seat I ” 

Chorus— Axe you coming, &c. 

“Oh! she’s been and asked her mother, and her mother’s said she 
might. 

So sit down and don’t show tantrums, for they make you look a 
fright.” ^ [over? 

May I ask you for just one turn. Free Trade, before this dance is 

And she answers ‘ ‘ W ith much pleasure. Mister Grover, Grover, 
Grover I ” 

Chorus— Axe you coming, are you coming. 

Are you coming for one turn, my dear, before this dance is over ? 

And she smiles— and I ’m her partner— and hope soon to be her lover I 


‘^VAEIETY! YA-RI-E-TY 

“ The Kjlantti Troupe ” at the Palace Theatre of Varieties, with 
their strikingly realistic Tableaux Vioants. might well change their 
name pro tern, to “The Kill-any-other Troupe” that might be 
venturing in the same line. Of course, they are a great attraction, 
and would be still greater, were the Show varied from .night to 
night, altogether omitting No. 6 in the present programme, and, in 
•view of the popularity of “ A tale of the tide,” the humour of which 
is perceptible to everyone on account of the waggery in the tail, by 
substituting two or three comic for the simply classic poses, Mr. 
Charles Morton, trading on his acquired ttore of operatic know- 
ledge, might give us a statuette of Les Deux Gendarmes, who 
comd just vary their attitudes according to the movement of Offen- 
bach’s celebrated duett. After a short interval of patriotic song 
abont Nelson and “ doing duty ” there is a capital French clown, 
or clown of some nationality, whose fun is genuine, and whose 
imitations, animal and orchestral, are excellent and really musing. 
This is a case in which, if a real bassoon or a real hen intruded 
itself, either would be hissed, and the false honestly preferred to the | 
real. Altogether, except that the ballet which plays the people 
out, and does play them out effectually, is old-fashioned, it is an 
excellent evening’s entertainment. The County Council ought to 
come in their thousands, and, like the little dog who was so pleased 
to see the cow jumping over the moon, they would “ laugh to see 
such sport.” 
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UNDER THE ROSE. 

{A Story in Semes,) 

Scene XIX. — The Drawing-room. Mrs. Toovet is stilly regard- 


ing Mr. Jannaway» after the manner of an elderly bird in the 


Mr. Toov. Why, dear me, that must have been the ticket Mr. 
CuRPHEW— I should say, Mr. Walter Wildfire — sent me. I 
remember I left it with Mr. Larkins in case he could find a use for 
it. So you were in my box ; quite a coincidence, really I 
Mr. Jann, As you say, Sir, and not the only one neither, seeing 


presence of a young and somewhat inexperienced serpent 


Mrs. Toov. Pa, isn’t it time this young man finished the business 

- . ' -1 1 O t V . _ _ 1. J 3 J. * • . 


Mr. Toovey {coming to the rescue). Excuse me, young Sir, but I he cime about, and went away ? ^ accustomed to seeing my 

don’t think you quite realise who that lady is. ( With mild self- drawing-room made use of as an office • 

assertion.) She is my wife. Sir, mv Wife! And she is not Mr. Toov. (snatching up the transfer). my me. [To 


assertion.) She is my wife. Sir, mv Wife! And she is not| Mr. Toov. {snatching tip ttie transfer), dy an means, my love.^ Uo 
accustomed to being hunted all over Upper Tooting, or anywhere Mr. J.) Er, I really think we should be more comfortable in the 
else ! study. There— there ’s a bigger inkstand. 

Mr. Jannaway {to himself). I ’ve got this dear lady on toast. I can ^ {Heleadsthe way to the door. 

seel But I mustn’t do anything ungentlemanly or I may get the Mr, Jann. {following). As yow please, Sir. {Turning at the door.) 
sack if the governor gets to hear of it. {Aloud.) If I’m mis- I must say I think I’ve been most cruelly misunderstood. If I’ve 


taken I’m ready to apologise; but the lady bears such a really j been anxious for the pleasure of meeting Mrs. Tomkinson Jones 
remarkable likeness to a Mrs. Tomkinson Jones, residing (so she again, any revengeful motives or lowness of that description was 
gave me to understand) at The Laburnums, Upper Tooting, j far from my thoughts, my sole object feeing to restore a piece of 


Mrs. Toovey [finding her voice). 
Tooing ! 

Mr. Jann. {in silky tones). Pre- 
cisely 50, Madam. Xo more does 
Mrs.— hem— Tomkinson Jones I 

Charles. And is that the only 
point of resemblance between your 
friend Mrs. Jones and my Aunt, 
eh? 

Mr, Jann. That’s a matter of 
opinion, Sir. I ’ve my own. But 
neither the lady nor yet myself 
are particularly likely to forget 
our meeting. It was only last 
Saturday evening, too I 

Mr. Toov. Why, then you must 
have met Mrs. Toovey at the 
Zenana Mission Conference ? 

Mr. Jann. Well that isn’t the 
name I know it by ; but if the 
lady prefers it, why 

Mrs. Toov. [hoarsely). I— I deny 
having ever met the young man 
before, anywhere; that is, I— I 
don’t remember doing so. Take 
him away ! 

Mr. Jann. I should be most 
averse, of course, to contradicting 
a lady, and I can only conclude 
that she is so much in the ’abit of 
fetching unoffending strangers 
what I may venture to term, if i 
you ’ll permit the vulgarity, a slap 
in the jaw, that such a trifling 
circumstance makes no impression ^ 
on her. It did on meJ 

Mr, Toov, {outraged). Young 
man ! are you endeavouring to 
suggest that my wife goes about — 
i er — administering “slaps in the 
jaw” to perfect strangers at Zenana 
meetings ? 

Mr. Jann. Pardon me, I said 
notfeing whatever about any— er— 
Pyjama meetings. I don’t know 
what may go on there,, I ’m sure. 


do not reside at Upper 


ir 






m-'i i' 


property wnioh the lady, whoever she may have been, left behind 
her, and which, as I ’appen to have brought it with me, would, if 

recognised, settle any question of 
identity on the spot. But that 
can wait for the present. Business 
• first, pleasure afterwards! 

, {He goes out. A silence. Presently 

' - a succession of violent sniffs pro- 

. r'.. . ceedfroin behind “ 'The Quiver. 

All rise in concern. 

Charles. I say. Aunt, you’re not 

a K going to give way now,, are you? 

That fellow hasn’t frightened you ? 
Alth. [kneeling down and em- 
,A bracing Mrs. T.). Dearest mamma, 

donH you think you’d better tell 
'^^®****^ us aU about it ? It was you who 

slapped that horrid ^ little man’s 
face— now, wasnH it? And serve 

^ Mr^. T. [in a burst). I took him 

V , B for your father ! Oh, what have I 
saidf I never meant to admit 
{■!( I any^ing ! And what must you all 

; '/ I , Curph. No one who has had the 

y K benefit of your opinions of music- 

xj ; halls or their entertainers, can pos- 

sibly imagine you went to one 
with any idea of amusing yourself, 

Mrs. Toov. [without heeding 
9- ;'.'/// him). And Pa, what will he say? I 
■ :;»? //// When I think of all the wicked 

;[|| \ stories I’ve had to tell that poor 

if - dear man ! And after he once finds 

: " L them out, there ’s an end of aU his 

~ --V- respect for me, all my influence 
over him, all my power in this 
■-:o. house — everything! Why, forany- 
i thing I can tell. Pa may actually 






“ Why, Cornelia, my love, so you ’ve fomd your spectacles ! 


The incident I alluded to occurred at the Eldorado music-hall. clous Jit of choking). Don’t think there’s any danger of that, Aunt; 
Mrs. Toov. [to herself ). There; it’s out at last! What have I but look here, how if I went into the study and kicked that little 


If- 


i-' ' thing I can tell, Pa may actually 
^ ‘ believe I went to that detestable 
place on what {Jo Curphew) I 
suppose your friends would call 
the — the {utterly^ breaking down) 

u ''^efomd your spectacles ! ’* * 7 • 7 7 

Charles [after a highly suspi- 
cious fit of choking). Don’t think there’s any danger of that, Aunt; 


done to deserve this? 

Charles [to himself). The Eldorado! 


cad out, eh ? 

Charles [to himself ). The Eldorado! Why, Thea aaiV? What Mrs. Toov. And have the whole afpRir iu the police reports! 

can Aimt have b^n up to ? She ’s got herself into the very deuce of I"bw’re a pretty solicitor, Charles ! But Pa knows by now, and 


And have the whole affair iu the police reports ! 


a hole I [Curphew and Althea exchange significant glances > 

Mr, Toov, At the Eldorado? Now, do you know that’s very sin- 


oh, what in the world am 1 to do ? 

Charles. Well, my dear Aunt, it sounds an immoral suggestion, 


gular that reaUy is very smgular indeed I You ’re the second but, as you seem to have given Uncle a — hem— slightly picturesque 
person who fancied Mrs. Toovey was there last Saturday evening I version of your doings last Saturday, hadn’t you better stick to it ? 
So that you see there must have been a lady there most extraordi- Mrs. Toov. What ’s the use ? Didn’t you hear that wretch say 
namy hke my wife ! , . , .r. . he ’d found something in the box ? It’s my spectacles, Charles; a 

Mrs. Toov. [to herself ). Dear, good, simple Pa; Ae believes in me I pair in a Rob Roy tartan case, wtdeh Pa gave me himself, and 
/ 1 7 ^ J \ deny everything ; he can’t prove I was there I couldn’t help recognising ! I remember now, I left them there, 

{Mloud.) Yes, Sir, and on a mere resemblance like that you have and {The door opens.) They ’re coming hack I 

the ^dacity to bring these shameful charges against me — me! All Mr. Toov, [entering). That’s really a very honest young fellow, 
you have succeed^ in establishing is that you were in the music- my love, nothiug will satisfy him but bringing in the article he’s 
nail yourself, and I doubt whether your employer would approve of found, and seeing whether it belongs to you or not. 
a clerk or his spending hia time in such places, if it came to ms ears I Mrs. Toov. {fireathlessly). And have you seen it, Pa — ^have you 
dHr. Jann. It’s very kind of you to concern yourself on my seen it ^ 
ao^unt. Madam; but there’s no occasion. It was Mr. Larkins Mr. Toov. Not yet, dear love, not yet. He ’s getting it out of his 
himself gave me the ticket ; so I ’m not at all uneasy. great coat in the hall. 
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Curph. (starting up from hehind Althea). I think, if you will 
allow me, I ’ll go and speak to him first. It strikes me that I may 
know the lady who was in that hox, and I ’m naturally anxious to 

avoid any [Be goes out. 

End of Scene XIX. 

Scene XX. — A few minutes later, 

Mrs, Toov, (to herself in a fever). Why doesn’t he come back? 
What are those two plotting together? Oh, if Mr. Wildfire 
imagines he will get a hold over me, so as to obtain my consent 

to I’d sooner tell Pa everything! (2b Cuephew, who re- 

enters, smiling.) W — where is— the other? 

Curph, The other? Oh, Ae’s gone. I made myself known to 
him; and you would have been surprised, my dear Mrs. Toovey, 
at the immense effect my professional name had upon him. When 
he^ realised I was Walter Wildfibe he was willing to do any- 
thing for me, and so I easily got him to entrust his find to me. 

Mr. Toov, (inquisitively). And what is it— a fan, or a glove? 
There would be no harm in showing it to us, eh ? 

Curph, Well, really, it ’s so very unlikely to compromise any- 
body that I almost think I might. Yes, there can’t be any 
objection. 

\^He takes something out of his pocket, and presents it to Mr. T. 

Mr, Toov, (mystified). Why, it’s only a hairpin! What a 
scrupulously honest 3 oung man that is, to be sure ! 

Mrs, Toov, (relieved). Only a hairpin^ (Then, uneasily, to 
Curph., in an undertone.) Where is— you know what ? Have you 
kept it to use for your own advantage ? 

Curph. (in the same tone). I am a very bad man, I know ; but 
I don’t blackmail. ITou will find it behind the card-basket in the 
hall. (Mrs. T. goes out ; Alth. draws Curph. aside. 

Alth, Clarence. I— I must know ; how did you come to have a— 
a hairpin ? where did it come /rowi f (As he softly touches the hack 
of her head.) Oh ! it was mine, then ? What a goose I am? 

Mr. Toov, (as Mrs. T. returns). Why, Cornelia, my love, so 
you’ve found your spectacles! Now where did you leave them 
this time, my dear, eh ? 

Af/'s. Toov, Where I shall not leave them again in a hurry, | 
Theophilus ! 

Mr. Toov, Don’t you be too sure of that, my love. By the way, 
Mr. CuRPHEW, that lady of your acquaintance— know, the one 
who made all this disturbance at the Eldorado— is she at all like 
Mrs. Toovey, now ? 

Curph, (after reflection). Well, really, there is a resemblance —at 
a distance ! 

Mr, Toov. (peevishly). Then it’s annoying— very annoying; 
because it might compromise my poor dear wife, you know, 1 — I 
wish you could give her a quiet hint to— to avoid such places in 
future ! 

Curph, Do you know, Sir, I really think it will be quite 
unnecessary. [Phcebe enters to annmnce dinner, 

Mr, Toov, Dinner, eh ? Yes, yes, dinner, to be sure. Mr. Curphew, 

will you take in my dau (correcting himself)— 6k, but, dear me, 

I was quite forgetting that— h’m ! 

Curph, that Mrs. Toovey has been expressing an ardent im- 

patience to close your doors on me for ever ? 

Mrs, Toov. (not over graciously). That was before I mean 

that— considering the manner in which we all of us seem to have 
been more or Jess mixed up with the music-hall of late — we can’t 
afford to be too particular. If Mr. Wildfire chooses to stay, he 
will find as warm a welcome s&—(with a gulp) —he can expect I 

Curph, Many thanks, but I’m sure you see that I can’t stay here 
on sufferance. If I do stay it must be as 

Mrs. T. As one of the family! (She chokes.) That — that’s 
understood, of course. (To herself ,) They know too much I 

Mr. T, (to Mrs, T., chirpily, as the others precede them in to 
dinner). Do you know, my love, I’d no more idea you would ever 

have Well, well, it might have been worse, I daresay. But 

we must never let it get out about the music-hall, eh ? ^ 

Mrs, T. Well, Pa, J ’m not very likely to allude to it ! 

The End. 



“ Crystal-G-azing.”— The Crystal Palace Company should adapt 
some of Mr. Andrew Lang’s article on “Superstition” in this 
month’s Fortnightly, Ear more entertaining is the Sydenham 
building than any amount of “ Crystal-gazing,” and the directors 
have only to say (we make them a Christmas present of the sug- 
gestion), quoting from the article above-mentioned, “it is an ascer- 
tained fact that a certain proportion of men and women, educated, 
healthy,” &c., &c., can obtain curious information, combined with 
amusement, by looking into the Crystal . . . Palace. 


OUR COSTLY CLIMATE. 

“Hullo? Off out of Town somewhere?” 

“Off to Cairo, my Boy!” 

“Cairo? Why, only the other day you told me you were 
AS Poor as a Church Mouse I ” 

“That's just it. I ’ve spent Five Years’ Income on Cloth- 
ing already this Winter, and I 'm not Warm yet ; and I ’ve 
calculated that it ’ll take Seven Years* Income more before 
I CAN KEEP THE COLD OUT. SO I ’M OFF TO OaIRO TO STOP AT THE 
BEST Hotel — it *s far cheaper I ” 


POISON IN THE PUMP. 


Example of “Burning Words,”— Lighting the dining-room 
fire with the torn pages of an old hook. 


FA medical writer in the Gentleman's Magazine says, “more 
killed by drinking water than are killed hy drinking alcohol.”] 

Think of that, teetotal folks, heed not Wilfred Lawson’s jokes 
And his gay, impromptu poems which he reads when on the stump, 
Here ’s a doctor says that you will indubitably do 
Ouite a foolish thing in swearing hy your sweetly^ sober pump. 

Surely that should give you pause when you advocate your cause, 
With your button-hole adorned with tiny scrap of sky-blue silk ; 
There ’s not half the danger in whisky, brandy, rum. or gin, 

As in typhoid-hearing water or in diphtheritic milk. 

We’re not all gin-sodden sots, thongh we do not empty lots 
Of those enigmatic bottles, which to you are always dear. 

Filled with liquor, washy, sweet, aerated. Such a treat 
Is your execrable lemonade, your beastly ginger-beer ! 

Other people do not rave from the cradle to the grave. 

The Frenchman takes his petit verve, his Bordeaux or his hock ; 
The German’s limpid beer or his Bheinwein none need fear. 

Even yon would not he overcome by claret, say, or hock. 

Then if you are truly wise, yon will cease to close your eyes 
To tlie fact that moderation is convincing, and should be 
In your words, as in our drink. Then we might more kindly think 
Of your thickly, sickly eocoa, and your nerve-exciting tea. 


“ Eureka ! Eureka ! His wife had heard the word. Had 
been told it was Greek : hut what it meant she did not know. One 
night he came home from a bachelor smoking-party. “ Oh,” she 
exclaimed. “Yon absolutely reek of tobacco. You reekerP'^ 
Then it broke upon her like an ancient light that she was talking 
Greek without knowing it ! 
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THE CHAMPION SHAVEE ; 

Ovt A Task against Time, 

Largo al factotum I Shave all the world, one per minute I 
Figaro beaten. Poll Sweedlepipe plainly not in it I 
"Wick of King’s Road, Chelsea’s champion chin-scraper, out of it I 
Romoia’s garrulous razor-man whipped, there ’s no doubt of it ! 

Rustic’s rough stubble, or working-man’s wiry chin-bristle, 

Mown from his gills in a twinkling, as clean as a whistle. 

Even a bristly Hibernian boar he would gaily 

Tackle, and trim him as smooth as that downy young Bailey. 

Grand Old Tonsorial Hand with the soft-soap and lather ; 

Knight of the Razor, of hand-sweep redoubtable — rather I 
PAi-^r Shagpat— Hodge or Bluebeaed, blue-gill’d British 
workman, 

Muscovite hairy, or whiskered, moustache-twisting Turkman : 

Downy-cheeked boy. or big, wire-brushy Don Whi^kerando I — 

All one to him I All that sharp sreel and soap-lather can do 
^ Birber will buckle to, blade-armed, instanter, 

Chalienge competitive rivals, and win in a canter. 

Heat Kelly Wicz (thirteen men in ten minutes) is rather 
A good ’un to mow to say naught of her champi m father ; 
nut this Grand Old Shaver would shave, — against time, too, jes, 
trust us I— 

Flephas Primigenius (the Mammoth), or Brontops Rohmtus ' 

Truly a Tonsor Titanic to chin-needs to minister I 
Yet axe there some who declare his dexterity sinister 
bay that tis not without reason this bland badger- waver. 

And stirrer of soap-suds, is called— well, an Artful Old Shaver. 

Lil^ most of his craft he the Gift of the Gab shares stupendously, 
TkTw i ^fila-thers, with soft-soap, tremendously. 

They call him for custom from all sorts and sizes a cadger. 

And swear that he badgers the Mob to submit to his badger. 

Be that as it may— and his rivals do rail at him vicionsly— 

:P'you require “a clean shave,” rattled ofi expeditiously, 
father that s fr^rant and frothy, and steel that slides slickly. 

Sit down m his chair, and he ’ll polish you off pretty quickly.^ 


He ’s had two tough customers lately ; a workman s^iff-stubbled 
(He looks at his gills in the glass with a glance slightlv troubled), 
And him the young yokel whose beard ’s like a bi^r bed ot thistles, 
Who hops in the chair and demands to be shorn of his bristles. 

To shave— against time— such a shag-beard as is this young rustic, 
Is hard, and the chance of success seems a bit nubi Rustic. 

But list!^ The old Champion Shaver is courteously glosing I 
“B.t bristly, my friend, but I’ll leave you clean- mown before 
closing I ” 

HIGHLY PROBABLE. 

[A Conversation Tapped on its way through the Telephone,') 

I SAY, how are you this morning ? 

^ Still rather weak. But the weather here is lovely, and I am en- 
joying myself immensely. I think I have discovered a new system. 
Kever mind about the tables. Thought you had gone to Nice. 

No, Monte Carlo. It’s more healthy, and they say that if you 
have success you should clear your expenses easily. 

Yes, but I did not want to talk about that. You know there’s 
bera more outrages in Dublin? They have spread from Paris. 

Have they ? Get some Johnnie on the spot to look alter them. 

But I told the House that although you were in the Sjuth of 
France, you were in telegraphic touch with your colleagues. 

What did you do that for ? My doctor will be awfufly angry. 

I dare say. But what are you going to do about this dynamite scare ? 
Leave it to Rosebeey ; he’s equal to anything and ev«-rybody. 
Yes, as a rule ; but not just now. He ’s on leave. Bad cold. 
Well, let AsquiTH: have a shot. He is a rising young man. 

But he’s away, too; and so is Haeoourt, Spencee, Ripon, and 
the others. They all say they can do nothing further. 

Sorry. Can I nelp it ? Impossible to govern Ireland from Monte 
Carlo. ^ 

Not if you give your mind to it. But, of course, if you will go in 
for systems, you haven’t much chance. 

Well, frankly, I can’t manage it. Ton must get some one else. ^ 
Sorry I can’t. 

Then what will you do ? 

manage it myself. ^ After aU, if I have twice the years of 
you i^ows 1 have four times the energy. As I am doing all 
the other work oi the Ministry, I may as well make a complete job 
of it. I will do it myself I 
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designs are not peculiarly “ Jfe^szewrs, faites vos 

Christmassy, but what the A CONDUCTOR OF HEAT. Jeux P ^ — was beard tbe 

I>^o^ss terms *sod.aiiity^ i— - ~ — monotonous refraiu of tbe 

• 11 * clever and amusing Christmas Cards 1 burly “ Croupier,” who, with face rather pale, and a preoccupied 

he much appreciated by young people. air, was presiding over one of the numerous games of Petit 8- 

Three bo<^s full of stories, to suit all ages. Hutchinson’s House. Chevaux^^ combined with “ Houge et 2^^oir” which were proceeding 
Fj^ty-two Stmes for Children^ Fifty-two Stories for Girlhood and in the gorgeously-upholstered and magnificently- lighted “ 

Youth, Fifty-two Stories for Boyhood and Youth. Just a story Papas Perdus^^ of the “ Cerch des Ftrangers^^ of this Paradise of 
a week, wiU last the year. Collected by Axfred H. Miles. You the Middle Sea. 

^ if yoii go for Miles. Suddenly the Croupier sprang from his seat, threw ofi his loose 

Valdmer , the Viking, by Hume Hisbet, was a wonderful Bane, outer coat, and displayed the well-known uniform of an Ofdcer in 
who, ai^r myading Eagland in the Tenth Century, took a trip Her Majesty’s Ro 3 ^al Shropshire Yeomanry Carabineers. All the 
from Thanet (having mvented E-amsgate and Margate) all round other Croupiers did the same. Astonishment and dismay were 
America, and thought nothing of it. Those who read this will depicted on the countenances of the players. 

Pr^ablv think something of it. “ (Gentlemen,” said the Croupier, “lam sorry to say you are all 

The Moyderi, written by Mrs. Hungereord, and published by my prisoners. Resist, and you will be shot without mercy ! ” 
Hej^emann. is the story;; of a rather frivolous nineteenth-century “But I had just staked twenty thousand Louis on the black I” 
tonmoy; but,’^ quoth the Baroness, “though it does not come ejaculated a bewildered Gaul. 

wthin measurable distance of YAe O' Connors of Ballinahinch, it is “You have lost your stake, Monsieur,” replied the Croupier, 


A GAME OF CHANCE. 

[From, a% Imaginative 
French Source.) 

"War had broken out be- 
tween France and Great 
Britain, In the Mediter- 
ranean-owing to several 
French ironclads having 
got through into the Black 
Sea and being unable to 
get out again— the French 
fieet was Sint np in Tonlon 
harbour by a powerful 
English scLuadron. It was 
just at this time that some 
curious events were taking 
place in the neighbouring 
seaside resort of Sablettes- 
les-Bains, recently pur- 
chased by an English com- 
pany, which was running 
the place as a kind of com- 
promise between Bonlogne 
and Monte Carlo. 

“ Messieurs, faites vos 
jeuxJ” — was heard the 
monotonous refraiu of the 


ton^oy; “hut,” quoth the Baroness, “though it does not come ejaculated a bewildered Gaul, 
withiu measurable distance of The O' Connors of Ballinahinch, it is “You have lost your stake, 


pleasant light reading.” 


with politeness. “ It is red, not black : ” and, in a moment, 

• 'J 1 _ x1_ _ _ _ J 1 1 1 J*1 ' 


Mr. Gladstone's Life ; Told hy JSimself, is an alluring title, Euglish visitors who thronged the rooms had also thrown ofi their 
which, in spite of the volume being issued by so respectable a house overcoats, and the hall was tilled with red-coats. 

as Regan Paul’s, savours of a fiam. But it is genuine enough. “Treachery! Per fide Alb ” the Gaul shouted; but ere he 

Every word in the little volume has been spoken or written by could rise from his seat to give the alarm to the Toulon garrison, as 

Mr. Gladstone. Mr. Leech, whilst modestly disclaiming any he had fully intended doing, a hundred swords (made in Birming- 
impositio^f responsibility upon the Premier, has ingeniously linked ham) had passed simultaneously through his body. Their stakes 
passages from speeches or letters published under his name during fell from the trembling hands of the players. 

if sixty years. The result is a really fascinating work. “Then are we to understand,” asked another Frenchman, who 

yi*^3>STONE has always been prone to drop into autobiography, had somewhat recovered from the first shock of surprise, “ that the 
Hothmg, my Baronite tells me, was more delightful than the English Government has suppressed Sablettes-les-Bains because it, 
speeches he used to deliver in the House of Commons on Friday and disapproves of the game of Petits- Chevaux ? ” 

Tuesdaynights. Some chance reference to Canning, Peel, or Palmer- “Not at all,” replied the Croupier- Officer. “It is a military 

ston brought up a flood of recollections, and Mr. G. used to chat of coup-de-main, that’s all. The English company running this place,' 
old times with tbe entranced House. was, of course, in the pay of the British War Office. By a pre- 

In a measant little book called Essays on Idleness, the authoress, arranged system of signals we have been making known everything 
Agnes Repplier, speaking of her cat, observes, “ It were ignoble to that is going on at Toulon to the British Admiral out at sea, Y oui 
wish myself in her place, and yet how charming to be able to settle may perhaps have noticed what an extremely large orchestra took 
down to a nap, sam peur et sans reproche, at ten o’clock in the part in last night’s free classical concert ; they were English marines* 
mormng.” Surely instead of ” she should have written disguised as musicians. And the gardens attached to the Casino, 

sam purr,^^ as far more ap:^licahle to a cat asleep, which rival those of Monte Carlo, what do you think those grassy 

Here is a work that I prize indeed 1 ” quoth the Baron, survey- slopes crowned with olives and orange-trees are in reality ? Why,, 
mg with unmixed pleasure two handsome volumes, readable from the artfully- contrived glacis of the impregnable fortress inside 
every pomt of view of type, handiness, and matter that is of which you are now standing, and which I have the honour to' 
substance and spirit, being a re-issue of the immortal Autocrat of command I ” 

Breakfast Table, hy Oliver Wendell Holmes. “ Mind j^ou,” Just then the booming of cannon was heard outside, 

he continues, tenderly regarding them, “ though this I admit is an “ It is our guns playing on the defences of Toulon I ” exclaimed 

edition de luxe, jet do I far and away prefer the simple volume the Officer. “ Toulon is ours I ” 

withoi^ illnstrations. Why illustrations? Why try to impose on And the treacherous Britons, having cleared the tables of the 
us, as by artistic authority, the faces, forms, and the situations that five-franc pieces still remaining on them, proceeded, with the aid of 
we would infinitely prefer to idealise ? Without the faculty of the Germans and Italians, to the dismemberment of France, 

imagination no one can enjoy this work, pictures or no pictures : 

possessed of the faculty, what need of the illustrations, save so far 

th^ may carry out our own notions of the author’s meaning ? If Nautical Economy. 

ful association of adjective and substantive, as we have had afortime ^ ^ ^ i tt-r. x -i i 

occasion to remark) ; for among all books, whether at this Christmas I^boverb suggested by the above “ Bo not spoil the ship for ai 

^ason, when they come ia quite with a Charles-Lamblike and of tar.” 

Washington-Irvingesque flavour, or at any other time, these be j 

most welcome to the constant lover of old Literarv Friends. Novel Proceemnq. — N ew Issue* Janhet in Search of Somethina 


b welcome to the constant lover of old Literary Friends. 

Yuxettdeian Baron de Book- Worms. 


Novel Proceeding. — New Issue, Japhet in Search of Something 
Farther. By Marriott, 
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LAW AND JUSTICE v. DUTY 
“DONE.” 

{A% Imagmaary ConDerscxtion,) 
Scene — Opposite the Origin, 
Tike— The ^eeent day. 
Enter two toeU-knoton per- 
sonages. 

Justice, Welcome, Sister. "We 
sometiines are seyered* but wten 
we do meet the Tight preyails, 

Law. Certaiiily, Sister— to a 
great extent. And what is the 
cause of our present communion? 

Justice, I have to call 70 ur 
attention. Sister, to many great 
works of mercy recently per- 
f omed by wielders of the pen 
— in fact some of my servants. 

Law, Tour servants are noted 
for their good works. 

Justice, You are very kind. 
Well, these good servants have 
defended the poor, protected the 
weak, and denounced hypocrites. 

Law, Very right indeed. But 
how did they manage it without 
my assistance P 

Justice, You have a short 
memorv. It was with your aid 
that they brought these good 
things about. Surely you have 
not forgotten them ? 

Law, Well, since I have been 
combined with Equity 1 have 
been doing so much excellent 
work that Ihave neithertime nor 
inclination for the recording of 
details. W eU, an d jouTprot^gSSi 
were they successful ? 

Justice, Certainly ; they won 
all along the line. Never was the 
power of the Press manifested 
to better advantage. 

Law. Surely they were not 
in actions for libel ? 

Justice, Yes ; and although 
they did much good, were prao- 
ticaUy mulcted in costs. 

Law, Costs I That is in my 
department I 

Justice, And not in mine. 
Costs in such a matter have 
nothing to do with Justice I 

Law, But (as you say) are in- 
separably connected with Law 1 
{They part hurriedly. 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 



TNINC8 ONE WOULD RATHER HAVE EXPRESSED DIFFERENTLY. 

STu, “ And you ^ll have to make a Speech aetsr Dinner, 
won’t vou ? ” 

fie. “Oh — I SHALL Jr ST HAVE TO TALK A LITTLE KONSENSE TO 
THEM, YOU KNOW I ” 

Shs, “Ah— AND Nobody ’s better qualified to dd that than 
Toxtrsblf 1 ” 


THE STOUT SINGER’S SMILE. 


0 BUXOM maiden, bliQie and 


Witt 


ay, 


movements light and 


airy, 

Some five-and-twenty stone you 
weigh, 

Fair, fat>nd forty fairy I 


a. xcuxjr ux bue mutsio-JiaJlB, 

Some men might call yOU rip- 
^ ; 

In tights, and satin coat and 
smalls, 

You enter, gaily skipping. 


It is not that which brings me 
joy, 

Nor face, nor form entrances, 
It is your smile, so very coy, 
Your bashful, girlish'glanoes. 


Some twenty years ago, no 
doubt, 

You were a slender maiden, 
But now, so long you have been 
“out,” 

With weight of years you ’re 
laden. 


So when you sing of love-sick 
grief. 

And smUe so very sweetly, 

I, too, behind my handkerchief, 

Smile quite unseen, discreetly. 

The more you sing the more you 
smile. 

Stout charmer, winsome, win- 

Dressed^ike Lord Fauntleroy — 
meanwhile, 

Like Cheshire Cat I’m grin- 
ning. 

Then comes the end ; you curtsy 
low, 

With looks to heaven soaring ; 

You are extremely funny so, 

I ’m positively roaring. 


They clap, they shout, ' they 
thump the door, 

These “gents” serenely smok- 
ingi 

You Hss your hand, smile yet 
once more, 

And leave me simply choking. 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAWENT. 


EXTEICTED FBOM: THE DIART OF TOBT, M.P. 


Souse of Comrmns, Monday evening, Decemler 4. — Slight coolness 
sprung up between Md or Rasch and Kembers in immediate neigh- 
bourhood. Stanley LmeHTON observed an insect of unfandliar 
appearance disporting itself on the Major’s back. Closer inspection 
revedfcd presence of others, one carefully pricking its way through 
his bristling h^. In tiese days, when miorohes are a little too 
taiQUiar in tneir habit, this curious phenomenon led to some un- 
easiness. 


Dear me,” said Major Rasch:, when Ms attention was delicately 
called to matter; “some of ’em 'must have got out. Only locusts, 
^ar hoy; neednt be frightened; put down question to Herbebi 
(xardner as to importation of Russian hay which is swarming, wit! 
locusts. Grand Yo^ING^ GAJEtBNER absent ; engaged in cultivadns 
the influenza microbe; Herherx Gladstone undertaken to answei 
question. I know these young Ministers; sure to pooh-pool 
quemon. So, bemg: an old soldier, prepared counter-movement 
got handful of locusts; dapped ’em mto box; brought ’em down 
mtendmg to hand box oyer to Hiebert. They seem, however, t< 
proceedings; Prized lid off box, and swarmed al 
about ; looking for wild honey, I suppose. Hope they won’t oatol 
Raot ™ S' "wad to net a few before they attacl 

If ^ssion goes on much longer will get itself counted out 


Members falling around us like leaves in "wintry weather. Prince 
Arthur not yet back ; Geandolph off to sunnier cKmes ; John 
Moeley, out too soon after approach to convalescence, gone to break 
the bank at Monte Carlo ; not likely to be seen here again this side 
of Christmas. And now Bobby SPiSNCERdown ; fallen on the field of 
battle. Came into lobby just now at usual brisk pace ; made Ms way : 
to Whip’s room : drooped on thresbhold. Happuy nothing serious ; 
only a passing faint; but eloquent of strain upon Members in 
these times. For Bobby, of course, the weight is exceptionally 
heavy. Nous autres come and go ; make holiday when we can get 
a pair; as often as we have the heart to do so meet with li^ht 
negative Bobby's toucMng appeal, “You dine here to-night?” 
But for him, always on'the spot, his young head full of State cares, 
his manly bosom enfolding innumerable State secrets, it is 
different. Now the long pending blow suddenly falls, and Bobby, 
not without reminiscence of the elder Pitt in an earlier Parliament, 
falls at his post — “ Young Ltcidas and hath not left his peer.” 

Yet once more, 0 ye laurels, and once more, 

Ye myrtles brown, with ivy never sere, 

I come to pluck your berries harsh and crude, 

And. with forced fingers rude 

SMtter your leaves before the mellowing year. 

Bitter constraint, and sad occasion desa: 

Compels me to disturb your season due : 

For Ltcidas is down, down ere his prime. 

“ * Compels,’ ” said the Member for Sark, nothing if not critical. 
“ Wouldn’t you write ‘ compel ’ P ” 




THE PARLIAMENTARY BILLIARD TOURNAMENT. “A LONG BREAK. 
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“Yes, I should; but Milton didn’t; and, on the whole, I prefer 
his style.” 

Business done* — Pej^gin?* away at Parish Conncils Bill. 

Tuesday . — Since Parish Conncils Bill went into Committee, 
Mr. G. has been silent in I don’t know how many languages. It is 
highest compliment to Minister in charge of a Bill that his Leader 
shonld hnd it possible not only to refrain from taking part in debate, 
but habitually to absent himself • through long ^riods of a sitting. 
Henry Powlee has earned this distinction. His management of 
intricate measure has been excellent ; conciliating Opposition with- 
out causing revolt in sensitive ranks on own side. His Parlia- 
mentarj position distinctly^ advanced. 

To-night Mr. G. drawn into fray. It was Jokim who did it. At 
opening of sitting Fowler resisted Amendment by Strachby 
maMng it permissible to transfer parochial trusts to management of 
Parish Council. After nearly two hours’ debate. Rigby put up 
to say that Amendment on same lines standing further down, in 
name of the contumacious Cobb, would be accepted. “ A put-up 
job ! ” cried Goschtn, sternly eyeing the irreproachable Rigby. 



A put-up job!” 


This too much for Mr. Q, Sat bolt upright from recumbent 
I position in which he had listened to debate. His eyes blazed ; a 
lovelike frown clouded his brow ; his hands moved restlessly, as, 
leaning a little forward in attitude to spring, he waited till the un- 
conscious J ORiM, blinking at other side of table, should sit down. 
Spoke for only ten minutes ; his energy supernal ; his voice, long 
unused, magnificent. “A put-up job!” he repeated in scornful 
tones, with sweeping gesture of the arm. Drew graphic picture 
of Editors of new Dictionary coming upon this phrase in Parlia- 
mentary Report citing it, as thus 
“ Job, a put-up.” {The Bight Son. J. Goschen, M,P,) 

Young Bloods behind Front Opposition Bench in historic comer, 
whose recesses Mbllor’s glance cannot penetrate, didn’t like this. 
“ Question! ^ Question! ” they roared. “It is a very interesting 
question,” said Mr. G., ready for a tussle with them if they insisted. 
Pretty to see J orim turn round and rebuke the Young Bloods on 
l>ack Benches. He was the object of attack ; on his head the vials 
of babbling wrath overfiowed. But Jokim has not Hved in House of 
Commons all these years mthout its traditions of high courtesy and 
respect due to age and position being ingrained. He was shocked to 
he^ speech of Leader of House broken in upon with noisy cries of 
Question I ” and, though they came from his own camp -followers, 
he did not hesitate to administer sharp rebuke. B'^/siness done,— 
Got into fresh tight place with Parish Councils Bill. 

Tht^sdau,—Q,mte lively to-night. Merriest evening since Home- 
Rule Bill left us. Began with Souire or Malwood. Gobst, who 
IS thinking of leaving his property to found almshouses for pious 
^-Solicitor- Generals, is alarmed at probable operation of this Bill. 
His prophetic eye sees time when Parish Council of the future 
fingers at him (the Pious Pounder); will 
probabljr introduce Conscience Clause in matutinal exercises of aged 
ex-Sohcitor-Generals. Gorst draws up case on hack of Orders; 
presents it m form of conundrum. Squire or Malwood hugely 
contemptuous. Nothing easier than to draw up trust deed in form 
that should obviate catastrophe foreseen by Gorsx’s fervid fancy. 

“Just M easy,” he say^“as a boy drawing an animal writes 
wer it This w a lion.’ You draw your trust; write ‘This is an 

S^theTct ” ont of purview 

This would have been all very well if Jesse Codlings had not 


chanced to be among audience. Members evidently carried away 
by Squire or Malwood’s sophistry. Jesse pulled them up, 

“ Supposing,” he said, looking unutterably mse, “ the hoy draws 
an animal ; writes over it, ‘ This is a lion,’ and it turns out to he an 
elephant. Where are you then ? ” 

House really didn’t Know ; positively staggered. “Just like one of 
those questions the Carpenter in ‘ Through the Looking Glass ’ used 
to ask Alice,^* said George Curzon. “ Floors everybody.” Instead 
of sitting down and bravely facing^ difficulty suggested by Jesse’s 
active mind, Members, catching si^t of Solicitor-General con- 
templating nature from Treasury Bench, with one accord turned 
upon him. Cries of “Rigby! Rigby!” filled Chamber. Every- 
thing forgotten in excitement of this new chase. The lion lay 
down with the elephant, and the Squire or MalLwood led 
them. Prince Artbtur, back after a bout of influenza, joined in 
chase with boyish energy. Henry James and Joseph answered 
from opposite camp. J. G. Talbot delivered what, judging from 
his manner, was a funeral sermon over departed but anonymous 
friend; only a sentence heard here and there amid the uproar. 
Solicitor-General sat silent, with no other sign of consciousness 
than an occasional benevolent shaking of the head when the cry of 
“ Rigby I Rigby I ” rose to stormier heights. 

^ At length Prince Arthur moved to report process. With this 
pistol at his' head, Rigby rose, and proceeded in his inimitable 
manner to deliver an opinion on the case. When lo I the strangest 
thing of all happened. Members on Opposition benches, who had 
made themselves hoarse in clamouring for Rigby, now when he 



baiting- tlie Solicitoi -General. 


coyly yielded to their flattering insistence on his stating his views, 
hurriedly left the Houae.^ But they ’d had their joke, a joke two 
hours long. Were not going to have it spoiled by an anti-climax. 

Business done.— None ; but a merry night withal. 

Friday . — More about Charities as affected by Parish Councils 
Bill. Opposition got their hack np. They love Hie Bill more than 
ever ; but they wiR not let it pass. A great deal said about charity ; 
hut there ’s no lovingkindness. Encouraged by hunt of last night 
turn again upon Solicitor-General. A thirst for information, 
Pr^ce Arthur insinuatingly suggests that House would be happy 
if Rigby would^ only give his views as to the precise meaning of 
phrase “parochial charities.” Rigby affects not to hear. Dili- 
§:ently makes notes on his brief with preoccupied air. Joseph runs 
in from behind and pulls the hair of his right hon. friend the 
Squire or Malwood, The Squire, nothing loath, lets fly from the 
shoulder. Ruinpus ; somebody moves Closure ; Chairman takes no 
notice ; at end of two hours Committee divide. Coming back, approach 
identical question from slightly different point of view ; talk round 
it for another two hours. ^ At twelve o’clock we go home with uneasy 
feeling that for all practical purposes, as far as progress of Bill is 
concerned, wemight as well have stopped there. Business done. — ^None. 

Erratic. — There was an odd-looking misprint in Le Figaro for 
Wednesday last of an “r ” for an “i,” so that what was intended 
la Cour d’assises d Old Bailey ” read “ la Cour d’assises a 
Old Barley.” Our^ friend in Punch. “Old Bill Barley,” would 
be pleased to find himself famous in French. 

The Judgment' or Paris.— Death to dealers in death! 
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mjiim Arw/crivi'Ti idcc /mt itq ^ say, there canie a tap at the door, which interrupted our dis- 

THE ADVElMTUKto OF PICIvLOUlv nOLEo. cussions. The door then slowly opened, and a small female child, of 
(By Gunnin Toil) a preternaturally sharp expression, sUd, as it were, inductively into 

No. YII.—THE STOLEN MARGE. room. It was the youthful Isabel Gtjmpshon, one of Holes’s 

_ , 1 1 , i.- j • XT. ji XT. X.- 1 nieces. “All right, Isabel,” said the great detective, “we will 

I THmK I have already mentioned in the course of the articles another moment a swEt four-wheeler was 

which I have consecrated to the life and exploits of Picelock conveying ns to Fitzjohn’s Avenue, where Sir Amtn'abab and his 
Holes that this extraordinary man was unmarried.^ There was jady had their dwelling-place. 


some mystery about certain love-making episodes in the early 
stages of his career which nothing could induce him to talk about. 

-» ■? 1 T j X? XT . ...ri. • _ .X .j? X • i.. T.r 


No sooner had we arrived than I felt that we were indeed in a 
home of mystery, to which the Egyptian Hall of Messrs. Masee- 


If I ever chanced to mention the suWect of matrimony in his presence, and Cooke was a mere baby. There was in the air a heavy 

a hard, metaUic look came over hm odour of detection, a sort of clinging mist of inductive argument, 

leatures, and Jus lips closed •mtri a vaporous emanation of crimes logically discovered and infe- 
the twfhtness and ve^mence oi a rentially revealed, a pervading miasma of obtuse police-inspectors 
pair 01 handcuns. Naturally, i was relieved by complimentary magistrates and eulogistic judges. The 
not encouraged by these ^mptoms description may seem highly- coloured, but it represents with 
to pursue me matter. However, Eteral accuracy the impression made upon my mind by my entrance 
froin what I have since been able i^to the ancestral mansion of the Holes family. Nor was this 
to glean fmin other sources, 1 think impression removed as we ascended the stairs. On the first landing 
I am justified in saying that Holes found Mrs. Gumpshoit engaged in teaching her youngest boy, 
was at one time, while quite a young AxrausTUS O’BEiEisr Gijmpshon, a correct system of guess-work, 

man, engaged to the daughter or boy, a bright Ettle feUow of five, was at that moment in 

an eminent church ^ digmt^y, a disgrace. He had courageously attempted to guess his mother’s age, 

charming girl who united good looks having in an excess of rashness fixed the figure at forty-two, 
to a eomiortable balance at her be had been severely punished, and was at that moment languishing 
hankers. One morning, however, a corner of the landing. In the drawing-room we found the rest 
Holes, whose mind was constantly of tbe famEy. Sir Aminadab, it appeared, had murdered the 
occupied in the solution of deep and footman some ten minutes before our arrival, and had contrived by 
conaplex psychological problems, sud- fbe aid of a pair of blood-stained braces, which were one of his most 
denly startled Miss Eellasts by informing her that from certain cherished possessions, to fix the guEt upon Lady Holes, in whose 

indications he had concluded that she had two large moles on the basket-trunk, moreover, the dismembered body of the unfortunate 

upper portion of her left shoulder-blade. It was in vain that the menial had been discovered by the cook. The ingenuity of this 
uniortunate girl protested with tears in her eyes that she was diabolical plot had for some nine minutes baffled the whole famEy. 
ignorant of this disfigurement ; that, as a matter of fact, she had the Lady Holes was just about to resign herself to the inevitable arrest, 
best reason for believing that no such moles existed, and that, if they ^vyhen Hayloft Holes, with an appearance of calm nonchalance, 
did, it was not her fault, but must be due to a momentary oversight eminently suited to his impassive features, had produced from 
on the part of her nurse, a woman of excellent character and sound bis father’s waistcoat pocket two of the unfortunate footman’s silver 
church principles. Holes was, as usual, inexorable. ^ buttons, and had thus convicted Sir Amikabab of the crime. ^ As we 

“ My dearest Ajs^nabella,” he observed, “ I am never mistaken, entered the drawing-room we were almost oyerwfielmed with the 
Within the last ten minutes while I have been discussing with you shouts of joy that welcomed this wonderful exhibition of the family 
my new theory of clues I have noticed your left eye— the right I talent. Skaiekbow Holes, who was of a more refiectwe turn or 
cannot see — slowly close twice, whEe at the same moment your head mind, had, it seemed, been looking out of the window at the | 
drooped on to your left shoulder. Thus you were twice blind on passers-by, and had just proved triumphantly to his youngest niece, 
the left side. Moles, as we learn, not merely from books on neural Jemima, that a man whom she had taken for a vendor of cat s Jieat 
history, but from our own observation, are blind. You have, ij^ras in reality a director of a building society who had defrauded the 
therefore, two moles on your left shoulder. The fact is in- miserable investors of fifty-two thousand pounds, eighteen shmiDgs, 
disputable.” and ninepence halfpenny It was into this happy family party that 

Terrified by this convincing demonstration, poor Miss Bellasys Holes and I, led by Isabel Gompshon, intruded on the memorable 
released the great detective from his engagement, and retired evening of which I speak, 
shortly afterwards from the world to enrol herself in the ranks of a (To he continued.) 

nursing sisterhood. , , Note. — There are, it seems, rumours about to the effect that my 

These, I believe, are the facts connected with my friend’s only marvellous friend. Picklock Holes, is dead, Some^ even go so far as to 


accurate research on my part can make it. It is perhaps not to oe mea. xms snows me louy qi 

wondered at that the man should have been to some — 

by the tragic termination of a love affair which seemed full or the THE LORD CHANCELLOR'S SONG, 

promise of happiness for all concerned. _ / ^ ^ ^ ^ • \ 

But it must not be supposed that the life of Picklock Holes (The lT:p-Mate Version.) 

was entirely destitute of the domestic joys. He would often tell I ^be lot of a harassed Lord Chancellor, 

me when we met again after an interval during wmch he had Suffering badly from too much to do. 

disappeared from my ken that he had been giving the old folks Appointments to give, and appDintments to cancel or 

at home a turn, and that he felt himself in a measure re- Magistrate making, not knowing who ’s who. 

invigorated by the simple and trusting affection Ipished npon him o ^TTorrH-fir RtVItW dktrpsqinsr 

by his familv circle. I gathered that this consisted of his father j n ■m./TT.Tr Tur-nlnir 

ctiriougly named HATLori and Skaibkeow Holes, his widowed I start in the morrmg when Jiiramy 

sister, Mrs. Gompshoit, with various children of bR ages left as And stack to it then for full twelve hours a day. 

pledges of affection by the late Colonel Gumpshok of the Saltsiiire ^electing with care and the utmost propriety, ^ 

Bays, as gallant an offlcer as ever cleft the head of an Mgh^or I -v^ade through long lists of the would-he J.P. s, 

lopped an Egyptian in two. Often had I felt, though I had been Who wish to be benched for the sake of Society, 

far too discreet to express it openly, an ardent desire to become j gigb for repos© and a quantum of ease, 

acquainted with a family which, if I might jud|:e by my fnend hard— A itamias would hardly deny it, 

PiCKLOCE, must be one of the most remarkable in the world tor After all it’s £10 000 a year at the most, 

brain power and keen intelligenoe. My wish was to be gratibed po.i f w,ntinTi 's a virtue. I ’m minded to try it ; 

sooner than I looked for. . . , t t A ohance for some aspirants— who ’s for the post ? 

One evening, as Holes and I were sittmg in my bachelor ro^s _ 

in Belgrave Square, there came a sudden knock at the door. We — - “ 

were smoking, and I remember that Holes had just been explain- Editoes of YEEY-LATEST-NEWS-EvENiNa- J ouewals 

ing to me that it was customary to infer an assassin from the -V^-hen in doubt play Jabsz Balfoue.” 

odoM of Trichinopoly, whilst a Cabana denoted a man of luxurious up joraparag rapn,. ^ 

habits and unbridled passions. From Bird’s-eye tobacco a direct ri mer-rs u’-DTpytr/nx rvr^'M-nvTt 

line of induction, he said, brought one to a Cabinet Minister, R. on the DYNAmTE ” eAT^I Mr« U. in- 


line of induction, he said, brought one to a Cabinet Minister, 
whilst Cavendish in its uncut stage led to a mixture of a smuggler, 
a Methodist minister, and a cliu)-proprietor in reduced cireim- 
stances. I was marvelling at the singular acumen of Ao man when. 


— “HMging’s too good for such a scoundrel,” said hto. 
dignantly ; “but they don’t hang m Ihranee, so the wretch wul he 
taken and gelatined.” 


VOL. cv» 
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BUSINESS FIRST.” 

Favourite Son of M.F,H. {to old Huntsman). *‘^"0, Smith, you won’t see much more op me for the rest op the season ; ip 

AT ALL.” 

Smith {with some concern). “Indeed, Sir. *Ov^’s that?” SonofM.F.E. “"Well, you see I’m reading hard.” 

Smith {interrogatively). “ Readin' *ard, Sir?” SonofM.F.E. “Yes, I’m reading Law.” 

Smith, “Well, I likes to read a bit o’ them Pbrlioe reports myself, Sir, now an’ then; but I don’t allow ’em to 
hinterfbre with a honest day’s ’Untin’.” 


THE WEKE-WOLE. 

[Aijglo-Saxon wer^ a man, and wolf— a man in 
the form, of a wolf. 

“ The garments are changed into hair, his arms 
into legs ; he becomes a wolf, and he still retains 
vestiges of his ancient form. His hoariness is still 
the same, the same violence appears in his features ; 
his eyes are bright as before ; he is still the same 
image of ferocity.’' — Ovid, on the metamorphoiiis of 
King Lycaon into a wolf] 

Wolf] Wolf! The cry that wakes 
The slumbermg shepherds, shakes 
The faint-hearts of the fold with shudder- 
ing fear. 

The flock’s ferocious foe 
Compassion doth not know, 

His breathing’s heard, his furtive foot- 
fall ’s near. 

It is no season for slack guard, 

But watchful care and unrelaxing ward. 

This is the Man- Wolf, theme 
Of ancient classic dream, 

And mediseval myth, at last made fact. 
Worse than the lupine pest 
Upon whose hoary crest 
Old monarchs laid a price I ’Gainst him a 
pact 

Of aB the peoples must be made ; 

Jtapine ’s his ufe, red ruin his dread trade. 


The old grey wolf who prowled 
Around the fold, and howled 
Impotent rage to the black wintry skies. 
Was no such foe as this. 

Our Were- Wolf, whom the abyss 
Of yawning chaos looses, whose red eyes, 
Half human and half bestial, glare 
Malignant menace from his secret lair. 

Such suhter-human guise, 

Such flercely fiendlike eyes. 

Arcadian Lycaon, Jove-changed, hjre 
When mortal hate took on, 

At the Olympian frown, 

Its fitting shape. The lessons of old lore, 
Magic-divested, myth-stripped, still 
Commend themselves to human wit and will. 

Humanity must urge 
Against this lupine scourge 
Civilisation’s forces handed close. 

The watch-dogs, as of old, 

Must guard the human fold 
Against this last and worst ot order’s foes ; 
And the world’s sleuthhonnds led Law 
Must hunt this Were- Wolf of the insatiate 
maw. 

Hunt him from every lair, 

Till, outlaw everywhere. 

This friend of carnage and sheer chaos 
finds 


A foe at every turn, 

A foot to crush or spurn, [winds. 

The warning cry of “ Wolf I ” on all the 
And wheresoe’r the ravener stray 
Civilisation’s light must search — and slay ! 


“ Tres Bang! ’’—To T-m Sm-th, of the 
Wholesale Crack ery Warehouse, with Mr, 
Punch's compliments. Certainly, at 
Chrisi mas-time, T, S.’s crackers “get the 
pull!”. At least, so says his Lordship the 
pop-ular Bishop of Go-Bang or. 

Dr. R-bs-n R-se 

{In the “ Fortnightly^^ this month). 

To be in perfect health live well and wisely : 
This just sums up my article concisely. 

Q,uite on the Cards. — ^In last Saturday’s 
Daily Graphic there was an interesting 
picture on a pretty subject, to which was 
subscribed the legend: “ The New Governor 
of the Isle of Man being Sworn in at Castle 
Rnshen.” Suppose by some printer’s-devil’s 
error the “at” had been maced before the 
“in”! “0 what a difierence in the 

morning,” when it would have read : “ being 
Sworn at in Castle Rushen,” 
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DUCAL DOINGS. 

“ Lord A. B. C. will return to town 
to-morrow.’^ — \Any “ Fashionable 
Intelligence ** co?www.] 

I ’m but a plebeian, I know, 

But feelings as ardent as mine 
May feel a legitimate glow 
On reading this eloquent line ; 
Though Fate has denied me as yet 
A fame or a fortune renowned, 
By items like these I can feel 
when I please 

An aristocrat down to the 
ground I 

The fact that I never have seen 
The gentleman mentioned—as 
soon 

I ’d £y as distinguish between 
Himself and the Man in the 
Moon — 

Has little to do with the case ; 

My knowledge, I frankly con- 
fess, 

Of the doings of those who our 
classes*^ compose 
Is wholly derived from the 
Press. 

But eagerly over my tea 
My eyes on this column I cast, 

I read of engagements to be, 

Of dances and of the past, 
I learn with the deepest regret 
That the Duke of X. T. is 
unwell, 

And with pleasure I glow that 
the Marquisof 0. 

Has dined with the Dachess of 
L.l 

In fact, as I muse in a dream, 
The charm that this column 
extends 

Makes all the nobility seem 
My intimate personal friends ; 
Political leaders are bosh, 

And Foreign Intelligence stuff, 
Just print up to date the deeds of 
the great, 

And I shall be happy enough I 

Mb. Leckx and the Scotch. 
—Dear Mr, Punch , — If Mr. Leckx 
is deserving of censure, surely 
some public notice should be 
taken of the insult offered to the 
Scotch, Welsh, Irish, and Manx 
nations by Lord Nelson in his 
celebrated signal. That signal 
should surely have run “ Eng- 
land, Scotland, Wales, Ireland, 
the Channel Islands, and the 
Isle of Man, expect that every 
man this day will do his duty.” 
—Yours tnily, An Indignant 
Manxman. 

Motto fob Haibbbessebs.— 
“Cut and comb again ! ” 
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PREHISTORIC PEEPS. ^ 

Owing to hts notorious eccentricity theib* relations with 

THE LOCAL MAMMOTH WERE SOMEWHAT STRAINED, 


[December 23, 1893. 


BANK HOLIDAY BEAUTY. 

[Protest by a Pretty Girl at the 
Crystal PcHace.) 

That “Beauty’s decaying among 
ns! ” 

By certain old fogies we’re 
told. 

Many poets have ceaselessly sung 
us ! 

But then even poets grow old, 

Sbelfungus has “been to the 
Palace,” 

And Beauty, he thinks “ going 
out.” 

Now can it be folly or malice ? 

Is he blind, or bald-headed and 
stout ? 

I think ’tis most likely the latter. 

He ’s fifty, no doubt, if a day. 

Yes, that I susi^eCt’s “what’s 
the matter” ; 

And then, who cares what he 
may say ? 

When he went to the Palace of 
Crystal, 

He puffed, I ’ve no doubt, and 
swigged port. 

And what wonder then if he 
missed all 

The Yision of Beauty at sport ? 

At Kiss in the Ring we were 
playing. 

He envied us, that’s where it 
is, 

Because if near us he came stray- 

He knew we’d refuse him a 
kiss. 

A.nd so (as Tot puts it) he “ telled 
a lie,” 

To cover his nasty mean spite. 

No, pessimist purblind and 
elderly, 

Our looks weren’t in fault, 
’twas your sight I 

What with Tennis, and one 
thing and t’other. 

We’re prettier than ever all 
round ; 

I ’m nearly as strong as my 
brother, 

Tall, straight, nimble, healthy, 
and sound. 

And as to my teeth I— you don’t 
know them, 

Or else you have told what’s 
not true ; 

You’d retract, were I only to 
show them, 

And I feel I could show them — 
at you ! 


Evident. — In drinking the 
health of the Italian Parliament, 
the Toast of the evening ought to 
be, — as indeed every Toast when 
well done ought to be, — “ (7nsJP^.” 


IAN ODE OF ODOURS. 

( A Poem of Becognition.) 

Oh, what is this faint perfume that I smell, 
A^d smelling seem, somehow, to know so well ? 
What recollections should it start again, 

What memories of the past bring in its train ? 
Is it a whiff of country come to-day, 

Of mangel-wurzels, or of new-mown hay ? 

Or was it when She witched me with a glance 
^e subtle odour reached me— at the dance ? 
Where’er it was, I ’m certain that I know it, 

As certain as I am I ’m not a poet, 

But stay, was it when iuffuenza gripped ns ? 

It was I JEureka ! Yes, it ’s Eucalyptus I 


On Certain Philistine Pedagogues, 

Greek and Philosophy but tire and twist ’em. 

Duncedom they praise, and dub it “ democratic,” 

And their abuse oi the great Attic system 
Is systematic I 

Mem. from Accrington. — Liberal party in a ffx here. Naturally 
anxious to keep a LEESE-hold on the constituency, it looks a little 
awkwwd to pose as the labourer’s friend, and at the same time to 
keep (Hbbmon) Hodge out of Parliament! 


Mem. bx a Horse-buxer who ttas been 
does not always mean no vice. 


‘Had.”— “N ovice’ 
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MUSIC AIS'D LAW. 

Duriitc a recent trial, Mr. Edwabd Solomon, the plaintifi, 
testified that Ms work was worth to him ahont thirty-nine norinds 
per diem. “ Why,'' exclaimed Mr. Justice Laweance, “if you write ^ 

a good m^y (what?) it is better than " Whereupon inter- ! 

posed Mr. Paul Taylor Counsel for the plaintiff, “ Better than the 
Bar, my lord." {Laughter.) Why, of course, Mr. Paul Taylor I * 
W as thwe no one in Court with knowledge of the simplest arith- ! 
metic sumcient to inform you that to work at several hare must be 
worth much more than to work at one Bar f Hasn’t Sir Arthttb 
Stolivan, by composing the lightest possible operas in the world, 
achieved that best of all “possible probable ’’ tunes, a for-tune, that 
even a judge, whether of music or at law, might envy? Why, 
eert^y. And the aiLLiVAN-SuLRiRT Savoyards could, if they 
liked, teU Judge Lawrance that “ thirty- nine pounds per diem" 
is not an over-estimate of the share apportioned to each of the three 
leading scions of the House of the Savoy, composer, librettist, and 
manager, during the run of one of their real successes, such, for 
example, as was The Mikado. 'Tisapity Composer SotoMOir did 
not call Composer SuLUv an to^ testify to what might be the pecuniary 
value of a successful composition. We wish the deservincr Taylor 
better luck with the next suit he takes in hand. 

OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

Good supply of all sorts of game at Christmas, and especially 
from the preserves of Messrs. De la Hue. Try “Animal Snap" 
and see how you like it. Thanks to Dean and Son— z.^., Semor 
Dean and Junior Dean— for their Golden Hours, The Prize, 
Peeps into Paradise, and The Venetian 
Blind MovecMe Picture Booh, the last 
being the best of all. And Dean’s Cracker 
Toy- books will certainly go r#well. As 
we Sweep through the Deep. “ Quite the 
riffht publishers for tales of the sea are 
‘Nelson and Sons,”’ quoth the Baron, 

“ and no doubt they hope that every man 
Y' y^ll do his duty at Christmas time and go 
, in for Nelsonian boys and girls books." 

*“ As we Sweep is by that true Horse 
Marine (if there is anything in a name), 
yclept Dr. Gordon Stables, 11.N. 

The Baroness recommends The Posebud 
Annual. A lovely posy of pictures and 
tales to be found on the shelf of James 
Olabke & Co., Publishers, and, the 
Baroness supposes. Nursery Gardeners. “Natural this," quoth a 
Baronite, “here is 2 , Miss Parson's Adcentures told by a Clark 
Russell ! ’’ If you want it send to Chapman and Hall. And all 
the Baronites say many thanks to Macmillan & Co. for a delightful 
new edition of Miss Mary Mitford Russell’s Our Village, 

Our compliments to Mrs. Lovett Cameron on A Tragic Blunder. 
A blow given by mistake to the wrong person nearly ruins the entire 
happiness of several people, but it all comes right at the end of 
two vols. from Mrs. Cameron’s pen. It is a nice light entertainment 
with which to while away an hour or two. 

“ I like Richard Dscott^'* says the Baron, laying doTvn the Macmil- 
lanitish one-volume novel of thsjt name written by E. H. Cooper. 
“It is an interesting story, and might be the first of a series similar 
to the Rougon Macquart family, as, when this tale finishes, there 
are sufficient Hscotts alive to carry on the story of their family 
through many generations, only, unfortunately, the date of this 
story cannot be taken further back than, say, about ten years ago, if 
that. To give the family breathing-time, we should require some 
stories about the Escotts under Queen Anne and the Georges, and 
then we could return to the fortunes of the sons and daughters of 
the Richard JEscott. 

“With fear and trembling, yet with a sensation of enjoying 
some secret, wicked pleasure,” quoth the Baron, confidentially, 
“I retired with Mr. Ashby Sterry’s Naughty Girl into my 
sanctum, which, as its name implies, is just the very place to 
which 1 ought to retire with a young lady bearing such a character.’' 
A Naughty Girl is published in the “Modern Library Series" 
brought out by Messrs. Bliss, Sands, and Foster ; and how happy 
would Sands be— run out, of course— and where would Foster be 
unless foster’d by the other two — ^without Bliss, who makes quite 
a little ’eaven below of this Publishing Firm. Blissful must have 
been Mr. Ashby Sterry's state when he wrote so exctll^nt a 
Dickensian description, as he has done in the earlier part of this 
book, of Boxing Night at Drury Lane, and when he gave a finish- 
ing touch to this story in showing how Beryl and Jach were 
brought together in spite of a temporary misunderstanding and 
estrangement. “Bravo Pantalaureate of many a frilling poem! | 
A Happy Christmas to you and your readers!" quoth the warm- ; 
hearted and appreciative Baron de Book- Worms, i 


"WAS m TEArALGAR^^^S THEATRE. * 

As in the case of the old farcical play The Three Hunchbacks, 
on which an opera bouffe was founded, and of all plays ancient and 
modern depending for their success on the exact physical resem- 
blance existing between three distinct persons, directly the audience 
has grasped the fact, they enter heartily into the humour of the 
ec'mplications. Now, in Tom, D ck and Harry, the audience, 
having once mastered and allowed the given thesis, viz., that 

Mr. Charles Hawtrey, 




Mr. Ernest Percy, and 
Arthur Playfair are 
/j/'r'" ' so exactly alike that even 

V'O ^ wives and sweet- 

hearts axe unable to dis- 
tinguish oneAniipholusfTom 
^ another Antipholm, and 

cjiOT. ''1% both or either from a third 

ig \\ Antipholus, then the fun 

^ the confusion gains 
them, and Mrs. R, 
Pacheco’s three-act farce 
Jp ^t the Trafalgar jSquare 

Theatre gives the spectators 
fits, which assume the pro- 
portion of convulsions of 
laughter absolutely dan^er- 
ous to the safety of various 
individuals. For this depo- 
nent can testify to the effect 
of the fun of the farce on a 
small boy in a box, who 
^terally jumped with joy — 
quite a little Jack-in- the- 
Box— and in his excitement 
BRln would have precipitated 

®ni himself into the stalls, but 

® 1 (i for the united ener|ries of 

1 the family party, which re- 

(10 tained him amongst them 

yvU " hy sheer force. He had 

' been less wildly enthusiastic 

* «TT X . MX- xr about owing, per- 

An « Up to bate ” 1 oung Man. ^aps, to the restraining ap- 

pearance of Tommy Bar dell, whose presence on the stage the Boy 
in the Box might, perhaps, have been inclined to view with 
disfavour, though giving a rapturous welcome to Miss Jessie 
Bond’s charming impersonation of M7's, Bardell, to Mr. Little’s 
life-like Pickwick, and to Mr. Charles Hawtrey’ s sentimental 
but sulky Baker. However he made up for auy show of envy 
towards Tommy hy cordially applauding Mr. Edward Solomon’s 
catching melodies, which are not less humourously than skilfully 
orchestrated; and his (I am still speaking of the Boy in the 
Box) genuine applause throughout the evening quite led that of 
the house, and was a real treat to witness, culminating as it did in a 
volcanic eruption of irrepressible joy at the conclusion of the second 
act of Tom, Dick and Harry. Miss Yane Fbatherston, the Misses 
Esmond and Williams, the ever-clever Miss Sophie Larkecst, in a 
difficult part, Mr. W. F. Hawtrey as Dr. Wagner, the Specialist— 
speciaUy good— and Mr, John Beauchamp, who quite revives the 
otherwise worn-out peppery stage-Indian General of old Hay market 
and Adelphi farces, — all do their very heat, and. with Mr. C. 
BLawteey,— make the piece what it is, a thorough-going success. At 
least such is the opinion of The Other Boy. 


THE WESTMINSTER PLAY. 

Scene — The Bormiicrg of St. Peter's College. 

For three or four centuries Westminster ’s taught us 
To struggle with Terence and wrestle with Plautus ; 

This time the Trinummus once more reappears, 

With a “ run " on the boards of two thousand odd years. 

Alma Mater of Comedy truly ’s the “ Dorter,” 

Where long may each role find a youthful supporter I 
If ever from “ college ” they ’re driven away, 

The Queen’s Scholars’ fate were “ All work and no Play ! " 


Seasonable Duett for the Zibrinberqs {adapted for their me 
by Henry Labouchere, JEsq., M.P.). “ Home, Home, Home, Sweet 
Home I " - 

Toast for the Inhospitable. — “ Friends— af a distance ! ” 
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A MESSAGE FROM THE SEA. 

Father Neptune loquitur 

John Edll, my friend, if an ear you ’ll lend 
to your true old messmate Neptune, 

It may do you good. We are mates in 
mood, and our hearts have always kept 
tune. 

The Isle that ’s right, and extremely tight — 
which I trust that mayn’t mean 
^ “groggy”— 

Is our care, old chum I Well, the outlook ’s 
- - , rum, and the prospect rather foggy I 
Oh I keep on your hair ! There ’s no cause 
for Scare, though some party men, and 
papers, 

Do their best to raise a new Naval Craze. 
These be old, old party capers ; 
your angry Outs always swell with 
doubts, whilst the Cocksure Ins, com- 
placent, 

Swear that cause for care may be found — 
Nowhere, or the parts thereto adjacent. 
You are not so green that mere party spleen, 
and tlm bogus bosh of boobies, 

Can play the fool with your judgment cool ; 

’tis a richer dower than rubies. 

Still a Fleet, old boy, is no party toy, no 
theme for factious scoffing, 

And—well, J ohn, I spot a tremendous lot of 
‘ furrin’ ” ships in the offing I 
Keep a weather eye upon sea and sky, and I 
think John, altogether. 

You wiU deem it right to get all things tight, 
prepare for dirty weather, 

Britons never, never,” sounds bold and 
T> won’t act as “slavey,” 

^^^t it * Missus would keep her “ home on 
the deep,” you must keep up a spanking 
Navy I 

Statistics fog, and there’s no such bog as 
the brain of an average Briton 
When his Naval Nobs, and Finance Dry Bobs 
have got their fighting fit on. 


They talk great bosh, half their “facts” 
won’t wash, and as to their figures end- 
less, — 

If from stern to stem you could see through 
them you would have more, John, and 
spend less I 

A word in your lug I There is no Hum-bug 
like that of a Naval Oracle, 

When he’s “ out in the wet” ; on that you 
may bet— ah I an ironclad to a coracle ! 
He may mean well, but The Truth to teU in 
a fashion straight and steady. 

Without “ cavort ” or a “ list to port,” is as : 

hard— as song to a Neddy ! 

Johnny, old boy, you must just employ 
your own wits on this business ; 

Party debate will addle your pate, ex-parte 
“ facts” bring dizziness. 

Look for yourself, and you’ll save much 
pelf, and good value get for your money, 
Sguelch party fudge, be your own best judge, 
and you ’ll floor the croakers, Johnny I 

StiU, Johnny mine, on my breadths of brine, 
you must keep first place, or perish. 

’Tis with that thought you have paid and 
fought, and that thought you still must 
cherish. 

Better plank down your last half-crown, than 
lose the Crown J gave you. 

Let gold and blood flow in fall flood, than let 
the foe enslave you I 

A rhyme, a rhyme for the Christmas time I 
It may not, John, sound jolly. 

But to pipe and dance whilst your foes 
^ advance^ were the maddest sort of foUy. 
With pockets fall Peace’s pipe to pull, or 
to sip your grog and slumber, 

Is nice you ’ll wake to a huge mistake 
if your foes your Fveet outnumber! 

Get your Fleet, old man, cheap if you can, 
but at all costs get your Fleet, John I 
Ships, guns and crew more than any two of 
the foes you are like to meet John I 


Take your old friend’s tip, let no chance 
slip, and be foiled by no pretence, John ; 
Keep eye on the foe, buud all you know, and 
big big D the expense, John I 


OUR BARTERER3. 

Bicycle. — Thoroughly heavy, lumbering, 
out-of-date machine, recently doctored up 
to look like new, for sale. Cost, second- 
hand, six years ago, £4. Will take £12 for 
it. Bargain. Would suit a dyspeptic giant, 
or a professional Strong ’ Man in want of 
violent exercise. 

Safety Cycle.— Pneumatic tyres. A real 
beauty. Makers well known in Bankruptcy 
Court. Owner giving up riding in con- 
sequence of the frame being thoroughly 
unsafe, and the tyres constantly bursting. 
Would exchange for one of Beoadwood’s 
grand pianos or a freehold house in the 
country. 

Turkey Carpet.— Never used, as seller is 
not an absolute fool. Wretched condition 
guaranteed. As it has been kept for a year 
or two in a mouldy attic at a second-hand 
furniture shop, it is simply teeming with 
moths, but it is confldently anticipated that 
it will not fall to pieces in time tor a pur- 
chaser to detect the fraud. Price, only 
double that of a first-rate new carpet of same 
kind. 

Rare Opportunity.— A ten-pound note 
wOl buy my genuine Spiderette Arabesque 
Danmow Beestof a Patent Safety Tricycle. 
Weighs only sixteen ounces. Seventy-four 
championships won on it, including that of 
Sierra Leone. Runs away up-hill. Impossible 
to stop it down-hill. Folds into a small 
biscuit tin. Every part equally fragile. A 
collar-bone and six ribs broken off it in 
one week’s practise. Made at Coventry, and 
ought to be sent there. First applicant 
has it. 
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TO BOBBY. 

{To the tune of To Tommy,'') 

Blue Bobby, braye and 
strong, 

They begin to right your 
wrong. 

Silent shoes, and now reyol- 
vers I That will do ! 

Now I hope you’ll make 
things plain 

To the brutal burglar train; 

And, Bobby, Punch's best re- 
spects to you I 

May “tips” swell your 
smallish pay 

On the coming Boxing Bay; 

(For I know they’re rather 
screwy with y our “ sere w. ’ ’ ) 

Shod and armed upon your 
round, 

Heaven keep you safe and 
sound. 

And, Bobby, John Bull’s best 
respects to you I 


The Lilly’s Lesson.— Mr. 
Lilly, in 4he New Review^ 
reminds Dives that “there 
is no excuse for riches which 
are divorced from public obli- 
gation.” This cuts deeply! 
Possibly Dives would retort 
upon the author of “Shibbo- 
leths” that riches require no 
‘ * excuse.” At any rate we do 
not often find men making ex- 
cuses for being rich, though 
apologies for poverty are com- 
mon enough. All the same, 
Mr, Punch would strongly re- 
commend Dives — especially at 
this festive season— to “ con- 
sider the (W. S.) Lilly” I 


“A Lonu Bbeak.” — 2 
propos of our picture in last 
week’s issue, we have received 
the following suggestion :— 
“Sir, if Mb. Gladstone, the 
great billiard player, wishes to 
continue his ‘ long break,’ 
wouldn’t it be advisable for 
him * to take a rest,^ — ^Tours 
truly, Ebeakebs A. Head.” 



AT THE COURTS OF JUSTICE. 

First Litigant. BANKRUPrcY. What are tou?’’ 

Second L. “I 'm Divorce.” 

First L, “Then you stand Lunch I” 


SEASONABLE REFLECTION. 

{By an Old Fogey, ) 

We are hearing a lot of “the 
Buffer State’’; 

Faith! it comes to us all — 
after Forty-eight I 
Whenf rom gout, and the pretty 
girls’ scorn, we suffer. 

We have all arrived at the 
state of the “ Buffer.” 


“ Fob this Belief— much 
Thanks.” Shakspeare, — A 
correspondent in the Pall Mall 
Gazette recently complained of 
the disappearance of “Thank 
you,” and the substitution of 
*‘ Thanks ” and “Thanks aw- 
fully,” Why not ? ^ It is but 
a reyival of the ancient Latin 
form gratiasP and surely 
plural “Thanks” indicates 
indefinitely more thankfulness 
than an uneffusive, frigid, 
singular “ Thank you,” signi- 
fying “ I thank you.” Let us 
be Shakspearianly classical, as 
in the quotation above given, 
and say “ Much thanks.” So 
again, “lam poor in thanks— 
but I thank you.” Here the 
relative value of the plural 
and the singnlar in thanks is 
well brought ont. 


BALL VERSva BALL. 

Lyttelton and Lang- — with 
all 

Whom pure prejudice can’t 
fetter,— 

Say — concerning games at 
ball- 

Golf is good but Cricket 
^ better. 

Wisdom owns an ounce of 
practice 

WoixJbL a ton of theory. Fact 
is, 

Those who set that saw a-mn, 

Had not seen a Lyttel-ton ! 

Who performs as well as 
teaches, 

And can practice what he 
preaches. 


“AFTER THE BALL^^ IN PARIS. 

My Deae Mons. Punch,— I am delighted! 
I am overjoyed! Why, your Oxford College 
bas accepted the challenge of our Racing 
Club to play a game of kic lal this month 
of December I It is good ! It is very good 
indeed ! It makes cold, so I can not go for to 
see the sport. 

But permit me, I would propose these rules 
in the cause of humanity, lor the sake of 
civilisation. I give them below. They are 
not many : — 

Proposed Pules for “ Ze jeu de kic 

between Oxford College and Pacing Club, 

1. No kickers to approach closer to one 
another than six yards distance. 

2. The scrimmage to be interdicted, Sergent 
de viUe to be on guard on the ground to 
prevent assaults even of the most trifling 
character. 

3. Boots not to he worn, but dancing- 
pumps. 

4. The players to wear fur-lined coats, and 
to take arm-chairs on the ground for their 
comfort, 

5. The “ kic hal” to he made of inflated 


india-rubber, with a hole in the centre, 
so that it shall collapse without causing 
injury. 

6. No game of “ kic bal ” to last more than 
five minutes, and after every game a pause 
of one hour to be permitted, so that the 
players may have necessary rest and proper 
refreshment. 

And yet one more suggestion. But this 
shall not be a rule but only an offering.^ I 
make yon a present of the idea— so charming 
— as a compliment of the season. Let the 
goals he made of Christmas-trees, let the 
“kickers” he covered with holly and mistle- 
toe (like your “Jack-in-the- Green”), and 
instead of a brutal, rough, hard, uncomfort- 
able globe of leather, let the “kic bal” he a 
veritable plum pudding I . 

Your hand ! I wish you “ Joking Christ- 
mas Amiable New Year.” Your friend— and 
brother, “ gentlemans ridere,” 

Paris in December, {Signed) Jules. 


A WINDY CORNER AT BRIGHTON. 

{By an ImpressionisL ) 

Old lady firsb, with hair like winter snows. 
Makes moan. 

And struggles. Then, with cheeks too richly 
rose, A crone, 

Gold hair, new teeth, white powder cn her 
nose; All bone 

And skin: an “Ancient Mystery,” like 
those Of Hone. 

Then comes a girl; sweet face that freshly 
glows ! Well grown. 

The neat cloth gown her sup^e figure shows, 
Now thrown 

In lines of beauty. Last, in graceless pose, 
Half prone, 

A luckless lout, caught^ by the blast, one 
knows Mis tone 

Means oaths ; his hat, straight as fly crows. 
Has flowu. 

I laugh at him, and Hi! By Jove, 

there goes My own I 


News fbom Monte Cablo. — ^M r. J-hn 
M-bl-y is, we are glad to hear, much 
better. Pouge gagne. 


Motto fob Lady Chambaone Dbinkees. 
— “ Sweetness and light I ” 
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THE BLXTE BELLES OF 
SCOTLAND. 

{Latest prose •oersmifrom the 
Modern Athens.) 

Scene — A Dressing - room^ 

Time— Present, Ch4l- 

RACTEBS — ^ Mistress and her 

Maid. 

Mistress, Now tben, Mary, 
you really must make haste or 
I shall not he in time. Have 
you grot my latest bonnet from 
Paris ? 

Maid, Yes, Madam. I told 
John to put the foot- warmer 
and the carriage rug in the 
brougham. 

Mistress, Quite right; and 
now have vou got my fan ? 

Maid, Yes, Madam, and I 
suppose you will want your 
opera-glasses ? 

Mistress, Naturally ; how 
could I see anything distinctly 
without them P There is sure 
to be such a crowd. And, by 
the way, have you got me a 
packet of literature ? 

Maid, Yes, Madam. Three 
novels, and all the illustrated 
papers. 

Mistress, If there are many 
delays 1 shall be able to pass 
the time pleasantly. And the 
luncheon basket P 

Maid, Yes, M’m Cold fowl, 
dask of sherry, some celery, a 
pound cake, knives, forks, 
glasses, plates, salt, mustard, 
bread, and a bottle of soda- 
water. Is there anything else P 

Mistress, Well, perhaps I 
might carry in my muff my 
pocket camera. ’Ils just pos- 
sible I may be able to get a 
snap-shot at the principal cha- 
racter. {Dnters the carriage,) 
You haven’t given me my special 
ticket. 



QUESTION OF THE SENSES. 


Maid, Here it is. Madam. 
Shall I tell John to drive to 
the Concert-room P 
Mistress, No, no. Tell him 
to take me to the Court. I am 
going to assist at a trial for 
murder I 


SEASONABLE SAYINGS. 

Thebe is manv a slip between 
the house and the church on a 
frosty morning. 

You cannot make a respectable 
tradesman out of a grocer who 
offers tips to a working-house- 
keener. 

You may take a dustman’s 
token to a stingy man’s portal, 
but you can’t get him to give 
you a Christmas-box. 

A dun in need is a county 
court indeed. 

It is a long dinner that has no 
earning. 

People who live in glass houses 
should not throw away their 
coke and coals. 

Deal with the Stores and the 
private accounts will look after 
themselves. 

A penny saved by^ avoiding 
an omnibus is a fforin lost by 
taking a Hansom cab. 

A single swallow never repre- 
sents a family Christmas dinner. 

Enough is often dearer than 
a feast, especially if you take 
the last at the house of a friend. 

Send an acquaintance an old 
card about Christmas on Boxing 
Day, and he will return you a 
second-hand greeting on the 2ad 
of January anentthe New Year. 

Give credit at Christmas and 


Mrst County Cmndllor, “I’m told Acoustics of this Haxl you still have 


LEAVE MUCH TO BE DESIRED, Mr. Brown I ” mouey owing to you at Easter. 

Second 0, C, {delicately sniffing), “Indsed, Sir Pompey? Can’t sat Christmas comes but once a 
AS I PERCEIVE ANYTHiNK AMISS, MYSELF; AND MY NosE IS PRETTY year, and boxes foF tbe length 
SHARP, TOO 1 ” of a century. 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

EXTRJlCTED eeom the diary of toby, m.p. 

House of Commons., Monday^ December 11. — Remarkable testi- 
mony to catholicity of Dicky Temple’s mind that he should just 
now have been talking about Siam. Various other topics to the 
fore. The Eeatherstone inquiry ; Matabeleland, in which the Sage 
OF Queen Anne’s Gate takes unfaltering interest; Betterment, 
and, incidentally, the Parish Councils Bill. Only Temple thinks of 
remote, unfriended, solitary Siam. Wants to know when papers 
including most recent correspondence will be published P Edward 
Grey taken at a disadTantage. Wasn’t thinking of Siam. Just 
been looking up map to find out precise situation of Kilia mouth of 
the Danube. Cap’en Tommy Bowles been, so to speak, jumping 
down it. Suspects the Czar of iniquitous intention in this part 
of the world. Cz^r evidently thought the Cap’en, being intent on 
the education of Mundella in nautical affairs, would not have time 
to keep an eye on tbeKilia mouth of the Danube. Czar knows better 
now. So does Edward Grey. Spent quite an interesting quarter 
of an hour with the map, and came at last upon this partioular 
outlet. Just congratulating himself that, as a rule, British rivers 
have only one mouth, when Temple sprang Siam upon him. 

“ Do you know,” said Member for Sark, looking admiringly at 
the great historiographer of Parliament, “ I never see Temple on 
his legs but I think of Ovid’s epitaph on the parrot. You remember 
how it runs in English P — 

‘ I please tbe fair. So much this stone doth tell. 

"What more ? I talked, and, for a bird, talked well.' 

‘‘I have a theory, which, if yon had time, I would illustrate by 
half-a-dozen examples taken on glancing round the House, that 
three out of five human faces have a strong resemblance to some 
particular bird. Not that I mean to say Temple ’s like a parrot, 
except of course inasmuch as he pleases the fair. He is a of tire- 


less iudustry, sound judgment, wide knowledge of affairs, and has, 
withal, an old-fashioned courtesy of manner not too common in those 
days Still, as I say, when I watch him addressing the Speaker 
the parrot’s epitaph haunts my memory.” 

Business done, — Clause XIII. added to Parish Councils BiU. 

To-night Don’t Eeir Hardie, having left hands and 
face unwashed for an extra day, his hair uncombed for an ^ded 
week, put on bis worst Sunday suit and presented himself to House 
as model working-man, champion of the unemployed. Don’t Keir s 
misfortune is that he has not succeeded in recommending himself to 
good opinion of other Labour Members. When he moves in House 
they move off ; consequence is he is left to support of aristocrats 
above the gangway. They don’t particularly admire Don’t Keir, 
his ways or bis cause. But, as Tomlinson says, under impression 
he is quoting from Sydney Smith, “ auy stick will do to beat a dog 
with.” If Don’t Keir moves Adjournment, and best part of night 
can be taken for making speeches, so much delay is interposed in 
way of Parish Councils Bill, and by so much is chance bettered of 
Government failing in their intention of passing the whole BiU. 
Therefore, though other Labour candidates will have nothing to do 
with Don’t Keir, there are four hours talk, an odd quarter of an 
hour added for a division, and thirty-three Members, chiefly 
belonging to the Gentlemen of England, going into Lobby with the 
Leader whom Rowlands distantly alludes to as “ The hon. Member 
for West ’Am,” cunningly conveying by inflection of voice the 
impression that the cut is from a hopelessly inferior part. 

Debate, on the whole, patchy, with hopeless air of unreality about 
ife. Nevertheless, worth having, if it were only for speech of 
Prince Arthur. A scholarly philosophic deliverance, striking 
unaccustomed note in Parliamentary debate. Pity Mr, G. wasn’t 
there to hear it. Or perhaps it isn’t a pity. If he had been, he 
would have found the temptation to reply irresistible; at least 
another half hour would have been wasted. . . 

Business done, — ^Reached Clause XVI. Parish Councils Bill. 
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Spirits of' good Ministeridists a little damped hy 
persistent and successf ol tactics of Opposition. As Jesse Collings 
said just now, witi tears in his eyes, they are anxious, above all 
things, to see Parish Councils Bill added to Statute Book. ^ Only 
they won’t let it pass. Twentieth night in Committee ; still not 
half way through Bill as Clauses count. Been sitting on Satur- 
days ; shall have Christmas holidays out down to 25th and 
Boxing Day ; then begin again, with prospect of more drudgery, 
and, when Bill througn, and prorogation possible, the new Session 







/ //AkM 


His clarion voice cleared air of doubt and perplexity. Minis- 
terialists elate ; Opposition correspondingly cowed ; the way quite 
clear now for victory ; only sit tight ; to importunity present im- 
perturbabilitjr ; let Opposition once know that, thanks to fidelity 
and self-sacrifice of Liberal Members, House will sit till Bill is 
passed, and obstruction will collapse. 

Haluaee had saved the citadel ; the rout of the besiegers only a 
matter of time. 

An hour later Walter Long got up and mentioned interesting 
circumstance that Haldane, whilst 
thus heroically inciting Ministers 
and the rest to hold on. had made 
arrangements whereby he himself 
would agreeably spend Christmas- 
tide in comfortable country q uarters ; 
had even extended his holiday up M 

to 10th of January, when resump- * 
tion of sittings of court would bring m! mh,, A 
him back to town for private busi- fw 
ness. Many inquiries on Ministerial [Im 

benches for Haldane. Seemed to iI'AWiW 

be general desire to say something ^ ^ 

to him. But he had judiciously 
retired from scene. 


Tay Pay frightens the Child. 

of 1894, young, fresh, and lusty, waiting to be waltzed with. An 
infant in arms, looking in on House from peep-hole by glass door, 
and finding Tax Pat on his legs denouncing the Opposition, is 
deeply impressed. 

Later, at period of apparent collapse Haldane happily appears on 
scene. Not a man habitually prone to enthusiasm. No sign on his 
placid visage of storm-swept sonl. Circumstances sometimes stronger 
than man. To-day they break away the icy barriers of lethargic 
habit. Haldane, unexpectedly rising from behind the harassed 
PREariER, calls upon him to stand firm, resisting all temptations to 
surrender. “Stage of situation reached,” he said, amid ringing 
cheers, “ when we should not halt, much less retire, but should 
press forward to the goal. Ministers,” he added, sternly regarding 
back of Squire of Malwood’s head, “ would be betraying their 
trust if they fiinched by one hair’s breadth from the declarations 
they have made.” 


THE COUNTY COUNCIL’S PROGRESSIVE PROGRAMME. 

Hise at seven. Called by public bell rung at the nearest fire- 
brigade station. Light gas supplied from the Council’s works at 
Beokton. Drink glass of cold water from Council’s new reservoir in 
the Kennet Valley. Hurriedly slip into clothes made by gentlemen 
working an eight hours day at not less than sixpence an hour. 

Fish for breakfast bought at Council’s Billingsgate Market ; eggs 
from Council’s hens (w^ranted osry/resA) ; also fruit from Covent 
Harden sold by Council’s salesmen. We keep no servants, being 
now obliged to use their wages to pay rates. Compelled to open 
the front door myself. Surveyor of Chimneys, acting on instructions 
(received from sweep), calls to examine flues. Reports them foul, and 
notes me in his summons hook. Council’s revenue inspector 
(Inland Revenue absorbed) peeping through half- opened breakfast- 
room door, spies what my children call “ a duck on stilts” engraved 
on a fork. Reports me at once for not having a license to use armorial 
bearings. Find in letter-box notice of compulsory purchase by 
Councii for “allotment purposes ” of a choice piece of land belonging 
to me just on border of county. Am privately informed that 
Radical Labourers’ League have moved half-a-dozen good-for- 
nothing drunken chaps to apply for allotments I Mine is the only 
land that will suit them, and they intend to take it whether I 
like it or no. 

Just starting for the City, when Council’s Architect calls, to draw 
my attention to a sky-sign msufiSlciently secured to an upper window. 
It turned out to oe eldest boy’s socks, hung there to dry. as 
we have now to wash at home, or send to the Council’s laundries 
which are relief-works for those usually uuemployed in winter. 
Other casuals have turned barb'^rs. I am shaved hy one every 
morning, after slipping the coppers into a County Council 

detector,” which gives no change. In street, find the pavement 
up, “unemployed” engaged in moviog “immovable objects hy 
irresistible force,” a frozen road, at three sMUings per cube 
foot ; Council their own contractors. Tram at last, with Council- 


Business done , — Another motion 
for Adjournment. In smaller half 
of sitting left for business, Clause 
XVHL of Parish Councils Bill 

Friday , — Everyone grieved to h ear 
that Speaker has temporarily lost 
use of voice. Been absent from vwr 

Chair since Tuesday. “ How in- ‘ 1 

scrutahle are the ways of Providence, ” Sir Richard Parrot, 

says the Member for Sark. “There 

are so many quarters of the House where the outbreak of such an 
epidemic would be a public service. Yet these escape, and only the 
Chair is attacked.” 

The House can ill spare the Speaker, even for a day. The whole 
atmosphere of the place, the tone of debate, are altered when his 
stately presence and commanding influenoe are withdrawn. Still, 
talk must go on, and there has been no lack of it to-night. But 
everyone is wearied to death of the monotony and reiteration. As 
Prince Arthur says in a moment of confidence, “If it were the 
only alternative, one would rather have a parish funeral than another 
Parish Councils Bill.” 

Business done , — Nothing worth &x)3aking of. 

driver, conductor, and horses (all tramways absorbed), and then a 
penny Council steamer (Thames Conservancy and Steamboat Com- 
panies aJ^sorbed), and, having landed at St. Paul’s Pier, trip over 
a hole iu the road. Bring action gainst Council for damaged 
ankle. (N.B. Lost it later on. Council not liable for non-reparation 
of holes.) 

At the Huildhall, find Labour Arbitration Court sitting. City and 
County been amalgamated, huge coalheavers, dockers, and others 
occupy seats of city fathers. Police outside useless. Their helmets 
and truncheons in British Museum as relics of Barbarous Age. 

Having business at a suburban town I hire cab (Council 
Number 23,351) and drive to Liverpool Street. The progressive 
members have bought np Great Eastern Railway within the 
county’s boundaries, and are working it on their own system—one 
class for all, penny fare, and no return ticket. The guards, ticket- 
collectors, porters, and others civil enough, but no trains running, in 
consequence of great strike having occurred amongst Council’s engine- 
drivers and the di£S.eulty is just being settled by arbitration at 
Q-undhall. The men had struck for want of work and a general 
desire for “ betterment.” Thoughtfully walked back to the office, 
and arrived just iu time to find an official poring over my ledger. 
He hands me his card, “Mr. Inquisitor, Spring Hardens.” 
Somerset House being absorbed, he says he “has just called to 
ascertain exactly what my income really is,” and though I am 
perfectly civil (under pains and penalties of “ civility bye-laws”), 
he tells me I must he “put up” next year. He departs, leaving 
front door open. 

Hot a cup of tea, very poor staff, at the L. C. C. Restaurant. 
Walk home. No gas in streets, and the Electric Light (lately 
absorbed) gone out. Reached home very weary. Find on table 
demand-notes for Poor, Police, Sewers, School Board, Bfighways, 
Has, Electric Light, Baths, Sanitary, Insanitary, Asylum, Water, 
Railway, Cab, Theatre, Market, Sky Sign. Bar and Hates, Tramway, 
Prisons, Restaurants, Arbitration, Establishment, Thames Conser- 
vancy, Submerged Tenth, and many other rates. Is bfe worth 
living? AsktheL. C. C. 
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THE ADVENTURES OF PICKLOCK 
HOLES. 

[By Cvrniin ToilJ) 

No. YIL— THE STOLEN MIRCH. 

[Cont%nued.) 

As soon as we entered the drawing- 
room all the little Gtjmpshons clapped 
their hands with delight, and snr- 
j rounded their Uncle Picklock, each 
of them attempting to infer from the 
expression on the ^reat detective’s 
countenance what it was that he 
carried in his left coat-tail pocket. 
“ I know what it is,” said Edga^e 
Allan Poe Gumpshon, a hoy of 
fifteen; “it^s plum-cake. I know 
it must be, because I never seed it, 
so it ain’t seed-cake.” Gaboeiatj I 
Gumpshon, aged thirteen, opined it | 
was a packet of bull’s-eyes, ’cos 
that ’s what detectives always carry 
on dark nights,” whilst Ann Had- 
CLIFFE Gumpshon declared with cer- 
tainty that it must be nuts, for she 
had just heard a cracker explode in 
the street. “Children,” said Pick- 
lock Holes, “ you are nearly right. 
Your powers have much improved. 
I am delighted to see that you are 
kept up to the mark; ” and, speaking 
thus, he produced from his pocket an 
apple, which he presented to Edgae, 
a pocket-knife which he handed to 
the jubilant Gaboeiaxt, and a pin- 
cusmon, which was ^ immediately 
clasped and carried ofi in the chubby 
hand of little Ann Rabclxffe. “ A 
year ago,” said Picklock, turning to 



PORTHAIT or MR. ^‘MINCE-PIE,” 

The M.P foe Cheistmas. 


that Holes was “havering,” which 
I understand to be an ancient Gaelic 
word signifying metaphysical talk, 
but a look from the greit detective 
chilled him into silence. Day by 
day we worked, and not even the 
night ^ave us a rest from our self- 
sacrificing labours. We mapped out 
the whole district into s<iuare yards ; 
we gathered the life-history of every 
sin^e inhabitant on the estate ; we 
left no clue untracked, no loophole 
unblocked, no single piece of evidence 
nnexamined, no footstep unmeasured. 
We collected every scrap of torn 
letter, every crumpled telegram- 
form. The very heather of the moor, 
and the trees growing in the policies 
of the Castle were compelled by 
Holes’ marvellous inductive powers 
to yield to us their secrets, until 
after weeks of patient toil we at last 
judged ourselves to be in possession 
not only of the stolen march, but 
also of evidence that would bring 
conviction home to the guilty party. 
We had paused, I remember, by a 
heap of granite at the roadside. 
Holes seemed strangely excited. 
“ A march,” I heard him muttering, 
“is performed by footsteps; steps 
are often made of stone. Can this be 
it? It must be! It is!” Then, 
with a shout of triumph, he gave 
orders to have the heap loaded on to 
a country cart, which was to follow 
us to the Castle. 

We arrived in the great courtyard 
at about seven o’clock in the evening. 

- Holes slipped from my side, entered 

i X. AT 


me, “ these children could not have reasoned inductively with one the house, and after a few moments r^urned to my side. We then 
half of their present approximate accuracy; but my dear sister, clanged the bell, and demanded to see his lordship. Ina lewnmments 
Heaven bless her I is a wonderful teacher, the best and cleverest of Lord TocHTAcagocB appeared, surrounded by kilted retamep, bearing 
us all. Indeed, indeed you are, Philippa,” lie continued, warmly torches, and intoning in unison the mournful sporanoi the clan, it was 
embracing Mrs. Gxjmpshon. ‘ ‘ I am a mere bungler compared to you, a weird and awful sight. But Holes, unemotional as ever, advanced at 
But come, let us to business.” At a signal from Lady Holes the once to the haughty Scotchman, before whose eye half a comity was 
happy children trooped off to bed, and we elders were left alone, accustomed to tremble, and, without any ado, addressed him thus : 

Sir Aminabab opened the conversation. “I sent for you, my dear “ My Lord, your march has been stolen, mterrupt me. 

boy,” he said, “ because I have just received from one of my agents Your guards are careless, but not cnminal—oi that I can assure you. 
in the North information of an important case which demands Here is the stolen property ; I restore it to you without cost. At 
immediate investigation. Neither Hayloft nor Skaiekeow can go, this moment the cart rumbled up, and ere the peer had time to utter 
having business that keeps them in London. I look, therefore, to a word, it had dischpged its contents mto the 
you to cover the familv name with new lustre by solving this extra- Holes went on, but in a lower voice, so qe to 
ordinary mystery.” Here the old man paused, as though overcome Tochtac:)^ : 

by emotion. Picklock encouraged him with an expressive look, and m-law. He dare not, he cannot, S^^ssi- 

bp continued deaf and dumb. These (^uahties do not, however, exclude the possi- 

“ This morning,” he said, “I received from my agent this letter.” bility of crime. I have just found these pieces of granite m his 

He drew a sheet of paper from his breast-pocket, and read, in mor^g-room. TTie proof r«aflp o,id directlv 

tremulous tones, as follows At this moment a shot was heard m 

Tochtachie Castle, Da ffshire, to him. “Ha! say you so?” almost screamed Lord 

“ ‘ See,— Lord Tochtachie has been robbed. I overheard him last ^q^hi^chib “That amounts to a confession. Mr. Holes,” he 
night conversing with the Hon. Ian Stetoachae, to eldest son, “you have indeed rendered me a service. My imf ortunate, 

who used the following words: “Not a doubt of it. They have , , e-niltv father-in-law has shot and missed himself through the 

stolen a march ” More I could not hear at the moment, ihe case the honour of the house is, I know, safe m 

ease is of immense importance, and 1 trust you will lose no time in -Q^Vau^ds ” .in,., 

sending a competent investigator. I have, of course, concealed ^ ^ , hardly say that Holes has never violated his lordship s 

both my presence here and my knowledge of the tl^ft from his and the Daff shire peasants still speculate amongst 

lordship. “ ‘ Yours faithfully, ‘David McPhizzle. themselves upon the tortuous mystery of the march which was stolen 

“ There, my boy, is the case. "Will you go and help a Scotch repre- and restored. ^ ‘x -u 

sentative peer to recover his own ? Think how terrible it must be Note.— There is no proof positive veeJ 


speeding northwards in the Scotch express. , o not 'equally probable that under some aUas he will re-aj 

Over the details of the journey it is not necess^y to linger. ^ Sumce ygri , 

it to say that on the following morning we arrived at Tochtachie, — 

dnd took up our quarters in a deserted barn situated in the very Ipaves his cards on everyb( 

centre of the estate. From this point -we pursued our myestigations. , . only for one day, and off the 

Our first proceeding was to interview the local oonstabulMy, but we time, ^ M*ucm Wabd & Co. to do them 

found them as obti^ and as foolisUy incredulous as poUcemen are employed Me^rs. MAECTJS VYABD a ^o. 
all the world over. One of them, indeed, went so far as to bint they are all loun . 


Faiheb Chuistmas leaves his cards on f e ^ 
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THE OLD ORDER CHANGETH.l 

^ Lady Betty {'proud of the old ancestral tnansion luhere the family have 
lived ever si7ice the reign of Henry the Eighth), “Just fangs’ what 
Papa *s haying done ! He ’s having the Electric Light put in 1 
Brosaic Sister-m4aw {from Chicago), “I'm eeal glad to hear it. 
It 'll be the making op the place 1 ** 


ESSENCE OE PAELIAMENT. 

EXTBACTED FEOM THE DIABT OF TOBY, M.P. 


born o± close observation through many Parliamentary sessions. 
Maxwell has had full access to his correspondence and journals. 
Uses them with great discretion; they bring into mallow, clear 
light the capable, unselfish, courageous man, ever following the 
loadstar of Duty, House of Commons used to smile when Old 
Mobality, faced by any difficulty or dilemma, talked about his 

duty to his OuEEN and country.’^ In his private letters he does 
not put it in that oratorical form. But they are full of references to 
the calls of duty. Stricken with a painful malady, worn in body 
and wounded in spirit. Old Mobality still sturdily trod the narrow 
path. There is little doubt 
that had he, two years before 
the end came, retired from the 
Leadership of the House of Com- 
mons his genial presence might 
have been with us to-day. But 
he was wanted at his post, and 
he stuck to it. 

Writing on the ITth March, 

1889, he says : “We have trouble 
in politics, and I am very weary. 

But I must go on doing my daily 
work as best I can, looking for 
pfuidance and wisdom where alone 
it can be had until my rest comes.” 

This cry for rest was always 
sounding, through day and night. 

A few weeks earlier he wrote to 
another friend “ I can say Cod 
help me. He will take me out of 
my work when I am no longer re- 
quired, and then will come rest.” 

His last appearance in a semi- 
official capacity was in July, 1891, 
when he went to Hatfield to meet 
the German Emperor. In the last 
letter written to his wife he says, 

‘^Observing I looked tired last 
night. Lady Salisbury urged me 
^ go to bed early : which I did.” 

One^ of his colleagues in the 
Cabinet, a fellow-guest at Hat- 
field on this occasion, tells me he 
had occasion to know that Old 
Morality was in such pain he 
could not rest in his bed, spending the long night walking about the 
room, with occasional rest in an arm-chair. Hot a word of this is 
mitten in the letter to Mrs. Smith, in which he reports that 
everything has gone off wonderfully well to-day, which must be 
very satisfactory to the Salisbury s.” Under his bourgeois habit and 
unassuming mapier W. H. Smith modestly hid a chivalrous mind 
and a noble nature. He had a kindly heart, too. But everyone 
Knew that, since he wore it on his sleeve. 

Business cfowe.— Adjourned for so-called Christmas holidays. 
Imnk I 11 go and call on Lobengula. “ Back in ten minutes,” as the 
Squire says. ’ 



The last I saw of Harcourt 


House of Commons y Friday, Hecemher 22. — House adioumed fo 
Christmas Eecess; pleased to find that it will include the whol 
of Christmas Day. Some talk of being satisfied with the Sunday 
spending Christmas Day in further pursuit of Parish Council 
Dill. But after deliberation decided to have a real good holiday 
^ Christinas Day. Came across Squire oe Malwood just now 
Was chalking up on door “ Back in ten minutes.” 

“ a little more than that, of course, Toby,” he said. “Bu 
that has business-like look. Am told it *s what they do in the Cit] 

before going out 



Toby, M.P., enjoys his holiday. 


hasty luncheon.” 

Enjoyed my holida: 
reading Herbert Max- 
well's life of Oli 
Morality just pub- 
lished by Blackwood 
A difficult task ; mud 
easier to make attractive 
book out of life o; 
Napoleon Bonapartj 
than with Williai 
Henbt Smith as sub- 
ject. That . Maxwel] 
has succeeded appear! 
from fact that one leaves 
these volumes witl 
warmer esteem and sin- 
cerer liking for Cm 
Morality even than was 


EDEPOLI 

SiE,~‘* I ^m all the way from Westminster,” and the work I have 
m do is to let you know about the Latin play performed there. 
^AUTUS, lu truth, is not a wildly exciting writer, and there is in the 
irznummus a tameness which, extendmg, as it does, through 
uve acts, becomes almost oppressive at the end. The young actors 
enunciated clearly, and one of them, Mr. J. F, 
Wate:^, showed considerable ability as an actor. But we don’t go 
TO the College of Sfc. Peter at Westminster merely to see the play, 
ihere are other interests. ^ It is pleasant to watch the Old West- 
minster rubbing recollections with one another between the acts, 
and endeavouring gallantly during the performance to keep their 
rusty Latin abreast of the various situations. Laughter in a Latin 
play straggles. It is like a dropping fire of musketry. A West- 
minster master probably leads it off ; various intelligent veterans 
take it up dutifully, and the ladies, bless their nnlatinised minds, 
follow famtly^ towards the end. If a London mane get wants 
applause in his theatre let him hire a contingent of small West- 
minster boys. They have attained to absolute perfection in the arts 
01 the claque. At no Paris Theatre is it better done. The epilogue 
showed a pretty wit and a high degree of skill in the management 
OT hexameter and pentameter. No one could have believed that the 
Eodak advertisement, “you press the button, we do the rest,” would 
have made so good a Latin line. Much pleased, and so to bed. 

Yours, A Yacbant. 


“A MERE Question of TjMEB -- Fxample : 


“What o’clock is it P ” 
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NEW YEARNS EVE AT LATTERDAY HALL. 

(An Incident.) 

Scene I . — Library in Latter day Hall^ Sir Lyon Taymee’s Country 
House, Sir discovered fuming by the mantelpiece^ 

while his Secretary is glancing over some correspondence. 

Sir Lyon {irritably). Here — suppose you will have to answer 
this. 

Secretary, What is that, Sir Lyon ? 

Sir Lyon, You know how anxious I am that my Hew Year’s party 
should be a success. A whole heap of celebrities are coming', and, 
notwithstanding the immense expense, I engaged a party of Grhosts 
to amuse them. How I have just had a telepathic communication 
from these Shadows of Shades— (that’s all they are — only Ghosts of 
departed heroes and heroines in fiction) — asking whether they’re to 
be^ treated on an equality with the other guests, or as mere enter- 
tainers ! Did you ever hear of such impertinence I The spokesman 
— I should say, perhaps, the Spooks- 
man— is, of all people in the other 
world, the Yicae of Waeefield. 

A clergyman tool It’s quite in- 
consistent ; and so snobbish I 

Secretary, Dear Sir Lyon, excuse 
me, but it ’s perfectly natural that 
Ghosts should be a little sensitive 
on the social question, Remember, 
for years they were ignored, or 
looked upon as mountebanks. It is 
really only of late that there has 
been all this excitement about 
them, so it is not surprising they 
are anxious to be taken seriously. 

Sir Lyon, Well, I suppose I am 
old-fashioned, but it seems to me 
quite ri^culous. These infernal 
Ghosts give themselves as many airs 
as though they were -the Blue 
Hungarians, at least. 

Secretary, Ah, from a band we 
might expect airs. But I should 


advise you very strongly, Sir Lyon, 
to treat them as friends. You \ 


* — ^^^musi 

be up to date. 

Sir Lyon (with disgust). Allow 
them to dine — ^perhaps to dance — 
with my guests ? 

Secretary (with calmness). Cer- 
tainly they will have to dine ; and, 
as to dancing, of course they must^ 
if they’re received on an equal 
footing, [^Smiles to himself at 
c - T his Joke, 

Sir Lyon, Oh — ^well — I suppose 
I must give in. Let them know 
at once, and for heaven’s sake mind 
they ’re punctual. 

[,Scene closes as the Secretary 
hastily seizes a slate^ and 
automatically writes to the 
Ghosts a very cordial and 
courteously^worded invita-^ 
tion. 

Scene II. Hew year s Eve at Latterday Hall, In the magnificent 
dining-room are seated at dinner a large, well-known, and in- 
congrwuB company. The Ghosts are chatting away in the most 
genial manner with the living distinguished people, and 
^ ceUhHties^^ quite at homeJ*^ Daniel 
„ xed likmg for Dodo, whom he has taken 
;■ z. — 7 'indulging in a light and airy Hirtation with her, 
which takes a form peculiar to himself, ’ 

, W’ho has ever pinched into its 
pilulous smalln^s the cobweb of matrimonial duty ? Honestv is 
surely the broadest basis of joy in Hfe. ^ -O-onesty is 



Dorian Gray taking Juliet in to dinner. 



» — r «. 1/ ui jojie insurance. 

Dobian Geay having taken Juliet to 
on with her very well, is staring with 
ta opjpt^e. who is hdlying^ Jaitb 

r* ixtent. Behind him is a screen of gilt 

Spanish lather, wrought with a rather florid Louw Seize 
emera£^ with pearls, moonstones, and large green 


Dorian (aside, to Young Subaltern, who has come Home, On 
leave. For Christmas), Who is that dreadful man ? 

Young Subaltern, Who? Old Rochestee? Oh, he’s a Plain 
Hero. Rrom the past. He ’s all right. How well you ’re looking I 
Yonnger than ever, by Jove I Which is curious. But why that 
absurd buttonhole ? 

Dorian (hurt). You never like anything I wear. You Anglo- 
Indians are corrupt without being charming. This is a fault. 

\_Arrange8 his fringe in an old Dutch-silver mirror on the 
opposite mantelpiece, framed in curiously-carved ivory 
Cupids, and studdea with precious stones, chiefly opals, 
sapphires, and chrysoberyls, 

Fthel Newcome (to Secretary). Who are those two pretty American 
girls ? They seem to be attracting a great deal of attention. (I am 
completely forgotten, I notice.) Do their dresses come from Paris ? 

Secretary, Ho, I think not, dear Miss Hewcome. From Messrs, 
Howells and James, I fancy. 

Fichard Fever el^ (cheerily, across the table to Mr. Picewick). In 
tolerance of some dithyrambic inebriety — quiverings of semi-narra- 
tion — we seem to be entering the 
circle of a most magnetic pseudo- 
polarity. Don’t we ? 

Mr, Pickwick (puzzled). Very 
kind of you to say so, I 'm sure. 
May I have the pleasure of taking 
wine with you ? 

[Dinner proceeds with anima- 
tion, Bootles’ Baby, Little 
Jim, Paul Dombey, and 
the Heavenly Twins come 
in to dessert, and are more 
or less troublesome. 

Sir Lyon (aside, to Secretary, 
when the ladies have retired), I say, 
you know I am afraid this is going 
to hang fire. It ’s nothing less than 
a miracle for a social affair to go off 
well when the people are not in the 
same set. Old Pickwick’s been 
askiu^ for “a wassail bowl.” I 
haven’t got such a thing about 
me; and I should have thought 
’74 champagne would have been 
good enough, but he says it ’s 
like our humour— too new 1 The 
children are bothering to know why 
there isn’t a Christmas-tree, 
Secretary, Tell them to go to the 
— Hay market. The reward will be 
—swift. Might I suggest mistletoe ? 
I should he very pleased to go under 
it with Madame Bovaey, just to 

sho w the others how to 

Sir Lyon (stiffly). Much obliged, 
but I will not give you that trouble. 
If anyone goes under the mistletoe 
with Madame Bovaey it will be 
myself. Remember that. 
Secretary, Oh, certainly! I 

merely meant How about 

crackers? I could set the thing 
going by pulling one with Miss 
Olivia. The old Yicar said just 
now, in his pointed, Gothic way, 

something about times having changed, and 

Sir Lyon, Yes, we ’ll have crackers, but you can leave me to pull 
pe first one with Miss Olivia. It would look better. Perhaps we ’d 
better let the Ghosts give their entertainment now — eh ? 

Secretary, I ’U arrange it at once. 

Scene HI. — In the Hall, in which is a temporary theatre ; all the 
Mod^n Celebinties are seated on rows of chairs, chattering, 
iUrting, and discussing Insomnia and the New Criticism, Be- 
hind phe scenes the Ghosts are disputing as to which shall recite 
first, the order of precedence depending entirely on the question as 
to which is the most completely defunct. Finally, Eenest Mal- 
TEAVEES and Tom J ones go on together, and the Curtain goes up, 

Frnest Maltravers (musingly, in a low yet ringing voice, in which 
Pride struggles with Fmotion), Let us learn, from yon dinner-table, 
o’er which brooded the spirits of the Hovelists of all time, to lift 
ourselves on the wings of Romanticism back to Bombastic and Pri- 
meval Prose. (Breaks ojf suddenly. Aside, to Tom Jones.) I can- 
^ on. bke this. We ought to have had a scenario, 

Tom Jones (suppressing laughter, aside). Why, thou foolish 
scoundrel, is there not one in front ? How else could be seated 
there so many f ^r ladies and gaRant gentlemen ? 
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J^nest MMr avers {aside). In tlie contemplation of your idiocy, I 
curb yitn dim^lty the impulse that leads me to crush the life from 
your bosom. Know, Ignorant One, that a scenario is not the same 
tning as an auditorium. 

[Tom Jones is about to attach him with fine old JBnglish violence, 
when the curtain suddenly falls. The entertainment is in- 
tempted. The audience appear at once amused and shocked 
Dorian takes out his little vinaigrette exquisitely set with 
turquoises, cymophanes, amethysts, and tourmalines, and 
offers it to the Subaltern, who, evidently unaware of its 
use, pockets it, 

^haltern. You got that out of a cracker, didn’t you ? I’ll take 
it Home. Tor the kids. 

growing so prolonged that the Secretary goes 
oehind the scenes to know the cause of the delay, JSe finds 
all confusion. The party has heen increased hy the presence 
of Mr. Stead’s Spook Julia, who, having half an hour to 
spare, has come to protest against the '‘'‘indignity^’* as she 
calls it, of fine old crusted Ghosts being expected to perform 
to a lot of mere modern myths. She ipeaks with such 
eloquence that^ she persuades them, one and all, to leave 
without finishing their performance and entirely without 
ceremony. Nothing the Secretary can say has^ any effect, 
and they all vanish, leaving not a wrack hehind^^ except 
^ ^ a slate pencil Julia has dropped in her excitement, 

Sir^Lyon [after hearing the news). Shameful! Never again will 
I have a Grho&t in this house. This is what comes of treating them 
as equals ! I ’ll— I ’U— I ’ll write to the Psychical Society ! 

iScene closes as all the guests crowd round him and ask him to 
drink the health of Modern Fiction and— The New Year, 

MAY AND DECEMBER. 

[Biighton is now represented by two of the youngest members in the 
House. , . . Mr. Gladstone intends to spend Christmas at Brighton.] 

Just now, when the weather seems May in December, 

They’ve sent up from Brighton another young member, 

Two juvenile gentlemen sit for the town, 

Their ages united just two- thirds would be 
Of that of the statesman who often goes down 
To seek renewed youth by the murmnrini? sea— 

Mr. G. 

Two Tories— meek May fighting sturdy DvCember 
'rheir foe is an old hand these lads should remember. 

They ’ll probably sit most judiciously dumb. 

Or only object like the murmuring sea. 

To the House, sent from Brighton, the youngest have come; 
From the House, down at Brighton, the o’dest wid be— 

Mr. G. 

A SEASONABLE VADE MECUM, 

{By Ker Mudgeon, Senior,) 

Question, What is the most satisfactory motto for Christmas ? 

Answer, That it “ comes but once a year.” 

Q, Then it is as well to take a gloomy view of the season P 

A, That is the only reasonable aspect in the face of a pile of 
“ Christmas bills.” 

Q, What are Christmas cards ? 

A, Advertisements of existence sent to enemies as well as friends. 

Q, What is a plum pudding ? 

A, Indigestion in the concrete. 

Q, And a mince pie P 

A, An excuse for a glass of brandy or a glass of any other 
eq.iallv potent liquid. 

Q, Does old-fashioned English Christmas fare benefit anyone ? 

A, Yis; doctors and chemifcts. 

Q, Why does an elderly person go the pantomime ? 

A, Because he likes it just as much as a schoolboy. 

Q, What reason does he give for his visits to Drury Lane, the 
Lyceum, or the Crystal Palace ? 

A, That he visits those places of entertainment for the sake of 
th 5 children. 

Q, But if he is an old bachelor ? 

A, He declares that he likes to see the delight of other pec pie’s 
children. 

Q, What is the specialiti of a Christmas family party ? 

A, Row all round. 

Q, What are the regulation wishes of Yule-tide ? 

A, A Happy Christmas and a Prosperous New Year. 

Q, And the probable result ? 

A, The attainment of neither. 

Crossed in Love.— A wedding-present cheque. 
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FINAL ORDERS. 

Keeper {to Boy out for his fit st d‘xfs driving), “Mind and Spread 

VERSELF OUT ! ’* 

OUE BOOKING-OFFICE. 

• ** deferential friend of the Baron’s, approach- 

ing the Baronial arm-chair wherein sat His Super-Excellency 
regaling himseK in truly Regal-Cole-ian fashion, “ Sir, I present to 
yoim notice a book entitled In Search of a Climate.'*^ “ With such 
a title,” qnoth the Baron, in poetic humour, “it should have heen 
dedicated to His Grace of Canterbury. Would not thia distich well 
favour the title-page ? Listen 


“ ‘ In Search of a Climate, ’ I From Charles B. Nottage, 

This to the Pnmate ! j Who lives in a cottage.^’ 

“W; A.,” or “ The Wisely Appreciative,” went into wisely 
appreciative ecstasies. “ Baron,” he presently resumed, “ you will 
be graciously pleased to read it.” “I will recline on my sofa,” re- 
turned the Baron, “ and, in that position, do my level best.” So 
saying, His Super-Excellency suited the action to the word, and, 
waving his hand in token that he was not to be disturbed for the 
space of some forty winks or more, he bent his head in silent study 
o’er the somewhat bulky volume. “ One of the most interesting 
and instructive chapters in this excellently elaborated book of 
reference,” said the Baron, sometime afterwards — “a hook full of 
‘ wise saws and modern instances ’ — is that headed ‘ Religion and 
Rum,’ whence it appears that, whatever form of worship the Natives 
from time to time might adopt, it always included the cult of spirits 
in some form or other. The title of this chapter,” observed the 
Baron, judicially, “instead of ‘Religion and Rum,’ should rather 
have been ‘Rum Religions, or Spirituous Influences.’ Towards tbe 
close of the book the author still seems to be In Search of a Climate, 
But what sort of a climate does he seek ? One to suit everybody ? 
Why, like the distinguished individual who was ‘ terribly disap- 
pointed with the Atlantic,’ there are people, quoted as testimony 
above proof by Mr. Nottage, of the Cottage, who were ‘ all terribly 
disappointed with the climate of Santa Barbara and Los Angeles.’ 
Well, then,” quoth the Baron, “try Margate and Ramsgate.” The 
book, attractively got up, is published by tbe firm whose name 
always recalls to the Baron’s verse-atile mind that delightful poem 
set to dulcet music yclept Soft and low, S<ft and Low,'^ only 
that the names are Samp-son Low, Low & Co., which, set to the 
same strain, will “ do as well.” “And,” quoth the Baron, suddenly 
I inspired, “ what a series of songs for Publishers and Bookbinders 


suggestionibus / But this is dilassement. Let our toast he, Cur 
noble Shelves! onr noble Book- shelves ! ’ ” explains the Baron, 
gaily; and so hack to the Brown Study where, as Baron BR 9 WN 
Beard, he disposes of the various heads in his department, and signs 
himself, The Just and Generous Baron de Book-Worms. 

Mrs. Ram says no wonder people are blown out at Christmas, as 
they do fill themselves with so many “ combustibles.” 
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“SCENES OF CLERICAL LIFE.” 

(A Meeting of the Church of England Xem^eraTice Society, The Vote of Thanhs to the Chairman,) 

And, Ladies and Gentlemen, let mb point out to you, in these days when the activity of the Ohudoh is so often 

GALLED INTO QUESTION, THAT OUR REVERED DiOCESAN COULD NEVER BE CALLED AN ‘ ORNAMENTAL B IS BOP * J ’* 


"‘THE SPIRIT OF CHRISTMAS PRESENT.” 

{Passages -^rom a Political Christmas CaroV* of the Period descriptive 
of a slumbering Stateman's Yule-Tide Dream,) 

* * * ♦ # #1 

AwAKiNa in the middle of a prodigrionsly sonorous snore, and 
^t'lng up on what, seemed to he a nightmare-like blend of the 
Ireasnry Bench and his own bed, to get his thoughts together, 
Sadstone (like Scrooge) had no occasion to be told that Big Ben 
was again upon the stroke of Twelve. 

being prepared for almost anything — from J-ss-e C-ll-ngs 
AT A?"* iS* Censure — he was not by any means prepared for 
iNothmg Consequently, when the bell boomed its twelfth stroke, 
and nottog appeared, or happened— not even a nightmare in the 
shape or T-mmy B-wx-s, or a Motion for Adlournment — he was 
taken with a nt of the shivers. 

At last he began to think that the source and centre of the ghostly 
i^?ht wmch seemed to^ gleam on him from nowhere in particular, 
might be lu the adjoinmg room, his own private Downing Street 
mnctum. Thence indeed, on further tracing it, it seemed to shine. 

possession of his mind, he got up softly, and 
shuffled in his slippers to the door. 

The moment Sadstone’s hand was on the lock, a strange voice 
called him by his name, and bade him enter. He obeyed. 

It was his own room. There was no doubt about that. But it had 
undergone a surpnsmg transformation. The walls and ceiling were 
so hnngmth shamrock green and shillelagh branches that it looked 
a perfect Grove of Blarney. A lurid blaze, like a blne-tongned 
snapdragon flpe, went hissmg up the chimney, revealing in weird 
glimpses on the heated hearth and chimney tiles spectral figures of 
impisli design and menacing gesture. Heaped up on the floor, to form 
a kind of throne, were Bine Books, abortive Bills, scrolls on which were 
insenb^ endless questions^ and unnumbered amendments : bundles 
* R3,pers ^d political pampblets ; pallid sncking-pigs that 

digestible crust and Ml of offal scraps and tainted “ block orna- 


ments ” ; pudding- shaded bombs ; barrels of explosives and fulmi- 
nants; red hot (political) ‘‘chestnuts” of the most hackneyed 
partisan sort; Dead- Sea apples of the dustiest kind, savouring of 
sand and strife ; fiery looking Ulster oranges ; belated (parliamentary) 
pairs, and seething bowls of raw and vitriolic party spirit, that 
made the chamber dim, dank, and malodorous with tbeir heady 
steam. In uneasy state upon this extraordinary conglomerate couch 
or throne, there sat an ogreish giant of pantomimic size and 
bogeyishlv menacing expression, portentous to see; who bore a 
smokily-flaring torch, in shape not unlike an Anarch’s beacon or 
Fury’s bale-fire, and held it up, high up, to shed its lurid light on 
Sandstone, as He came peeping round the door. 

“ Come in ! ” exclaimed the Ghoul-Ghost. “ Come in, and know 
me better, (G. 0.)ManI” 

Sadstone entered timidly, and hung his head before the Spirit. 
He was hardly the dogged Sadstone he had been, and the Spirit’s 
eyes were so glowering and nngenial, he did not like to meet 
them. 

I am the Spirit of Christmas Present,” said the apparition. 

Look upon me ! ” 

Sadstone sorrowfully did so. It was clothed in one simple 
emerald-green robe or mantle, bordered with buffi fur of the dull 
tint dear to the old Scotch Whig. This garment hung so loosely on 
the figure that its capacious breast was bare, as if disdaining to be 
warded or concealed by any artifice. On its head it wore no other 
covering than a wreath of shamrock, set here and there with a 
thistle. Its dull black curls were long and elf -like and weird ; 
weird as its frowning face, its staring eye, its clenched hand, its 
raucous voice, its despotic demeanour, and its gloomy air. Girded 
round its middle was an antique scabbard, holding a huge two- 
handed sword ; the blade, ready to leap from its sheath, seemed a 
most unsuitable aud unseasonable adiunct to what mankind has 
been wont to regard as the gentle and genial Spirit of Peace and 
Goodwill. 

‘‘You have never seen the Hke of Me before I ” exclaimed the 
Spirit. 

“ ATe-e-tJar S adstone made answer to it, in acc3nts stam- 
mering somewhat, yet most emphatic. 
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DISTORTED MERCY. 

fortaUe arm-chair hy the fire sits 
Metwpolitan Magistrate. He 
smiles in self-complacency^ He 

'liHiWK I have most faithftilly 

fulfilled my duty; the spirit of 
millrnSni'i 7 sweet leniency has marked my 

mmKmi' I lllil iIEm fientenee— at least toward the 

HHHBr f lUll IBB fiagitious and inhiiTYian 

Wmm I f lmfSKl .Thus have I, in place 

\liliiWl I lit li Immmm punishing, won over to more 
mlimmimU virtuous ways; so may I doze the 

illllB slHa self-admiring doze of 

I I ^ Gathering from the 

III and^ ^ lamp thrown from 
radiant fo^m^ ^hapes^ itself at 

Form, I * am the Spirit of 
Leniency. I come to show 
liow fair and flattering a result 
I ^ W Diilder sentences— to wit, those 

P passed upon the more outrageous 
I / culprits — have yielded. Seel 

I / ( Waves a wand,) This is he who 

came before thy judgment seat for 
— after repeated warning — selling 
Mm ^^^cm premises teeming with 

scarlet fever. Thou didst say, 
“ It is the grossest and most shock- 
ing case of hruial disregard for human life I ever heard I and 
thereupon didst fine him half- a-orown— the minimum penalty. 

M, Mag, {with affectionate interest),. And since ? How farest 
now, thou naughty one ? 

Milk Criminal, 0 most blessed Magistrate and sweet Your 
Worship, I fare most happily ; for, most comfortably encouraged 
by your gracious leniency, I did redouble— nay, multiply an 
hundred times— mine efforts to disseminate disease ; so that 1 may, 
without undue boasting, claim to be father of an epidemic that 
felled its hundreds. And further, in the doing of this I have 
heaped up a most goodly pile of gold. Give me your blessing, most 
sympathetic Your Worship I 

M, Mag, {recoiling), f^ay; mine intentions looked not toward so 
dire result 1 I cannot bless 

The Spirit, How, good Stipendiary ? Dost thou now disown me, 
thine own Spirit ? Thou must surely bless thy proUge, him who 
but carries out thy methods to their logical result! And see, I 
summon others of thy choice; this good butcher who hath sent 
unwholesome meat to London to feed the poor. Thou didst say 
of him, most inhuman^ ill-conditioned knave and rascal; a 
constructive homicide ! I will not imprison him^ hut fine him seven 
shillings,^^ And again, see this good rough who kicked a 
constable nearly to death; thou saidstof him, miscreant unfit 
to live, A savage worse than any tiger ! One shilling fine,^^ Then 
finding he could not pay without foregoing his accustomed gin, thy 
heart relented, and thou didst discharge him. Then again, here 
have we this fair hawker who kicked his donkey^s legs and so be- 
laboured him with cudgels that he left no bone unbroken ; thou 
saidst of him, An act more horrible and sickening could scarce he 
perpetrated hy a fiend ! ” Then, with a gentle caution, thou didst 
set nim free. 


31, Mag, But tell me, prithee, what the outcome was of these my 
leniences. Did results not justify ? 

The Butcher, Oh, yes, indeed, in my case! Taking courage, 
seeing that justice was so linked with mercy, I did extend most 
energetically my little venture in unwholesome meat, and now am 
rich, and have been made a lord. 

The Rough, And since your clemency, 0 sweet your Worship, 
I’ve kicked to death some dozens of assorted victims— poHoemen, 
and infants. 

The Hawker, And I 


bless the work yourself have fostered? 

M, Mag, {tearing his hair), I fostered ? J, the gentle magistrate, 
thci soul of clemency ? 


The Spirit, Come, bless thy chosen clients I 
[ With a shriek the Metropolitan Magistrate awakes from his 
doze. He is haggard; his eye is bloodshot with horror. 
He speaks, shuddering : — 

What are these hideous crimes that I have done, mistaking them 
for mercy? How unworthy am I to touch so sweet an attribute, 
distorting and most basely turning it from its appointed course ! 
There chime the bells. Let them proclaim how, in me coming year 
they usher in, I will essay to win this fair, sweet attribute entrusted 
to me, and so misshapen by my cruelties, back to her rightful form 1 
I will begin by showing mercy unto Mercy’s self. 

A STUDY IN BEOWN. 

I ’VE caught you, hazel-eyed brunette, day-dreaming, chin on hand I 
Don’t think, now, that my stolen sketch is bold and contraband I 
Hay, rather, ’tis the duty that ’s imposed on ev’ry beauty, 

To grant that with respectful glance her profile may be scanned. 

To picture such a wealth of brown would 
Yandyck’s self delight ; 

Brown eyes I see, and waving hair, brown 
as a summer ni^ht. ^ 

Jcannot do youjustice, but this thumb- 
nail sketch, I trust, is ^ ^ 

A deep brown-study rendered into simple 
black and white. 

In reverie reflective, has your wayward \ 

fancy strayed, U 

It may be, to last summer’s tryst in \ 

some wild English glade, ^ i 

Or old-world forest-garden, where, 
like Rosalind in Arden, 

Your troth you plighted, or, love-lorn, W 

outmourned the Nut-brown Maid? y ^ f ^ 

You ’re wand’ring in Mahatma-land, and // fff 

counting astral sheep ? f ' ? ^ 

And gather!]^ wool that never grew, a ' 

Brownie-led Bo-peem 

Or, possibly, pursuant oi an Ego playing truant. 

And lost amid the labyrinth of dim hypnotic sleep ? 

For all I know, you ’re musing in this meditative trance 
On modern and sublunar joys, as dinner, dress, and dance ! 

Or is it toothache merely that-^well, makes you stare so queerly ? 
(Somehow I ne’er can draw the line ’twixt bathos and romance !) 

If thus I seem inquisitive, don’t kill me with a frown I 
Though times are hard, in vulgar phrase, I’ll plank my money 
down I ^ „ 

Your train of thought to share (if you’ll accept a penny- tariff), 

I tender, with my compliments, the coin that’s called a ‘‘brown” I 

PEODIGIODS! 

To Me. Punch, — Sir,— I appeal to you. Ought scientific papers 
to be allowed to publish incitements to bloodshed and anarchy ? 
T have just read in one an enthusiastic commendatmn of ‘‘an a|[i- 
tator working at 280 revolutions per minute.” This agitator is, 
it appears, closely connected with ^ “ annihilator.” ^ It is true that 
the annihilator is a smoke- annihilator, and the agitator is part of 
its machinery ; hut who knows what influence may be exerted nx)on 
weak minds at such a time as this by the use of Ihese awful terms r 
Is the Home Secretary asleep ? Yours, A Patriot. 

Mysterious. — In Said's Journal for December 13 the advertise- 
ment of the Christmas Number announces that “arrangements 
have been made for publishing the Portraits of the Contributors at 
the commencement of their respective articles. This, it w believed, 
will prove a very interesting feature.” No doubt. But which 
“feature,” and whose “feature,” and to which contributor v^ 
“the very interesting feature” in the portrait belong? They 
cannot surely have only one feature among them! Among the 
special contnhutors, each of course with distinctive features, are 
Sir Augustus Harris, Mr. Sutherland Edwards, Mr. Arthur 
1 Beckett, and Mr. Davenport Adams. Excellent conmanjr^each, 
with most interesting features. But which feature is to he taken as 
representing the lot? “Nose?” there’s pomt m th^ 

“^eek?” Ahem! Will it be “All their eye ?” Evidently the 
only way of satisfying curiosity is to purchase a copy of S, J, s 
Christmas Number. 2 

Seasonable Biddle. — When does a turkey look a goose?— 
When quite by himself he has to face a party of twenty-tour. 




CHRISTMAS IIAMPEES. 


For the Czar* — Alliances — Frencli and 
Triple. 

For the Katner, — “ The Great Revenge.” 

For the King of Italy. — The Military 
Estimates. 

JFbr the King of Greece* — The Adjustment 
of the National Kevenue. 

For the Presidt'nt of the French RepuhUc. 
—The Legacy of Cabisot the First. 

For the President of the United States . — 
Prorected Free Trade. 

For the Sultan* — The Khedive. 

JPor the Khedive* — The Sultan, 

-For the Premier* — His followers. 

For the Foreign Secretary.^'E\% colleagues. 

For the Chancellor of the JElxchequer * — 
Thp coming Budget. 

For the Home Secretary* — Trafalgar 
Square. 

For the Colonial Secretary* — South 
Alnca. 

For the Postmaster •‘General. — Cards for 
Chiistmas and the New Year. 

J^rthe War The Admiralty. 

For the Admiralty . — The War Office. 
rt Theatre^Managers.^The Clerk of 

the Weather. 

F(^ the Music-Hall Proprietors* — The 
London County Council. 

For the London Public* — The Pavins* 
Contractors. 

-For the Bar * — The Solicitors. 

Por the ^oZecitors.— Reluctant Litigants. 

For the Stockhrohers.^'DiB State of the 
City.5 

Far Poor. — Tte Condition of the 
Honey Market. 

. And for the T^rld in general and Sriiont 
»n particular,— lSo.e Influenza. 


THE KISS THAT COSTS. 


[A fair plaintiff, who brought a breach of 
promise action worth under ordinary circum- 
stances at least dBlOOO, had to be content with £100 
because the had in the meantime been khsed by a 
new suitor.] 

The gorse is out iu kissing time, 

And that is always — so the saw. 

But know from henceforth (and this rhyme) 
This doe^ not. follow in the Law. 

For she, who, jilted by her swain. 

Brings him to Court, and braves the laughter, 
Must — if she longs for gold -refrain 
From kissing Number Two— till after I 


A Little Girl’s Christmas Story. 

Polly I Folly’ 

Holly! (Gobbles!) 

J oily 1 Colly 

Holly I (Wobbles!) 


THE CRY OF THE CIVIC TURTLE. 

'Twas the voice of the Turtle, I heard him 
complain, 

“You would wake me! Be off I! Let me 
slumber again !^ 

Your ‘ Royal Commission on Unification ’ 

Be ! ” something that seemed to 

convey comminatiun 

“ J shan't ‘tend.r^ evidence’ — ^hang it, 
not I! — 

Why I, as a separate body, should die I 

1 ’ve power, prosperity, plumpness, and 
pelf; 

If you want an ‘Amalgam’^ — why, mix it 
yourself ! ” 


Feminine Saturnalia. 


[Miss Klumpke has just achieved a great triumph 
\\ilii a learned treatise on the Rings of Saturn.] 


OUR BARTERERS.—Sileboald. — I have 
a magnificent-looking article, made of un- 
seasoned deal, coloured to resemble walnut. 

care has been taken to imitate a 
really first-class piece of furniture by a good 
maker, it is hoped that the fact that the 
wood 18 certain to split and warp, that the 
drawers jam, that the keyholes are dummies, 
whole is a piece of cunning 
shoddy, will escape the attention of the 
average purchasing idiot. What offers ? 


Oh! maiden, learned, wise, you can 
To froward woman prove a pattern, 
You pay yrour due respect to Man 
By writing up the Rings— of Saturn I 


New P rajs-dial Pro veebs. —What ’s under- 
done can't he helped. A bird in a pie is 
worth two in a dish. Apollinaris (or any 
other) water in time saves wine. The early 
guest gets it hot. It is never too late to dine. 


To PiczwKXKiAN Students. — Of what 
class of persons is it recorded in Pickwick 
that their looks are not prepossessing and 
their manners are peculiar ” P 


A Truth nsr Season. — ^What would Christ- 
mas be without the Cracker ? Messrs. G. 
Sparagnapane have their reply ready 
with their “ Cracker Skirt-Dancer ” and 
their “ May Blossom” (so nice in December), 
whioh^ is a pleasant souvenir of The 
Wedding. Of course, all these crackers will 
“gooff”weUI 
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Advertiser’s Appeal, 270 
Afternoon Party (An). 13 
‘ After the Ball " in Paris, 297 
After the Call, 243 
Alexander and Diogenes, 162 
Anacreontics for All, 273 
Angela, 186 

Another Scene at the Play, 64 

Argentina, 226 

Arriet on Labour, 88 

“ Art of * Savoy Fare ’ ” (The), 204 

At Covent Garden last Thursday, 3T 

At the Sea-Side Church Parade, 73 

At the Shaftesbury, 128 

At the World’s Water-Show, 40 

Australian ABC (An), 67 

Australia the (without) Golden, 94 

Babes on the Treasury Bench (The), 21 6 

Balfour’s Boon, 101 

Ballad (A), 262 

“ Ballade Joyeuse,” 106 

Ballade of Earlscourt, 57 

Ballade of Lost Repartees, 142 

Ballad of Departed Pippins (The), 41 

Ball versus Ball, 2^7 

Bank Holiday Beauty, 292 

Behemoth and the Lion, 182 

Belfry of Bruges Overlooked (The), 274 
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Brown Study in Autumn Tints (A), 109 
Barden of Burden Sanderson, 142 
Business, 246 

“ But that ’s another Story,” 225 
Cabman’s Guide to Politeness 2t 9, 225 
Carr-Actors at “The Comedy,” 185 
Cause and Effect, 246 
Central Hall of the Law Courts (The), 217 
Champion Shaver (The), 282 
Chance for the Briefless (A), 274 
Change of Partners (A), 279 
Christmas Hampers, 3i0 
City Horse (The), ISO 
Closure at Home (The), 61 
Coal and Wood, 257 
Cockney on a Great Collection (A), 252 
Connected with the Press, 77 
Conversation-Book for Candidates, 258 
Conversion ^ la Mode, 121 
Cophetua, L.C.C., 118 
County Council’s Progressive Programme 
(The), 300 

Cream of the Cream, 219 
Cricket across the Channel. 61 
Cricket Congratulations, 70 
Croquet, 87 


Crowning'the Edifice, 153 

Cry of the Civic Turtle (The), 310 

Cure-ious ! 99 

Daly Dream (A), 180 

Damon out of Date, 205 

Dance till Dawn, 16 j 

Danger ! 85 

Dark Continent in Two LightsXrhe), 226 
Decayed Industry (A). 82 
Deptford hath its Darling, 273 
“ Devil’s Advocate ” (The), 51 
Diary I la Russe (A), 193 
Directors’ Vade Mecum (The), 49 
Distorted Mercy, 809 
Ditty of the Dog-Days (A), 17 
Diver (The), 98 
Double Entente, 228 
Drama College, 192 
Dr. Dulcamara Up to Date, 218 
Dream-Book for Would-be Travellers, 65 
Ducal Doings, 292 
“ Due South,” 137, 145, 157, 169 
Effeminacy of the Age, 97 
1893; or, the Government Guillotine, 2 
Englishman in Paris (The), 77 
Essence of Pailiament, 11, 22, 34. 46, 68, 
70, 82, 94, 106, 118, 130, 14?, 154, 226, 
2 ,-j 8, 250, 262, 274, 286, 298, S02 
European Crisis Averted ! 273 
Examination Paper for Ladies, 45 
Expostulation (An), 216 
Pabius Fin-de-Si6cle, 225 
Fallen Art (A), 25 
“ Fantastic” Action (A), 192 
Farewell ! 190 

Fashionable Intelligence, 51 
Father William, 18 
Feminine Triumph (A), 277 
“Flibbertigibbet,” 261 
Pool with a Gun (The), 159 
“ Forlorn Hope" (The), If 0 
Fragments from a Franco-Russian Phrase- 
Book, 197 

French Flag (The), 228 
French Wolf and the Siamese Lamb 
(The), 54 

Prom Colchester, 111 
From Grave to Gay, 89 
From Our Island Special, 68 
Prom Professor Muddle, 34 
Future of Home Rule (The), 245 
Game of Chance (A), 2*5 
Gingham-Grabber (The), 237 
Going to the Country, 120 
Golden Memories, 14 1 
Good Luck to it ! 253 
“ Good Sir John 1 ” 166 
Great African Lion-Tamer (The), 230 
Handy Boy (The), 246 
“Hark 1 I hear the Sound of Coaches I” 
265 

Haunted I 101 

Health-Seeker’s Vade Mecum (The), 1 
Height of Comfort (The), 241 
“ Here ’s to the Client,” 63 
Her Sailor Hat, 101 
Highland “ Caddie,” 122 
Highly Probable, 282 
“ History (nearly) repeats itseP,” 261 
History Repeats Itself, 154 
Home Rails, 243 


How to Write a Cheap Christmas Humber, 
265 

“Hymen Hymen see I ” 6 

InEAL Conversation (The), 169 

Ideal Drama (The), 202 

In Black and White, 225 

Inquiry (An), 233 

Intelligence A I’Americaine, 10 

John Bull’s Naval Vade Mecum, I' 8 

John Tyndall, 277 

Jolly Young Watermaids (The), 156 

Just Cause, 25 

Kiss that (losts (The), 310 

Latpat Autumn Fashion (The), 228 

Latest Crisis (The), 61 

Latest Parifc-ian Romance (The), 83 

Law and Justice v. Duty “done,” 286 

Lawyer’s Chortle (A), 205 

Lay of the “ Ancient ” (The), 1 01 

Lays of Modern Home, 3 i 

Lesson for Labour (A), 133 

Letter Home (A), 183 

Letters for the Silly Season, 111 

Letters to Abstractions, 97 

Life (and Death) in South Americn, 158 

Lines on (and off) an Italian Mule, 141 

Little Bill-ee, 114 

Little Master Minority, IPS 

Little Old Woman who Lived in a Shoe, 86 

Lohengula’s Letter- Bag, 257 

London Pest (A), 26 

London School-Board Vade Mecum (The), 
165 

Lord Chancellor’s Song (The), 239 
Lost Smell (The), 274 
Love and Law, 142 
Love’s Labour ’s Lost 86 
“ L'Union fait la— Farce I ” 186 
Magic and Manufactures, 245 
Making them Useful, 90 
Man in the South (The), 129 
Man Makes the Tailor (The), 63 
March in November, 284 
“ Masterly Inactivity,” 174 
Mature Charms, 261 
May and December, 3'^5 
Meeting of the Anti-Biographers, 105 
Message from the Sea (A), 294 
Misnomer, 228 
Misty Crystal (A), 214 
Moan of a Theatre-Manager (The), 41 
Moan of the Minor Poet (The), 42 
Modern Medusa (The), 270 
Modern Nymph’s Reply to the Passionate 
Shepherd (The), 16 
Mot by a Member, 222 
Mr. Punch’s Appeal — ^to Coal-Owufrs, 
Miners, and all whom it may Concern, 
170 

Mrs. Ninkleby in the Chair, 30 
March Praised, 277 
Muscular Education, 37 
Music and Law, 298 
Music for the Multitude, 49 
“ My Cummerbund,” 153 
My Qardeneress, 93 , 

My Landlord, 193 

My Pretty June, at a Later Season, 189 
Mystified, 216 
My Tenant, 193 
Name 1 Name 1 226 


Names for Other Names, 174 

Nautical Economy, 286 

N. B. 1 214 

New King Coal, 74 

New King Coal Corrected, 118 

New Lights for Old, 273 

New Version, 273 

New Year’s Eve at Latterday Hall, 304 
Ninth of November (The), 238 
Noble Organ-grinder (i’he), 2i7 
No Raison d*§£re I 216 
Not a Pair Exchange, 177 
Note by our own Philosopher, 207 
Novel Show (Al, 121 
Oberland ” Route (The), 221 
Ode de Knill— and Co., 26 
Ode of Odours (An), 292 
Old “Adelphi ’Triumph ” (Au>, 117 
Old and New School for Scandal, 249 
Old Man’s Musings (An), 10 
One of the Maxims of Civilisation, 261 
“ One-Horse ” Householder, 89 
1,000 000 A.D., 250 
Only Fancy I 93 
Operatic Notes, 5, 17 
Ornithological Outburst (An), 257 
Orator “ Pour Rire" fAn), 21 
Our Barterers, 2H, 310 
Our Booking-Office, 9, 52, 154, 193, 209, 
237, 249, 2^3, 266, 2fc5, 293, 365 
Our Opera, 25 

“Over the Hills and Far Away ! ” 126 
“Painless Dentistry,” 133 
Palinode, 258 

“Paper of the Day afier To-morrow 
(The). 229 

“ Pas MSme Academecien ! ” 162 
“ Pictures from ‘ Punch,’ ” ITf 
“ Piece and War ! ” at Drury Lan^, 149 
Playing the Deuce at the Haytnai ket, 161 
“ Play IS not the Thing ” (The), 22 
Plea for Pleading’s (A), 277 
Poison in the Pump, 2sl 
Police Phrase-Book (The), 16 
Politics in South America, 125 
Popular Songs re-sung, 73, 241 
Precept and Practice, 213 
Preparing for Christmas, 226 
Prince Alexander of Battenbe-g 9.53 
Profession of Journalism (The), ^22 
Prophetic Diary of the L. C. C., 16 
Proprietors’ Vade Mecum ( The) 46 
Punch’s “ God-Speed” to the Pole 
Seekers, 22 
Q. B. D., 238 
Queer Cards, 246 
Queer English, 34 
Queer Queries, S6, 37, 135, 240 
Question of Tint (A), 217 
“ Quiet Pipe ” (A), 122 
Quoth Dunraven, Nevermore ! 192 
Rather Familiar 1 255 
“ Ready, Aye Readv 1 ” 110 
Reign of Ringlets (The), 1* 8 
Repartees for the Railway, 202 
“Resh’prosh’ty,*' 222 
Rex Lobengula, 243 

Rhodes to ? 225 

Riflemen— “ Form r 165 

Rippm’. 171 

Robert at GildhaU, 75 
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